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Many readers of this newsletter may
remember when the first DNA tests for
wolfdogs were developed back in the
1990s. At that time, the law in Florida stated that any animal that was 75% or less
wolf content was legal to own without any
special permits. Some other states also
used percentage to determine if (and/or
which) wolfdogs were legal to own; some
still do.
Back then, determining if an animal
was greater or lesser than 75% wolf was
highly subjective because phenotyping
was the method most commonly employed, and most people were not trained
to properly phenotype wolfdogs–
including most Fish and Wildlife officers.
The first DNA tests that were developed could not determine the percentage
of wolf content in an animal and were only
available to authorities (Fish and Wildlife,
law enforcement, and Animal Control personnel). As such, authorities could ascertain if an animal had any wolf in it—but
they could not use such tests to determine
if a given animal was legal based on the
law as it was written.
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Partly as a result of the difficulty of
assessing the percentage of wolf heritage
in an animal with any level of accuracy, in
2009 Florida changed its “hybrid law” to
read as follows: “Hybrids resulting from
the cross between wildlife and domestic
animal, which are substantially similar in
size, characteristics and behavior so as to
be indistinguishable from the wild animal
shall be regulated as wildlife at the higher
and more restricted class of the wild parent” (Florida Administrative Register &
Florida Administrative Code, 2010).
While better than the “75% rule,” the
new law is still open to interpretation because phenotyping is still the most commonly used method of applying this rule,
and most people—including many Fish
and Wildlife officers—are still not trained
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Graphic obtained from Coriell Institute for Medical Research, “DNA, Genes, &
SNPs” at http://www.coriell.org/personalized-medicine/dna-genes-and-snps.

(Continued on page 6)
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We would like to hear from our members!
What would you like to learn more about? Do you
have an animal with a specific medical condition
and want to learn more about it? Do you have a
doggy recipe you would like to share? Do you
have specific questions you would like us to
answer or investigate? We will try
to address your questions or concerns.
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Jessica Addams and Andrew Miller for their
informative and fantastic presentation at the 2013 FLA
Rendezvous: “Wolfdogs Decoded.”
Jerry Mills for his article” “It’s Not a Wolfdog
Problem.”
Jody Haynes for his contribution to the article “New
DNA Tests Reveal More than Ever.”
Parramores for hosting us once again at the
Rendezvous and for another successful event.
Gerard Hildebrandt for coming on board and
becoming one of the FLA directors.
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the purchase of new inventory.
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rendezvous for inclusion in the newsletter.
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From the Desk of the President
By Jody Haynes

It is with great sadness that I
write this column in the wake of Andrea’s passing on 12 April 2013. Andrea was a great friend to many of us
in FLA. She was an active member of
the FLA board and our treasurer for
several years. Also sad was the loss
of Andrea’s husband, Jack, just two
weeks prior. Jack was also a member
of FLA, and his barbecue at last year’s
rendezvous was legendary.
Not only was Andrea’s passing a
great personal loss to those of us who
knew her, but FLA also took a hit because of our inability to obtain any of
the electronic records that Andrea
kept during the performance of her
duties as treasurer. There were also
several bank statements that were
not returned to us, which we had to
request directly from the bank.
We also had to change FLA’s
mailing address from the PO box in
Crescent City, where Andrea lived, to
a temporary address. This required
changing the address on the website,
membership applications for the rendezvous, and the State Division of
Corporations annual report. In July,
the board voted to open a new PO
box in Port Charlotte, which then necessitated changing the address
again on the website and will require
a change on the membership application prior to having any more printed. The current address for FLA is the
following:

Florida Lupine Association, Inc.
2200 Kings Highway 3-L
Suite 192
Port Charlotte, FL 33980
We then had to decide who was
going to take over the treasurer position. During a board meeting in April,
the board voted to appoint Kim as
the temporary Treasurer and Jody as
the temporary Recording Secretary
until the officer election in July.
On a lighter note, we were able to

obtain the box of FLA t-shirts from
Andrea’s estate literally the day before the rendezvous, so we actually
had some inventory to sell at the rendezvous.
Speaking of the rendezvous, this
year it was held once again at Parramore’s Fish Camp & Resort in Astor, FL, over the weekend of 3-5 May
2013. Our speakers this year were
Jessica Addams and Andrew Miller,
authors of the book entitled Between
Dog and Wolf: Understanding the Connection and the Confusion (from Dogwise Publishing). Their presentation—which was one of the best that
we have ever had at any rendezvous,
by the way—was called “Wolfdogs
Decoded,” and it is now available on
the Wolfdog Publications page of the
FLA website.
The changes that were implemented at this year’s rendezvous
were both successful and wellreceived. The most important change
was holding pre-registration and the
business meeting on Friday evening
instead of Saturday morning. This
allowed things to run more smoothly
on Saturday without having to rush
through the day.
Director nominations took place
during the member meeting on Friday, and at that meeting Kim, Pam,
and I were re-elected to the board,
and Gerard’s appointment to the
board was officially ratified by members in attendance. Kim’s and Jody’s
officer appointments were also ratified by the members.
Another change we made at this
year’s rendezvous was holding our
traditional Sunday morning breakfast
in the outdoor seating area at Buck ‘n’
Kat’s restaurant. This year breakfast
was well-attended, and a good time
was had by all.
At our first board meeting of the
new fiscal year in July, officers were
elected: Jody was re-elected President; Gerard was elected Vice Presi-

dent; Kim was elected Treasurer;
Jody was elected Recording Secretary; and Holly was elected Corresponding Secretary.
This summer, FLA was also able
to secure a loan to rebuild our inventory of sale items in an effort to begin
refilling our coffers. We ordered numerous FLA t-shirts in a variety of
exciting colors, as well as FLA baseball caps, tank tops (for ladies) and
totes. Please consider buying some of
the new items that we have for sale,
either for yourself or as gifts. See pages 18 and 19 of this issue for a complete list and descriptions (and colors) of the many items FLA is offering
for sale.
With hurricane season upon us,
this is a good time to remind folks
that FLA has a “Disaster Relief Fund”
and to try soliciting donations to
build up the fund once more. This
fund helps victims of any natural disaster. To date, FLA has assisted those
who have needed help after fires,
hurricanes, floods, ice storms, etc.
While the fund is specifically set up
for wolfdog owners, it also helps shelters and sanctuary owners who desperately need outside funding after a
disaster. Please visit our website to
learn more about the fund.
As always, it is important for everyone to remember that any organization is only as strong as its members. So if anyone is interested in
joining one of our new committees or
if you have any ideas for improving
the organization, please contact me at
president@floridalupine.org.
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From the Desk of the Treasurer
By Kim Miles

FLA has undergone numerous changes over the
last six months. First, we are sad to report that we
have lost our Treasurer. Andrea Bannon was the FLA
Treasurer for almost ten years. In February 2013, her
husband became ill and was hospitalized. After a
valiant fight, he passed away a few weeks later. Almost
two weeks after his death, Andrea was hospitalized
and she then followed Jack.
Andrea worked tirelessly for FLA, dedicating her
time and efforts to seeing that the business end of
things were updated and current. Not only was she an
integral part of the FLA Board of Directors, but she
was also a friend to both those serving on the board
and many of the members. She will be sorely missed.
In her role as Treasurer, Andrea was in charge of
all of the FLA materials, including our inventory and all
of our business information. Upon her passing, Jody
Haynes, the FLA President, and I made a couple of trips
to her home in Crescent City to deal with her attorneys
and children in an effort to recover all of the FLA
belongings. We have been successful in recovering
some of our items (all of the inventory), but we have
been unable to recover all of our business items, in
particular computer-related documents. As a result,
we have spent the past few months working with the
state, the banks, the IRS, etc., to duplicate and/or
recover those materials essential to the organization.
However, we are still missing the 2012-13 fiscal year’s
specific expenditures and earnings (though we do
have the general information in bank statements); the
specifics were on Andrea’s computer.
Because FLA’s mailing address was a PO box that
Andrea had set up, one of the immediate changes FLA
made upon her passing was with our mailing address.
We temporarily shifted it to Miami out of necessity,
but we have since established a permanent mailing
address on the west coast of Florida:
Florida Lupine Association, Inc.
2200 Kings Highway 3-L
Suite 192
Port Charlotte, FL 33980

Yager Torres is the new Corresponding Secretary and
remains the Membership Coordinator; and I am now
the Treasurer. Three individuals are board members
but hold no officer positions: Jerry Mills, Pam
Thompson, and Steve Torres.
I had planned to resign from the Board of
Directors this last annual meeting, but Andrea’s
passing left all of us reeling, and I could not step down
in good conscience. However, I must step away from
my duties as an FLA Director soon because the
demands of my job are taking a toll on my abilities to
provide what FLA needs. To that effect, I am appealing
to the membership to consider running for office at
the next FLA Rendezvous. We need people who are
dedicated and wish to lead FLA into the future. Board
members must have computers as our meetings are
held online—and they must have access to Facebook
since that is where we host our online meetings.
Please consider helping out an organization whose
sole desire is to help wolfdogs and their owners.
Because of the turmoil that FLA has undergone the
last few months, the newsletter is coming out late. We
have decided that the best solution is to combine the
Spring and Summer newsletters into one larger
newsletter. As a result, this newsletter is the largest
we have ever published.
The following is the Treasurer’s Report for the
annual meeting—FLA Rendezvous 2013:
RENDEZVOUS INCOME:
Auction
$643.50
Photos
$60.00
T-shirts
$215.00
Wristbands
$20.00
Books
$20.00
Membership
$360.00
Donations
$99.00
TOTAL
$1417.50
RENDEZVOUS EXPENSES:
Presenters’ Meals
$55.67
Saturday Lunch
$92.95
Tip (restaurant)
$20.00
Awards
$121.65
Deer Haven
$256.00 (Presenters’ cabin)
Printing $428.00
TOTAL
$974.27

Any future mail correspondence should be sent to the
above address.
Another change within the organization was the
election of a new Board of Directors during the annual
meeting (the FLA Rendezvous) and the officer
appointments. Jody Haynes remains the President, but
Gerard Hildebrandt is now the Vice President; Holly NET EARNINGS ~ FLA RENDEZVOUS 2013: $443.23
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From the Desk of the Membership Coordinator & Secretary
By Holly Yager Torres
First, I would like to thank all who attended and
made this Rendezvous a success. Though it rained, we
still had fun and managed to stay dry. This year, we
switched up some things, making the Rendezvous flow
more smoothly. We began early registration Friday night,
which took care of the bottleneck crowd that always
seems to accumulate around the registration table on
Saturday morning.
As the other directors have already mentioned,
Andrea passed away in April of this year. She has been an
invaluable member for many, many years and was
missed at this year’s Rendezvous.
After the annual meeting, we held elections of the
officers. I was recently elected as both the Membership

Coordinator and Corresponding Secretary. As such, any
emails sent to FLA will probably be sent to me at the
info@floridalupine.org email address.
Gerard and I are doing educational events in the state
of Florida. In October, we have three events coming up
and will be taking the animals and the FLA inventory to
them to drum up interest in the organization: Cub Scout
Extravaganza in Punta Gorda, 100th Anniversary of
Babcock Ranch in Punta Gorda, and Cats & Dogs in Port
Charlotte.
We now have numerous items in our inventory to sell
and raise money for the organization. Please see pages 18
and 19 in this newsletter for more information about the
various kinds of inventory we are offering for sale.

From the Desk of the Vice President
By Gerard Hildebrandt
First let me introduce myself to those of you who may
not know me; my name is Gerard Hildebrandt, I live in
central Florida, not far from Vicki actually. I am sure
most, if not all of you know who she is. I am fairly new,
admittedly, to owning wolfdogs. I was told Rasta, our 2 ½
year old Husky/Malamute mix, was low content when we
got her—which, at this point, truly holds no bearing, as
we love her, as she is our pet and a member of our family;
in my opinion that is what matters most.
Then we got Valor, from Vicki, and for those of you
who met him, you already know he was amazing and he
was my little boy. He went everywhere, did everything,
all with an amazing personality and demeanor. I still see
his smile. There was an unfortunate accident in April
while I was at work, caused by a roommate’s carelessness, and Valor passed away. The roommate quickly
moved out as well. Heartbroken, I was unsure about getting another puppy, but Vicki and Allison, my wife, had
other plans. So we now have Starke, who is actually Valor’s nephew, which actually makes me feel like we still
have a little bit of Valor still around—which I happen to
like a lot.
I have been pretty active this past year with FLA,
helping with fundraising, setting up our Causes page, and
basically talking to anyone I can, anytime I am out with
the dogs. Valor & I went to Woofstock and Friday Fests
and basically all sorts of public events that allowed pets.
My plan is to continue these activities with Starke, as long
as he agrees to it. I mention this to segue into my simple
thought about our organization.
Members will cause FLA to grow and prosper. Each of
us is, in our own way, an ambassador for FLA. I would
love to see each of us drive up membership over this next

year, not by going out and trying to recruit people, but
just by sharing our love for our animals and sharing the
experiences we have had with FLA. I know I am not the
only person who can’t make it down block without getting
stopped five times when walking downtown with our four
-legged kids; and I know the girls at the vets office are
completely gaga over Starke. Getting new members is as
easy as telling someone about FLA and how they can get
involved. One of my ideas for the upcoming quarter is to
get business cards for each member, which has the FLA
contact information and website on the card. That way all
you have to do is give someone a card and tell them that if
they are interested, here is all the information they need
to get involved and become a member.
I know how much I look forward to the Rendezvous
every year—as I am sure everyone does. It is one of the
best weekends I have every year, hands down. Why
wouldn’t you want to invite your friends? Invite them to a
great weekend out on the St. Johns River. What better
way for a family to spend the weekend together. So start
inviting and telling your friends now!
All that we do and accomplish is funded exclusively
from membership dues and donations, so this is my personal pledge: I have already gone onto our causes page,
and signed up to make a monthly donation of just $10. It
can be set up to automatically withdraw every month. I
know I, personally, would have spent that $10 a month on
things that are far less important, and I don’t even notice
it is gone. But if even a few of you join me in this pledge, it
will have a huge impact on FLA. Combine this along with a
focus on new members, and we are going to have a very
successful and productive year! I am very happy to be a
part of FLA and honored to be its new Vice President.
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aimed to determine the evolutionary history of enigmatic
to properly phenotype and are, sadly, unable to accurate- wolf-like canids such as the Great Lakes wolf and red
ly distinguish between a mid- or high-content wolfdog wolf. The team analyzed genome-wide variation in more
than 48,000 single nucleotide polymorphisms (SNPs) in
and a pure wolf.
In addition to being unable to determine percentage nuclear DNA that were originally developed for the doof wolf content, the first DNA tests also could not identify mestic dog during the dog genome project (vonHoldt et
the filial number of a wolfdog. The filial number, or F al., 2011).
One of the outcomes of the study highlighted “the
number, in wolfdogs indicates the number of generations
an animal is removed from pure wolf. F number is im- importance of using genome-wide surveys to better deportant in wolfdogs because the higher the number is, the fine and evaluate genetic units for conservamore dog-like characteristics the animal will tend to ex- tion” (vonHoldt et al., 2011). Of interest to this article is
hibit and the more tractable the animal will be. The lower the statistical method the researchers used to analyze the
genetic data which allowed them to assess the percentage
the F number, the more wolf-like it will look and act.
While F number is not applicable to the legalities of of “dog” and “wolf” (as well as other wolf-like canids)
owning wolfdogs in Florida, it is applicable in some DNA in a given animal.
Another study published this year in the journal
states, and it is extremely important with regard to the
Mammalian Genome, also conducted
international exportation of animals
by the canid research group at
with recent wolf ancestry. For examUCLA, used data from another reple, “CITES import and export permits
“Small panels of dog-wolf
cent study that applied the same
are required to import any F1-F4 hyancestry-informative
48,000 SNP markers mentioned
brids into any country in the European
SNPs
…
can
provide
above to survey 155 gray wolves and
Union (EU), but for F5 and higher genresolution for legal and
912 purebred dogs from 85 breeds.
erations, a CITES permit is not needed
conservation questions as
This study aimed to develop “a rap(HybidLaw.com, 2011)” (Haynes,
to recent individual dogid low-cost diagnostic assay to re2011). CITES is an acronym that stands
wolf ancestry and
solve recent dog-wolf hybridization
for the Convention on International
hybridization history.”
events…. [that] would support both
Trade of Endangered Species, and
conservation and law enforcement
wolves are still considered endangered
needs, especially in the case where
by most countries that are CITES sigthere is no prior information on the
natories.
ancestry
of
the
individual
animal” (vonHoldt et al., 2013).
The international trade of wolfdogs tends to focus
The team “demonstrated that small panels
more on F number than on wolf content or percentage,
and until there is a reliable way to test for F number, offi- [representing subsets of 24 and 100 SNP markers] of dogcials must rely on the accuracy and trustworthiness of the wolf ancestry-informative SNPs … are suitably diagnostic
and can provide resolution for legal and conservation
pedigrees provided by the breeders selling the pups.
Thus far, some breeders and owners of wolfdogs have questions as to recent individual dog-wolf ancestry and
been able to circumvent wolfdog legislation that focuses hybridization history” (vonHoldt et al., 2013). Of specific
on either the percentage of wolf in the animal or the F interest to this article is the relatively fast and inexpensive
number. After all, it would be a “he said, she said” argu- test they refer to as “Detection of Recent Hybridizament if owners or breeders chose to fight the authorities, tion” (DRH), which is “a panel of 100 unlinked ancestryasserting that their animals were outside the legislative informative SNP markers that can detect mixed ancestry
boundaries. Wolfdog owners or breeders could simply within up to four generations of dog-wolf hybridizaclaim whatever percentage or F number they wished, and tion” (= F4) in a matter of eight hours (vonHoldt et al.,
the burden of proof would fall on the shoulders of law 2013).
We have been involved in the wolfdog community
enforcement.
Historically, such burden of proof was almost for 20 years now, beginning our journey when we were
impossible to obtain—unless, of course, an animal geno- both in graduate school. During this time, we have betyped as a pure wolf in one of the older DNA tests. Wolf- come involved in most aspects of wolfdogs, but the asdogs were, therefore, somewhat protected in this way. pect dearest to our hearts involves education: educating
However, recent scientific studies may now challenge the ourselves, educating the public, learning about domestilong-held belief that wolfdog owners and breeders can cation, researching the genetics of canids, etc.
In the mid-1990s, we learned that genetic research
claim whatever they wish—and get away with it.
A study published in 2011 in the journal Genome Re- had progressed to the point that dogs had been reclassisearch by a well-respected canid research group at UCLA fied as a “subspecies” of gray wolf by the American Soci(Continued from page 1)
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ety of Mammologists (Wilson & Reeder, 1993; 2005).
Speaking to mammologists, taxonomists, and other scientists, we further learned that dogs should more appropriately be deemed a “domestic variant” of the wolf: “The
use of subspecies names to describe geographic variants
does not fit well as a description of domesticated forms.
‘Variant’ probably is a good term to use” (Pollak, 2000).
In the 1990s, genetic research on canines was growing
by leaps and bounds. The dog genome was being
mapped. Canine diseases were being isolated at the molecular level. Scientists were distinguishing not just dog
breeds but also the dog from the wolf. We had many discussions with various individuals about what this might
mean for wolfdogs. In fact, at the end of the `90s, we began to think that one day, scientists would be able to isolate definitive markers from wolves, thereby distinguishing them from dogs.
In the early 2000s, scientists in Scandinavia applied
these testing methods in an effort to purify the wolf populations there (e.g., Vila et al., 2003). They euthanized animals that possessed dog genes in a conservation effort to
maintain pure wolf populations. In addition, law enforcement entities here in the Unites States began using genetic
tests to identify suspected wolfdogs in illegal areas. This
prompted many discussions about the advancement of
genotyping and how it would affect wolfdog ownership.
With the completion of the dog genome project in
2005 (National Institutes of Health, 2005) and the US Fish
& Wildlife Service (USFWS) and university (UC Davis,
UCLA, etc.) labs identifying crucial markers for various
dog breeds and wolf populations, those of us tracking the
advancements in canid molecular genetics began to accept
that science could genetically differentiate between a
wolf, a dog, and a wolfdog. We questioned if science
would ever be able to determine the percentage of wolf
and dog within a wolfdog, discounting it initially and
then slowly growing to accept that genetic studies may
very well advance to the level where percentages could be
broken down.
Less than a decade later, our concerns are now reality.
Not only has science advanced to the point where geneticists are determining the individual make-up of a canine
(what is included in a given mix AND the percentage
breakdown), but they are also identifying ancestry and its
contribution. In other words, through genetic testing, we
can now identify which ‘types’ (wolf vs. dog, and which
dog breed[s]) are in the mix, what percentage of each
‘type’ is present, and when that ‘type’ entered into the
parental line historically (if it has been within the last four
generations). Though such research is still in its infancy, it
shows the direction that it is heading.
With all of the advancements in molecular genetics
over the last twenty years, think of how much more scientists will discover in the coming decade. With regard to
canid genetics, we may soon be able to identify which
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animals are prone to which diseases with even greater
certainty—and possibly even circumvent that. With regard to wolfdog ownership, we are soon to discover that
the days of claiming one thing (a low or mid-content wolfdog, an F5, a 62%, etc.) and having another (a high content, an F1, a dog, etc.) will be over. Enforcement agencies
will no longer have to rely on the word of an owner or
breeder—or a pedigree. They will be able to determine
exactly what a given animal is quickly and inexpensively
with a DNA test—in a lab.
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Alaskan Malamutes and Siberian Huskies Are
Different in Many Ways
By Alaskan Malamute Rehoming Aid Aust (AMRAA), Inc.
May 9, 2013
Alaskan Malamutes and Siberian Huskies may
look similar in appearance to the average person
and are frequently erroneously assumed to be
similar in temperament and general breed traits but
except for the external similarities, often poor recall
and high prey drives, the need for daily exercise or
to 'work' them with sledding, weight-pull, hiking,
etc., to stimulate their minds and bodies to prevent
boredom and destructiveness, as well as both
having extremely independent natures and known
for their stubbornness, that's where the similarities
between the two breeds usually end.
Malamutes are known to be far more human
focused and friendly. They consider their humans as
their 'pack' and need to be with them in preference
to other dogs. The Husky is also pack orientated
but more aloof with humans and much, much more
dog social, generally preferring to mix with other
dogs rather than shadow their humans around the
house or yard all the time.

Malamutes, on the other hand can often not be
social with other dogs or if they are, sometimes it
may only be with their own kind...the arctic breeds
or then there are those Mals who will only get on
with other Malamutes. They generally do not get
along with their own sex and it is especially wellknow with the females. Yes, there is no doubt there
is often the exception but it is usually not the 'norm'
in the breed and can be very difficult to maintain
over long periods of time. You usually have to be an
experienced and knowledgeable Malamute owner to
make it work, particularly if it comes to two females.
The personalities of two of the same sex have to
be compatible and has a huge bearing on making it
work as well. The same goes for Malamutes getting
along with the same sex in other breeds (i.e.,
Siberian Huskies or anything else) or even
sometimes a neutered male and intact female. Yes,
once again...it can work and often it does work...but
far more commonly it's a lot of work and many times
it is just not successful.
Malamutes are a competitive breed and often
may want to be the top dog. There could be too
much competition between two females or two
males in the same areas of interest. With a female
and male, there is usually not the same level of
competition. If the female is top dog in the kitchen
and where food is concerned, while the boy is top
dog in the yard - all can be right in their world.
However, if both are competing for the same
resources, there is a very high likelihood of conflict frequently and even with opposite sexes.
The one thing most people don't realise is that
males fight for dominance and it's, more often than
not, just a lot of spit and noise but the females will
often fight with far more seriousness. Once two
females have it in for each other, conflict may
escalate until the fight can get serious and one or
both will be hurt. Generally, once two female Mals
have fought, it can be a week, a month or a year but
it's pretty much a certainty that they will fight again
and it could be with greater seriousness. The
females hold grudges. It's also known that some
female Malamutes will fight with a neutered male.
Dominant intact bitches and neutered male
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Malamutes can prove to be a poor match as well.
Malamutes are known not to fight like other
breeds. They generally don't appreciate 'rude' dogs
coming up to them and may not start a fight but
once it starts, they can take it very seriously and will
rarely back down.
Malamutes are frequently abandoned due to the
lack of initial research on the part of the owner/s
and lack of understanding of common breed traits.
We have found that many current owners have or
had no idea that they are known to be same sex
reactive and blame the individual dog or they expect
them to eat next to the other dogs in the household
and dump them when food guarding becomes an
issue, instead of just feeding separately as
recommended. Food guarding/reactiveness with
other dogs (NOT humans) is a common
abandonment issue with Mals.
This issue often happens with people who have
had Huskies, who are usually a very easy going
breed or those who've had Shepherds known as an
obedient breed. They mistakenly assume Malamutes
should/would be very similar or they can train the
trait out of them but even with proper training it will
only help with managing it...maybe!! Owners of
Malamutes need to gain their dogs respect in a firm,
consistent manner and be adept at motivating them
to want to obey... (never with force) - otherwise
they will feel the need to try and take charge if they
think their owner isn't up to the task.
It is VERY important for the sake of the
dogs....that people are not only aware of the
wonderful, positive attributes and joy that living with
a Mally brings to our lives but the crucial need to be
aware of the less desirable "breed traits" FIRST and
research thoroughly BEFORE bringing them home
and possibly setting them up to fail, through NO
fault of their own.
We (AMRAA) always prefer to err on the side of
caution and choose not to put any of our rescue
Malamutes in a situation where they may fail simply
due to common breed traits and possible
inexperience on a potential foster carer or adoptee's
part on how to prevent any conflict from arising
between dogs in the first place.
Malamutes absolutely adore humans, even
strangers in the street are often greeted with a
request for a cuddle if they stop to ask about them.
Mals are incredibly affectionate and loving, usually
fabulous with children, have the most charming,
endearing and extroverted personalities you could
find. Mals are very, very entertaining with all their
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antics, sense of humour, 'woo woo's talking and
backchat' and the absolute BEST companions any
owner or family could ever wish for.
These wonderful qualities happen to make up
for all the less positive traits they possess which can
often go hand in hand with owning a Mal....which is
why we are needed to find them the right foster
carers and ultimately the best homes for them with
experienced people or at the very minimum, those
who have done the significant amount of reading
we provide, so they understand their ways and
requirements and lastly, have us as a source of
support and advice for the lifetime of the dog...as
well as promote the breed club's regular activities
events both the dogs and their owners enjoy, as
well as other social clubs.

**Article adapted with permission from and much
thanks to author Cindy O'Malley from the great
website
http://omalmalamutes.com/omal/
fighting.htm **

This article is copyright AMRAA © 2013 and
reprinted with permission. It is located at https://
www.facebook.com/notes/alaskan-malamuterehoming-aid-aust-inc/alaskan-malamutes-andsiberian-huskies-are-different-in-manyways/606744412670791.
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Educational Encounters
By Chester Moore, Jr.

Ashlyn Ellis will never forget
her encounter with “River”.
River is a gentle, affectionate
wolfdog owned by Jerry Mills of
Lone Wolf Kennels in Orange
County, TX.
Ellis is my frequent guest on my
youth-centered WebTV series “God’s
Outdoors with Chester Moore,” and
on our wolf episode, Mills
introduced her to River.
The 12-year-old had been
around lions, lemurs and several
other wild creatures but said
something about River touched her
deeply.
“She was just so gentle and
friendly. You wouldn’t think that
when you see her at first because
she’s so big and strong looking,” she
said.
The readers of this newsletter
certainly wouldn’t, but for the
public anything associated with
wolves is often viewed with
skepticism at best and sometimes
outright disdain.
Mills is doing his best to change
that one person at a time.
“Wolves and wolfdogs have been
an important part of my life for a

long time and they have given
so much to me. I want to give
back to their kind so I am
taking opportunities to
introduce
people
to
ambassador animals like
River,” Mills said.
“It always warms my
heart to see these animals
warm the hearts of others.”
The key for Mills is people
skills, and although he may at
first appear rough and
intense, inside is a gentle
heart with a passionate love
f or th ese an i mal s a nd a n
understanding of people.
“You have to be able to relate to
people and speak the truth to them
in such a way that it is not
preaching. Those of us who love
these animals and know a lot about
them have enough facts and
experiences to draw from that
pretty much anyone can walk away
from an encounter or even a
conversation over coffee with a
positive view or at least an honest
neutral one,” he said.
Besides advocating for
responsible ownership and care,
Mills believes it is important
to bring it back to the wild.
“The wolves in the wild
need our voices to be theirs,
so by using our animals and
chance to work with people—
especially youth—we have a
great opportunity to raise up
a generation of powerful
stewards,” Mills said.
Last December Mills and
I floated a trial balloon of
sorts by bringing three star
pupils from my God’s
Outdoors class for a special
visit to his facility. The
response from the kids was so
positive,
it
spawned
something new and exciting.
Beginning Spring 2013
my “God’s Outdoors with
Chester Moore” project will

collaborate with Mills (and his
animals) for Camp Howl. The
children who turn in all of their
lessons and make the best grades
on the curriculum going out to
churches and home school families
will get to spend a day learning
about wolves and wolfdogs with
Mills.
“It’s exciting to get to work with
kids. Chester has a real passion for
youth and it is contagious and using
these animals to excite them about
the outdoors is a great opportunity
that I am proud to help make
happen,” he said.
My career in the outdoors
started by writing an article about
red wolves in 1992. Since then,
canids have been an important part
of my creative pursuits as well as
research endeavors.
It is an honor to have this
opportunity to work with Mills and
his amazing animals.

(Chester Moore is an awardwinning outdoors communicator. He
has won more than 100 awards for
his writing, photography and
conservation efforts. He was named
a “Hero of Conservation” by Field &
Stream magazine, has written 13
books and is host of “God’s Outdoors
with Chester Moore” available for
viewing at www.Godsoutdoors.com.)
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Wolf Howling Is Affected by Social Relationships
Press Release: University of Veterinary Medicine, Vienna
August 23, 2013

howling, so they concluded that howling is not only
controlled by emotional stress. As Range says, "We
Wolves have their own way of communicating: they
howl. Scientists of the Messerli Research Institute at the suspect that wolves are able to control at least some of
University of Veterinary Medicine, Vienna (Vetmeduni their howling in a flexible manner."
Vienna) in collaboration with scientists of the
Universities of Zürich and Parma have investigated Wolves only howl when a pack member goes far
what drives this form of vocalization. When individual away
wolves are separated from the pack, the intensity of
howling of each remaining pack member is determined The researchers not only took wolves on long walks but
by the relationship between the separated wolf and the also examined the effects of a different kind of separation
howler, while emotional stress is less important. The by accommodating individual wolves in an adjacent
results are published today in the prestigious journal building. The remaining pack members were able to
observe where the missing member went, either staying
Current Biology.
close in the neighbouring building or going far away on a
The functions of animal vocalizations are being studied by walk. The animals reacted accordingly. Separation of an
behavioural scientists throughout the world. One of the animal only caused intense howling and release of stress
main issues relates to whether animals control their hormones if the wolf went far away. Temporary
vocalizations or whether the sounds are instead triggered accommodation in the adjacent building did not cause the
by emotional stress. Researchers at the Vetmeduni Vienna same intense reaction. "This suggests that it is more
have addressed this question by studying hand-reared stressful for wolves when they do not know where their
wolves at the Wolf Science Center at the Wild Park pack member has gone," says Range.
Ernstbrunn in Austria.

Wolves howl more when an alpha animal
disappears
If pack members leave the group, wolves call in an effort to
re-assemble the pack. The scientists have found that if a
high-ranking wolf or the partner of one leaves the pack, the
remaining wolves howl with greater intensity. As
Friederike Range, the corresponding author of the paper,
explains, "We studied two wolf packs by taking individual
wolves for a long walk on a leash
and looking at the calling
behaviour of the remaining pack
members." During the separation,
the researchers recorded the
howling of the remaining animals
on video and audio tape.

Emotional stress is not pivotal
for howling
To test the relationship between
howling intensity and emotional
stress, the researchers took saliva
samples 20 minutes after each
separation and measured the
amount of stress hormones in each
of the remaining animal. They
found that the hormone levels did
not correlate with the intensity of

The article “Wolf Howling Is Mediated by Relationship
Quality Rather than Underlying Emotional Stress,” by
Francesco Mazzini, Simon W. Townsend, Zsófia Virányi
und Friederike Range, was published today in the journal
Current Biology. For more information and to watch their
video, go to http://www.cell.com/current-biology/abstract/
S0960-9822%2813%2900823-3.
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Buyer Beware!
By Kim Miles
The wolfdog community has
undergone a drastic change in the last
few years. Back when I first got
involved with wolfdogs twenty years
ago, there were a number of legitimate
wolfdog registries that tracked lineage
information and helped both breeders
and owners learn more about the lines
that produced their animals. The days
of the registries have long-since
passed, with the last ones closing shop
around ten years ago and taking in no
more new registrations.
I can remember speaking to
countless people about the lineage of
my animals, finding common ground
with those who had relatives to mine.
We spoke at length about who begat
whom and what kind of animal an
ancestor was. We confirmed the
percentages of various animals. And
so on and so forth. Basically, having
pedigrees that covered eight, twelve,
and fifteen generations kept the
wolfdog world honest—breeders and
owners alike. But with the death of the
registries, we have now lost something
vital—information, honesty, etc.
Today, the wolfdog world is less
focused on the animals’ heritage—in
large part because such heritage is
either unavailable or breeders have
lied. Buyers today often receive little
to no information about the puppies
they are purchasing. They may get the
parents’ names or possibly the grandparents’ names. Other buyers may
erroneously be told the pup is out of
animals that failed to produce any
pups that year or that didn’t produce
enough pups to fill an order.
So buying a wolfdog today should
come with a warning: “Buyer Beware!”
It does not matter if the pup is being
sold for $200 or $2,000 or $4,000.
There is often no guarantee that you
are getting what you were told and
sold.
To that end, we have seen
phenotyping of animals increase in
the wolfdog world—out of necessity.
You bought a white animal? It looks
like an Arctic? And it was sold to you
as being the offspring of two blacks?
Buyer Beware! You paid thousands of
dollars for an animal that looks like a
wolf but was sold as an F7? Buyer
Beware! You paid $1,000 for a 96%
wolfdog and it is only 60 pounds and
26” at the shoulder? Buyer Beware!

We no longer have registries that
can help diminish the rip-offs of
wolfdog buyers. So buyers need to get
educated. Here are a few things
buyers should know prior to getting
an animal:
1)

2)

3)

4)

5)

Reputation:
What
is
the
reputation of a given breeder?
What are both the positive and the
negative aspects of that breeder?
The more positive information,
the better. But also try to find out
what the negatives are. Are
negatives presented objectively?
Or are they based on personal
objections? If personal objections,
those can often be discounted. If
the objections are not on a
personal
level
and/or
are
recounted by many others, buyer
beware!
Pedigree: Does the breeder
provide pedigrees on his or her
animals? Ask those who have
bought pups from that breeder.
Often breeders will not hand out
pedigree information to just
anyone (with good reason), but
buyers
should
have
that
information. If they don’t, buyer
beware!
Animals: How old are the animals
the breeder has? Are they old
enough to breed? Have they bred
before? If so, how many pups on
average are in the litter? Are the
animals too old to breed? At what
time of year do the animals breed?
If the animals are too young or old
to breed or if the breeder normally
has four pups per litter and sells
eight, buyer beware!
Husbandry: Does the breeder
provide the proper husbandry
(care) for the animals? Can you go
to visit (and possibly interact
with) the animals? Are the
animals healthy and happy? Are
the pens large enough? Do they
contain sufficient enrichment? If
the breeder will not let you see the
parents or go to his or her place,
buyer beware!
Physical Attributes: Are you
looking for a high content or midcontent? Do you know how to
identify wolfdogs according to
their contents? High contents

should look mostly like a wolf
with
a
stature
that
is
approximately 28” or 29” or more
at the shoulder (with males being
a bit taller than females). Midcontents should look like a good
mix of both wolf and dog. If the
breeder has animals that do not
fit the criteria above (and are
promoted as being mid- or highcontent), buyer beware!
6) Birthdates: Is the breeder selling
high contents? If so, then the
birthing season should be MarchMay, with some lower high
contents or higher F numbers
producing a little earlier (the end
of February and early March). Is
the breeder selling mid-contents?
If so, then the breeding season
typically follows that of a high
content (above) or the animals
come into season in the fall,
producing pups in the winter
(December through February). In
addition, mid- and high-content
wolfdogs typically have only one
estrus per year. If the breeder you
are interested in has high
contents that breed in August,
buyer beware!
Buyers must educate themselves
about wolfdogs, good breeders,
proper containment, etc. There are no
longer any protections of even the
most rudimentary sort in place—
protections that the registries of old
somewhat provided. Instead, it is a
‘dog eat dog’ world, with many people
finding out what they truly have only
after shelling out the money.
Learn;
become
your
own
advocate. Assess wolfdogs’ physical
traits (go to www.floridalupine.org/
publications/PDF/
FWC_Pheno_Pamphlet_2011. pdf to
learn more about phenotyping).
Speak to other buyers, asking about
the breeder and his or her animals.
Go to the breeder’s facility and see the
animals for yourself. Do your
homework so that you protect
yourself and buy a good, quality
puppy, thereby supporting a breeder
who is worthy of your support. Would
you buy a home or car without doing
research? No. Then don't do the same
when buying a living, breathing
being.
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The Hair of the Dog
Press Release: University of Veterinary Medicine, Vienna
July 19, 2013
A surprisingly large number of dogs suffer
from hyperadrenocorticism. The symptoms are
caused by excessive amounts of hormones –
glucocorticoids – in the body. Unfortunately,
though, diagnosis of the disease is complicated
by the fact that glucocorticoid levels naturally
fluctuate and most methods for measuring the
concentration of the hormones in the blood
provide only a snapshot of the current situation.
Recent research at the Institute of Medical
Biochemistry at the University of Veterinary
Medicine, Vienna has shown that glucocorticoids
accumulate in the animals’ hair and that analysis
of a dog’s hair can provide quick and reliable
preliminary diagnosis. The results are published
in the current issue of the journal Veterinary
Dermatology.
Just over a century ago, Harvey Cushing published an
account of a young woman who showed unusual symptoms
because her glands were making excessive amounts of
something. Subsequent research has shown that the thing in
question is a set of hormones known as glucocorticoids that
are produced by the adrenal glands, so “Cushing’s disease”
is now more commonly known as hyperadrenocorticism, at
least by those who can pronounce it. The condition is
particularly common in dogs, particularly as the animals
grow older. Most cases result from a tumour in the pituitary
gland but some relate to tumours in one of the adrenal
glands themselves.

Natural Aging or Serious Disease?
One of the main problems with the diagnosis of
hyperadrenocorticism is that the symptoms appear only
gradually, so owners and vets are initially likely to
overlook them or to attribute them to other causes, such as
general old age. Cushing’s disease is associated with
excessive drinking (and urination) and overeating, leading
to a pot-bellied appearance, as well as with loss of hair. All
of these symptoms can stem from a wide variety of causes
so even when a vet suspects that an animal might have
Cushing’s disease it is difficult to be certain. Unfortunately,
the methods commonly used to test for the condition are
complicated and costly – and generally only give
information about the hormone concentrations at the time a
sample is taken, when the animal might have unusually
high levels because of the stress associated with the
examination.

Sample hair follicle from a dog.

Analysis of Dog Hair Reveals Hormonal Imbalance
Claudia Ouschan and colleagues at the University of
Veterinary Medicine, Vienna decided to look for a way to
monitor the long-term levels of glucocorticoids. As the
hormones are known to be present in hair, at least in
humans, Ouschan reasoned that measuring glucocorticoid
concentrations in the hair of dogs might represent a way of
diagnosing Cushing’s disease without causing the animals
unnecessary distress. She compared the levels of cortisol,
corticosterone and cortisone in the hair of twelve dogs with
hyperadrenocorticism and ten healthy dogs. The results
were striking: all three hormones were found at far higher
levels in the hair of dogs with Cushing’s than in the control
group, with the increase in cortisol pronounced.
The importance of the finding is clear. As Ouschan
says, “we have shown that the level of cortisol in dogs’
hair is much higher when the animals have
hyperadrenocorticism. Measuring cortisol in hair is so
much easier and less painful to the animal than other tests
for the disease and we think it has real promise for use as a
rapid and non-invasive method to diagnose
hyperadrenocorticism.”
The paper “Measurement of Cortisol in Dog Hair: A
Noninvasive Tool for the Diagnosis of Hypercortisolism”
by Claudia Ouschan, Alexandra Kuchar and Erich Möstl is
published in the journal Veterinary Dermatology, available
at the National Center for Biotechnology Information:
http://www.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/pubmed/23738502.
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Healthcare & Insurance for Your Pets
Press Release: PRLog Press

Dec. 15, 2012
There is no doubt that our pets are simply a
part of our family and providing healthcare and
insurance for them is just as important as any other member of our family. However, the cost to provide the health care from the local veterinarian can
be a bit pricey, especially if your pet has some ongoing health issues that require frequent visits.
Pet insurance is not as widely known as you
would imagine. People just don’t always think to
check and see what is available. But when you stop
and think that you can get your legs, voice, and
even your teeth insured, why not pet insurance?
Choosing to insure your pet is really a cost efficient means of controlling the money that is often
forked over on a regular basis at the vet, so checking on the cost of healthcare insurance for your
dog, cat, or other animals is a smart thing to do.
Every pet owner should think about health insurance for their pets. Our pets get sick just like
we do, and having the coverage available to get the
right treatment is vital to a healthy pet.

Accidents happen to our pets and we are not
always financially prepared for those inopportune
times. That’s where pet healthcare insurance can
come to the rescue. Having the peace of mind just
knowing you have adequate healthcare coverage
for your pets when they need it adds more to the
enjoyment of having them.
Americans spend billions of dollars a year on
their pets and adding health insurance coverage to
your family pet is really quite a smart investment.
Dogs will be dogs and they aren't always as agile as they may think; accidents do happen. Cats
can contract diseases like diabetes and other ailments that require years of medication, so do yourself and your pets a favor and consider healthcare
for your animals. It will save you more money in
the long run.
Information obtained from http://www.prlog.org/
12043804-pet-health-healthcare-and-insurance-foryour-pets.html

Top 10 Best Pet Health Insurance Companies
Consumer’s Advocate has ranked the following pet health insurance companies as the top ten for 2013:
1) Healthy Paws Pet Insurance & Foundation — comprehensive coverage; unlimited lifetime benefits; A+
rated insurance underwriter — www.healthypawspetinsurance.com
2) Pet Plan: Pet Insurance — global business since 1976; score of A+ BBB; comprehensive coverage —
www.gopetplan.com
3) Embrace Pet Insurance — great coverage; age limits; drug costs are high —
www.embracepetinsurance.com
4) Trupanion — good coverage; 90% of vet bills covered; some limitations — trupanion.com
5) Pet’s Best Insurance — A+ BBB score; limitation; won’t cover some congenital issues or ACL tears in the
first year — www.petsbest.com
6) Pet First — smaller company; fewer total customers; BBB score is A+ — www.petfirst.com
7) ASPCA Pet Health Ins. — large, national company; $3,500 maximum pay out per condition is too low —
www.aspcapetinsurance.com
8) VPI Pet Insurance — very large national company; scheduled reimbursement plan (no payout all at once)
— www.petinsurance.com
9) Pet Partners — restrictive coverage; won’t cover many issues (diabetes, congenital health problems, etc.)
— www.petpartners.com
10) 24 Pet Watch — smallest payouts; $3,000 max payout per condition; BBB score is A+ —
www.24petwatch.com/US/
Information obtained from http://www.consumersadvocate.org/pet-insurance/.
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Dyne Immune's Portable, Low-Cost Rabies Screen
Delivers Life-Saving Information to Veterinarians,
Animal Workers in Minutes
Press Release: Market Wire
February 03, 2009

FLORENCE,
KY—Dyne
Immune, LLC announced today their
new, portable Rabies RAPID™
(Rapid
Antibody
Portable
Immunodetection) Screen, which
can detect the presence of rabies in
an animal saliva sample within 30
minutes, providing vital information
much sooner than traditional testing
methods.
The
screen
allows
veterinarians, animal control officers
and other professionals to check for
rabies in animals that are still alive,
eliminating the long wait (10 to 14
days) and hefty price tag associated
with typical post-mortem rabies
testing.
“This test can reduce the
number of animals destroyed and
save doctors and animal control
organizations
from
the
costs
associated with traditional testing,”
said Dyne Immune CEO, Dr. V.
James DeFranco, MD. “Most
importantly, though, it enables them
to screen for rabies and get an
answer quickly -- and that's
essential when it comes to
preventing the infection from
spreading.”
Rabies RAPID™ Screen detects
the virus' antigen in saliva and
indicates a positive result in the low
microgram-per-milliliter range. A
simple results window in the
screening kit indicates within
minutes whether an animal is
infected with rabies. The test is
packaged in a small, lightweight kit
that can be used both in the field
and in the lab as a primary
screening tool.

The technology was put to the
test last month when a local New
York Humane Society tried out the
kit on a newly admitted stray kitten.
Rabies RAPID™ Screen indicated
the kitten may have been positive for
rabies antigen and was immediately
quarantined. In the meantime, the
entire Animal Control staff was
alerted to protect themselves and
other
animals
from
possible
exposure.
Veterinarians, animal control
workers, and wildlife professionals
play a key role in protecting people
and their pets from rabid animals.
Their work places them at an
increased risk for rabies exposure.
Pre- and post-exposure rabies
vaccines are available, but rabies'
relatively long incubation period
means that animals and people may
unknowingly come into contact with
an infected animal. Confirming the
presence or absence of the virus
quickly could speed the time taken
to
receive
post-exposure
vaccination. It could also help animal
care workers limit their exposure,
and help protect uninfected animals
by determining which animals pose
a danger.
There is no cure for rabies.
Without post-exposure vaccination,
the disease is almost always fatal in
both animals and humans.
In 2008, the Journal of the
American
Veterinary
Medical
Association reported that cases of
rabies in the United States had
increased by 4.6% the previous
year.
Approximately
40,000
Americans are treated for potential
exposure each year, usually from

bats, raccoons, squirrels and
occasionally,
cats
and
dogs.
According to the World Health
Organization
rabies
kills
approximately 55,000 people every
year around the world.
About Dyne Immune LLC
Dyne Immune is dedicated to
the development of technology for
the detection and prevention of
infectious disease. The company
specializes in making the latest in
antibody/antigen
technology
available in affordable, portable and
practical tool kits that can make a
timely difference in the lives of
animal welfare workers, human
health care professionals and those
they serve. To learn more, visit
www.dyneimmune.com.
Editor’s Note:
I cannot verify the validity of the
information in this article, so I caution
readers to research this. From the little
research I was able to uncover, there
have been no trials for this method of
testing, nor has the FDA signed off on it.
I’m bringing it to your attention because
it would be a good thing for our choice
of canine; however, it also might prove
to be no more than a pipe dream if it has
not been tested and approved. One
word of caution, though, is that an
animal recently infected with rabies will
exhibit no signs of the disease within the
brain or the saliva. The virus has to
have time to circulate before it will
produce a positive result.
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It’s Not a Wolfdog Problem
By Jerry Mills

It never has been and never will be a “wolfdog
problem.” One might ask oneself, then what is the
problem? Why are all of these animals in rescue? Why do
so many die? Why are there so many laws against
ownership? And then the biggest question of all, do these
animals have a future in this world?
Many are familiar with all the trials and tribulations
surrounding wolfdogs and the dark storm clouds that
constantly loom in the distance. The myths and folklore
that accompany the wolf represent a constant battlefront
we all face. The very mention of the animal brings, at best,
doubt and speculation from the vast majority of the
general public. We, as wolfdog owners and wolf advocates,
have the deck stacked against us from the very start. The
dissension, the constant fighting, the disagreements we
have, etc., all bring about another storm front—one
brought on by ourselves.
I think back to my beginnings as a novice, first-time
owner. This was before computers and cell phones.
Information was not unlike finding water in the desert. I,
as many others back then, simply studied the animals we
had and did the very best I could. I found my oasis by
chance. It was a wolfdog organization called the United
States American Wolfdog Association (USAWA). I drank
deeply from their pool of knowledge. I saw a group of
experienced owners and advocates. I was then led to other
groups and registries such as Iowolfers, National Wolf
Hybrid Association (NWHA), Lupine AWAREness, and the
Florida Lupine Association (FLA). These groups had a
common interest and a general consensus as to what
wolfdogs should be, their care and upkeep, as well as
breeder and owner ethics.
I have seen so many changes in today's wolfdog
world. Lineages, the importance of a filial generation, the
necessity of proper containment, proof of correct
representation, and a myriad of other things are simply
disappearing as if slowly sailing away into the horizon. The
things we as old timers held fast to and all knew as truths
are things we gained from experience and a collective
knowledge. This experience and knowledge is being
decimated as a matter of convenience in an impatient and
self-serving society.
Let me interject a few terms and definitions here:





PASSION: A term applied to a lively or eager interest
for a cause, activity, or love.
DEDICATION: Selfless devotion, complete and
wholehearted.
RESPONSIBILITY: The quality or state of being as in
moral, legal, or mental accountability.
FASCINATION: The state of intense interest with a
feeling of pleasure and enjoyment.



EDUCATION: A form of learning in which the
knowledge, skills, and habits of a group of people are
transferred from one generation to the next through
teaching, training, and/or research.

It seems that these beliefs, these ideals, these terms and
what they mean are stowed on that ship I see on the fardistant horizon—a ship that is slowly shrinking out of sight.
So what has changed? It's certainly not wolves and
dogs. When buying, breeding, rescuing, owning or
assisting others with problems or questions, one should be
driven by passion, dedication, responsibility, education,
and fascination, always keeping the animal's best interest
at heart.
Wolfdogs have become a big cash cow. So many
are seeing dollar signs and status symbols as the sole
reason to breed or own a wolfdog. I can only hope and
pray that people will wake up and find their hearts. If we
don't get back to our roots and the only real reasons to
have these special animals, that being for the simple true
love of that animal with no strings attached, that ship will
disappear into a dark, cold ocean and our wolfdogs will go
to a cold, watery grave.

Maintain your wolfdogs with PASSION.
Serve them with DEDICATION.
Keep them safe with RESPONSIBILITY.
Hold for them a FASCINATION.
Provide for them with an EDUCATION.
Treat them with LOVE.

Prayers & Well Wishes
Randy Pejakovich, one of our long-standing
members, is ill and has just been sent home to
recover. He and his wife, Joyce, need our prayers
and well wishes. Randy spent a month in the
hospital and is now recovering in strength and
mobility. They have been dedicated members of
FLA, making them not only invaluable members of
FLA but also friends. If you live in central FL and
can offer a lending hand, they would greatly
appreciate it. Contact FLA and we can put you in
touch with them. If you can offer no physical help or
support, please keep them in your prayers. Best
wishes, Randy, for a speedy and healthy recovery.
We’re thinking of you!
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Salazar Announces Recovery of Gray Wolves in Western Great
Lakes, Removal from Threatened & Endangered Species List
Press Release: US Fish & Wildlife Service
States, tribes to assume management responsibility.
WASHINGTON -- Secretary of the Interior Ken Salazar
today announced that gray wolf populations in the Great
Lakes region have recovered and no longer require the
protection of the Endangered Species Act. The U.S. Fish
and Wildlife Service is publishing a final rule in the
Federal Register removing wolves in Michigan, Minnesota
and Wisconsin, and in portions of adjoining states, from the
list of endangered and threatened wildlife and plants.
“Once again, the Endangered Species Act has
proved to be an effective tool for bringing species back
from the brink of extinction,” Secretary Salazar said.
“Thanks to the work of our scientists, wildlife managers,
and our state, tribal, and stakeholder partners, gray wolves
in the western Great Lakes region are now fully recovered
and healthy.”
The rule removing ESA protection for gray wolves
in the western Great Lakes becomes effective 30 days after
publication in the Federal Register.
“Gray wolves are thriving in the Great Lakes
region, and their successful recovery is a testament to the
hard work of the Service and our state and local partners,”
said Fish and Wildlife Service Director Dan Ashe. “We are
confident state and tribal wildlife managers in Michigan,
Minnesota and Wisconsin will effectively manage healthy
wolf populations now that federal protection is no longer
needed.”
Wolves total more than 4,000 animals in the three
core recovery states in the western Great Lakes area and
have exceeded recovery goals. Minnesota's population is
estimated at 2,921 wolves, while an estimated 687 wolves
live in Michigan's Upper Peninsula and another 782 in

Photo provided courtesy of the National Park Service

Photo provided courtesy of Scott Flaherty

Wisconsin. Each state has developed a plan to manage
wolves after federal protection is removed.
Wolf populations in Wisconsin, Minnesota and
Michigan will be monitored for at least five years to ensure
the species continues to thrive. If it appears, at any time,
that the gray wolf cannot sustain itself without the
protections of the ESA, the Service can initiate the listing
process, including emergency listing.
In the Service’s May 5, 2011, proposal to delist
western Great Lakes wolves, the agency also proposed
accepting recent taxonomic information that the gray wolf
subspecies Canis lupus lycaon should be elevated to the
full species Canis lycaon, and that the population of
wolves in the Western Great Lakes is a mix of the two full
species, Canis lupus and Canis lycaon. Based on
substantial information received from scientists and others
during the public comment period, the Service has reevaluated that proposal, and the final rule considers all
wolves in the Western Great Lakes DPS to be Canis lupus.
The Service also previously proposed delisting
gray wolves in all or parts of 29 states in the eastern half of
the United States. The Service continues to evaluate that
portion of the May 5, 2011, proposal and will make a final
separate determination at a later date.
Gray wolves were originally listed as subspecies or
as regional populations of subspecies in the lower 48 states
and Mexico under the ESA in 1973 and its predecessor
statutes before that. In 1978, the Service reclassified the
gray wolf as an endangered species across all of the lower
48 states and Mexico, except in Minnesota where the gray
wolf was classified as threatened.
More information on the recovery of gray wolves
in the Western Great Lakes can be found at http://
www.fws.gov/midwest/wolf/.
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FLA Is Happy to Announce Our (New & Old) Inventory
By Kim Miles

FLA has spent the summer trying to build up
its inventory. We now have a variety of items to
sell both at events and online. Orders may be
placed online (we will be setting up a page soon) or
by sending an email to info@floridalupine.org. We
will ship anywhere in the US for $5 per any two
items. For international shipments, the customer
must obviously be willing to include the international shipping costs plus $1.00 with the purchase
to cover PayPal expenses.
We have bracelets that sell for $5 each, plus
shipping. Black bracelets are etched with the folplus shipping. If you do not have this book in your
library, you should. Though it is beneficial for all
wolfdog owners, it is especially helpful for those
new to wolfdogs.
We also now have caps available in four different colors (left to right: Khaki, Stonewashed Blue,
Heliconia Pink, and Charity Pink). The adjustable
back strap is made of the same material as the hat
and has a bronze-colored metal clasp. All caps are
selling for $15, plus shipping.
We are also offering ladies ribbed tank tops in a
luscious Caribbean Blue. These have sold quickly
(Continued on page 19)

lowing: “I oppose any wolf hunt.” The text is in
lime green. Wolf paw prints decorate either side of
the saying, in white, “Protect the wolves” on the
camouflaged bracelets.
We are also offering Nicole Wilde’s
must-have book for all
wolfdog owners: Wolfdogs A to Z: Behavior,
Training & More (Wolf
Hybrids). This book
retails for approximately $20 (without
shipping), but with the
kind donation of these
books to FLA by both
Nicole and Phantom
Publishing, we are offering them to wolfdog
owners for only $10,
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(Continued from page 18)

and we now have only large left. They are selling
for $15, plus shipping. If we see that the demand
is there, we will consider ordering more in the
near future. Just let us know.
FLA now also has tote bags for sale. These
totes are black and white, with black handles.
They display the FLA cartoon on one side and
measure 14” x 14” x3”. The handles are a convenient 22” in length. These totes are suitable for carrying beach gear, dog gear, etc. They sell for $15

To reiterate, shipping costs for all items are $5
for every two items that are shipped. Orders and
prices are limited to shipping in the US only. No
international orders will be taken unless arranged
beforehand and shipping is paid in full by the customer prior to shipment.

each, plus shipping.
Most of all, we are happiest with our new selection of t-shirts. We still have beige and gray tshirts in a variety of sizes, but we are also now
offering t-shirts in a rainbow of colors and sizes: S,
M, L, XL, and 2XL. The FLA logo is on the left
breast pocket, and the 15” cartoon is on the back.
The colors are (from top to bottom) as follows: Galapagos Blue/Caribbean Blue, Brown, Lime, Maroon, Kiwi Green, Heliconia Pink, Sage, Charity
Pink, Lavender, Forrest Green, Stonewashed
Blue, and Yellow. (NOTE: The FLA logo and cartoon are in black on all t-shirts and are easily visible in all colors except Forrest Green.) All t-shirts
are $20, plus shipping.

Fro
nt
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Rendezvous Insert
FLA Board of Directors (2013 ~ 2014)
The 2013-2014 FLA Directors and Officers
are below. Top (left to right): Jerry Mills; Gerard
Hildebrandt, Vice President. Below (left to right):
Steve Torres; Jody Haynes, President & Recording
Secretary, and Kim Miles, Treasurer & Editor; Holly
Torres, Membership Coordinator & Corresponding
Secretary; Pam Thompson.

FLA Rendezvous 2013 ~ Group Photo
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3

4
5

6

7

1) Andrea Bannon ~ Andrea was the
FLA Treasurer for many years. She
(and her husband Jack) passed away
earlier this year, before the
Rendezvous. They were both huge
supporters of FLA and loved attending
the Rendezvous. They were both
missed by all who attended.
Godspeed to you both, Andrea and
Jack! We miss you!
2) Dallas (FLA Dog Show Grand
Champion 2013)
3) Fishing deck at the campground
4) Starke in Gerard’s arms
5) Loki in Chris’s arms
6) Kasa
7) Loki and Freya
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3

1

4
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1) Juan & Dallas, the
2013 Dog Show
Grand Champion
2) Loki & Freya
3) FLA Rendezvous
silent observer
4) Jody & Tango, the
winner of 2nd
place overall in the
2013 Dog Show
5) Rudy & Jordan, the
winner of 3rd place
overall in the 2013
Dog Show
6) Rhonda & Sequoia
7) Loki
8) Karen & Blue

6

7

8
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2

1

1) Kayleigh & Freya
2) FLA Directors at 2013 Rendezvous: Steve, Holly,
Gerard, Kim & Jody
3) Bell
4) Sasha
5) Jordan
6) Ed & Luna
7) Chris & Loki
8) Sequoia
9) Freya on Kayleigh’s legs

5

3
4

6

7

8

9
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1) Midnight
2) Jazz & Tango
3) Dallas, 2013 Grand Champion of the dog show
4) Sunday morning breakfast
crowd
5) Jessica Addams, co-author
of Between Wolf & Dog and
one of the FLA speakers
6) Sunday morning breakfast
crowd: Tim, Gerard &
Allison
7) Andrew Miller, co-author of
Between Wolf & Dog and
one of the FLA speakers

1

2

4
3
6

5

7
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Ain’t Easy Being Wolf
By Kent Ferrell

Part V
Into the mountains
Talbot was watching the incoming clouds as the
sun sat behind the cloud bank. The light was failing
fast. Another 30 minutes and it would be dark in the
timber. He needed to get them over the hog back
ridge without leaving a trail, but in this mushy
snow, a blind man could follow them. Since there
was no way to hide their trail, it would be best to
cross now. There would be at least a little more
light on the southwestern-facing slope.
He turned Taco left. The slope turned upward
and rose gradually and smoothly before them. The
timber was not thick. In ten minutes, they were
over the top of the ridge. The timber there was no
thicker, but the western-facing flank of the ridge
was much rockier.
There was a trail below them that followed the
flank of the ridge. They needed to find it soon
before they lost the light. Talbot didn’t want to be
stumbling around in the rocks at night or have to
camp up here with no cover.
As the temperature dropped below freezing,
which would be shortly, ice on these rocks would
make travel treacherous. They soon found the trail
and turned northward onto it.
Talbot picked up the pace. Addie kept looking
back to see if BC was following, but his dark coat
reflected no light and made him impossible to see
even if he was there.
Talbot heard the wind soughing through the
trees first; moments later, he felt the wind pick up.
It was a cold, quartering wind, and it gave him an
idea that he thought about for a few moments,
weeding through the pros and cons. He knew their
only option was to run. The bottom line was that
they had to get back to Addie’s property—and help—
before they were caught out here. Talbot wondered
what they would do if Partee’s men actually caught
them and then decided now was not the time to
think about it. This was already getting crazy and he
had no intention of shooting anyone over a wolf or a
dog or a horse unless Addie and he turned out to be
the targets. Gunplay was a very last resort as they
would be clearly outgunned.
Talbot turned to Addie. “I’ve got an idea; we’re
going to cut northwest and cross the valley floor.
With any luck, the snow will cover our tracks in a
few hours.” He urged Taco downhill, and Addie
followed without complaint.
It was completely dark by the time they had
picked their way out of the timber. This valley was
wider and deeper than the other two in this trio. It
was rougher, too, with pine and spruce clustered in
the bowl. On this cloudy moonless night, the
crossing would be slower than he would have liked.
He just hoped they had enough lead on their
pursuers.

They picked up a game trail and let the horses
move at their own steady pace. They were barely
halfway across when rain mixed with sleet began to
pelt them. This was NOT what Talbot wanted! They
could ill afford to get soaking wet not knowing if
they were going to have to spend the night in the
open. He knew this would turn to snow; he just
hoped it would be sooner rather than later. They
stopped under a stand of pines and donned their
slickers.
Addie kept looking for BC, but there was little
hope in spotting him. Visibility was dwindling, and
with conditions as they were, this night was, as his
father used to say, “darker than a sack of black
cats.”
By the time they had crossed the valley and
started up the northwest slope, the stinging rain and
sleet mix had changed to snow. If this snow kept up,
there would be no trace of their passing by morning.
They stopped around 9:00 PM to let the horses
take a breather.
“Where are we going?” Addie asked.
“We’re going to a place the old-time cowboys
called Pitchfork Inn.”
“An inn?” There was some relief in her voice.
He laughed. “Not the kind you’re thinking.”
As they remounted, she looked into the darkness
for something he was sure was not there—and he
was very sorry.
“How do you keep from getting lost?” Addie
asked.
He shook his head. “I don’t know, I just sort of
feel my way around these old mountains,” he
replied matter-of-factly as he nudged Taco into
motion with just a bump of his knee on the horse’s
side.
The trees and the mountains protected them
from the worst of the wind until they crossed
through the low saddle that was a natural game trail
between valley number one and valley number two.
The next two hours were a tough ride, but
Talbot was saddle hard, his horse a fine mountain
horse, and he derived a certain raw joy from
beating the elements. Although he knew Addie was
miserable, she never once complained.
The saddle spilled out onto a low ridge that
jutted back southwest, but instead of following the
ridge, Talbot reined Taco straight north into the
cleft formed by the two intersecting ridges. For the
first time in a long time, Talbot got off his horse and
actually looked for a trail. Taking the powerful LED
light out of his jacket pocket, he surveyed the
terrain. Turning, he told Addie to stay close. He
made several zigzagging passes on foot before he
found what he was looking for. He remounted and
started down the northwest facing flank of the
ridge.
The trail started to descend quickly and made
several switchbacks before flattening out about a
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half hour after they made their descent. They
splashed across a rocky creek and made a hard right,
turning sharply upward before flattening out above
the creek.
Addie was looking down, so focused on making
sure she didn’t ride her horse off the narrow trail
and crash into the creek below, that she had ridden
some distance before she realized there was a rock
wall to her left. She also noticed there was no wind
here. Suddenly Talbot halted and Addie almost ran
her horse into his.
“What’s the matter?” she asked, her nerves on
edge.
“We’re here,” he replied without turning
around. He slid off his horse and led Taco forward
through snow-laden pine boughs.
She stiffly got down off her buckskin-colored
horse and hobbled forward in pursuit of Talbot’s bay
gelding. She knew she hadn’t been spending near
enough time in the saddle for this. Pushing through
the pines, she suddenly realized Talbot’s light was
reflecting off the stone of a cave-like depression in
the granite wall.
“Oh wow!” she exclaimed.
“Not exactly the Waldorf Astoria, but it will keep
us dry, and the best part is that the timber covers
this thing so well that we can have a fire.” He saw
the quizzical expression on her face and answered
the unspoken question. “If this depression in the
rock were open in the front you could see the
reflection of even a small fire on the rock face for
miles.”
For as long as Talbot had been coming here,
there had always been dry firewood stacked against
the back wall and now was no exception. In just a
few minutes he had a small fire going and coffee
brewing.
They set to the job of unpacking and unsaddling
their horses. He frequently caught her looking into
the snowy darkness. He wished he could think of
something to say, but he couldn’t.
She tethered the puppy on a makeshift leash
back under the ledge with their gear. Glancing at
her watch, she discovered it was just shy of
midnight. The coffee was a little past ready when
they finished, but the way they felt, they would
have drunk the juice of boiled pine bark as long as it
was hot. Addie fished out some granola bars to go
with their coffee. Talbot didn’t really care for
granola bars. “A New York strip with a big ole baked
potato would have been out of the question I
guess?” he asked.
“I debated between the New York strip and the
power bars. I just had a taste for Power Bars,” she
replied. They both laughed.
She poked at the fire with a pine stave,
preoccupied with her own thoughts. Talbot was
pretty sure what those were. Then she looked up at
Talbot. “What is the plan for tomorrow?”
He looked at her honestly. “Don’t have one; I
thought I’d just wing it.” He had a plan, but he
couldn’t and wouldn’t share it with her.
“I guess I deserved that; I’ve sort of kept you in
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the dark.”
“You could say that,” he agreed.
“This whole thing started over land....”
“If you grew up here, then you know trouble
either starts over land, the environment, or an old
grudge. But when you boil it all down, it’s either
about money or hate,” he added.
“Well, you’re right on both counts; it’s money
and bad blood, but mostly money,” she started.
“My.... The sanctuary land sits right square in the
way of Partee and a toxic waste dump...”
“You mean those guys beat me up and shot at
me over a garbage dump—?” he interrupted
incredulously.
“Not just any dump. It’s something beyond your
worst nightmare,” she said as straight-faced as an
angry judge. “And the government is involved.”
“I’ve had some pretty bad nightmares,” he
replied. “Why doesn’t the government just bury it
on their own land? They own a ton of it up here,” he
replied.
“You might be surprised to hear this,” she
started again. “But I don’t have much love for the
environmentalists because, like some of the hunters
and ranchers, a bunch of them are nuts. But in this
case, they were on the right side. The government’s
plans were leaked. Several of the environmentalist
clubs got wind of it and filed charges blocking their
little plan—”
Talbot interrupted her again. “So, why do they
want your place?”
“Because their official report says it is very
geographically stable. However, there is a disputing
report from a much older survey that they have
successfully buried. It’s very complicated,” she
interjected.
Talbot shook his head. “I think this would make
a very good TV reality show,” he said as an aside.
“So then, why doesn’t Partee just sell them a chunk
of his property? It joins yours and should be stable
as well.”
“Like I said, it’s complicated. What I’ve found
out through my source is that there’s already an
existing approval that involves a large parcel of my
property that joins Partee’s. If the government or
anybody else for that matter changes anything, they
will have to re-certify any new location which will
garner more public scrutiny and will cost millions
and millions of dollars, plus all the lawsuits and
delays. Yada, yada, yada.”
“So,” he said thoughtfully, “what is it they are
trying to bury?” he asked her pointedly.
“Even my sources can’t find the details of that.
But it’s supposed to be either nuclear or biological—
maybe human body parts or something like that,”
she shuddered.
“You’re letting your imagination run away with
you,” he chuckled. “Are you ready for another cup
and a second course of granola bars?”
“I probably don’t need that much caffeine this
late,” she responded. “Plus I need to feed the pup
that you haven’t named yet.”
(Continued on page 27)
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“I can’t believe you just said that,” he said
getting up and heading to the stack of dry wood.
Tossing on a few chunks of dry pine, he reached for
the pot sitting on the rocks circling the glowing
embers. He caught the shining reflection of
something in the timber. He froze and watched.
“BC!” he shouted.
Much to Talbot’s shock and surprise, a big, dark
shadow hobbled out of the darkness. He was
covered in snow and had a haggard look about him.
Though they had not traveled a significant distance,
it sure seemed that way because the difficult
conditions had dictated such a cautious pace and
made it seem much farther than it really was.
Nevertheless Talbot was stunned that BC had made
it this far. He had expected him to curl up
somewhere when he discovered he couldn’t keep up
and eventually be killed by Partee’s men, a
scavenging bear, or other roving wolves.
The very tired wolfdog was leery of Talbot but
made no real attempt to avoid him. Addie rushed
past Talbot as BC hobbled to meet her, showering
the crying woman in canine kisses.
In all his days, Talbot had never seen anything
quite like it: This half-wild predator openly
displaying affection to a person. He’d heard of dogs
traveling long distances to reunite with their
families, but dogs were bred for docility. This guy
was mostly wolf, so what had driven him, only four
days from losing a leg, to travel miles in almost
unimaginable conditions to reunite with a person.
Was it because they had the puppy? Talbot shook his
head in wonderment.
She coaxed him under the ledge and started to
examine him. The pup started whining and
scampered out on his makeshift leash to meet the
adult. The big male immediately began to examine
the pup as Addie intently examined him. She went
through her medical supply bag and gathered the
antibiotics and anti-inflammatory medications and
then went to work.
After the wolfdog first aid ministrations, she
made a bottle for the pup and fed BC some high
quality canned food she had stuffed in her bag just
in case he followed. Wolves can go long periods
without food, but BC was still weak from his surgery
and needed the protein. He literally wolfed it down.
Talbot fed the horses the alfalfa pellets and
grain mix that Addie’s friends had delivered, staked
them for the short night they would have, and cut
fresh firewood to replenish what they would use
during the night. He knew that he certainly would
not feel like doing it in the morning after spending
the night on the cold ground.
Morris Talbot wondered how many had camped
here and who first began using this spot for shelter.
He mentioned it to Addie as he was situating his bed
roll and cleaning away any debris that would make
for a lumpy bed.
“Probably about 200 years after the people now
known as Native Americans were driven across the
ice bridge at the Bearing Strait that connected
Siberia and Alaska,” she said.
“You don’t buy into the theory that they

PAGE 27

migrated north from South America?”
She shook her head negatively. “Not for a
minute, I’ve seen the stuff espoused by Thor
Heyerdahl. It just doesn’t fit. Besides, American
Indians look too much like the Yakut and others
from the Siberian region.”
He laughed and she asked why. “Just seems like
an odd conversation for a cowboy and a wolf
rancher on the run over a dispute about a garbage
dump. Add to that that it’s midnight, we’re huddled
in a granite windbreak in a snowstorm—.”
Addie laughed. “How can that possibly seem
strange after what we’ve been through?” They both
laughed. “What I want to know is how does a range
hand know anything about that in the first place?”
He shrugged. “I watch the National Geographic
Channel,” he replied, grinning.
“Bull, you probably don’t even have a TV,” she
shot back at him, but he didn’t respond.
BC settled down against the wall with Addie and
the puppy. The big wolfdog was always watching
Talbot, but there was no anxiousness in his
demeanor.
Her makeshift leash looked a little suspect, so
Talbot withdrew a small bundle of rawhide straps
and lacing he carried for saddle and bridle repairs;
in a few minutes, he had a workable harness for the
puppy.
“Here, adjust this on him. It will be safer than
that thing around his neck,” he instructed. “Tie
your leash to this and then around your wrist. He
can’t choke himself or pull out of it during the
night.”
“Is there anything you can’t do?” she asked him
while putting the harness on the puppy and getting
it adjusted.
He laughed. “Oh there’s plenty I can’t do. I’m in
my element out here, but I’m not too domesticated.
Tamed might describe me better. Electronic devices
just escape me, especially TV remotes, and
computers. If I could conquer those things, I would
probably have a better job.”
“No, you wouldn’t,” she said flatly, and she was
right.
He tended the fire one more time and then
crawled into his bedroll. It was a quiet night; he was
up only once tending the fire, falling asleep quickly
and waking again only at first light.
BC didn’t stir when Talbot got up but watched
him closely. Talbot added wood to the fire, put on
some coffee, and then went to gather the horses.
Addie was up and gathering her gear when Talbot
returned with the horses.
“Did you get any sleep?” he asked.
She smiled; some of the tension was gone from
her face. “I did, but I could have slept in. I had a
great little heater,” she added, pointing to the furry
little face poking out of the bed roll.
“The snow has stopped, but the cover was heavy
enough that it should have covered any tracks we
left. On the other hand, if somebody does cut our
trail, it’ll be a no-brainer to follow us.”
While that was true, he didn’t tell Addie that if
they’d picked up their tracks and tracked them late,
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they would have, at the very least, a good idea
where they might be headed even if they lost their
trail.
Some feed for the horses, some coffee and
health food bars for them, some dog food for BC,
and a bottle for the little guy, and they were
mounting their horses when Addie yelped. “He’s
gone,” she was pointing to the spot where BC had
been laying.
“I didn’t see him leave,” Talbot
replied as he climbed aboard Taco.
Addie McCormick was fretful as
she mounted her buckskin gelding.
She looked all about to see where
his tracks led, but they quickly
disappeared into the timber and
down the rocky slope toward the
river. Talbot’s brow furrowed as he
struggled with the logic that would
cause BC to head down a dangerous
rocky slope. Animals in the wild do
not do things without reason,
especially a wounded one, and
more especially a smart, wounded
one.
Talbot pushed on. If his plan
was going to work, there would be
no time to waste. And it would only
be a matter of time before Addie figured out where
he was going. The trail turned upward, and soon
they were making a steady, difficult climb that
required their careful attention. Talbot was
thankful that Addie had grown up on a horse as this
would have been next to impossible with an
amateur. It was a short climb to the crest of a
narrow pass. The reality was, it was short in
distance but not in time. They had not gone very far
at all because of the heavy snow and the difficulty
of the ascent; it simply took valuable time.
The view from the top of the pass into the
enormous valley below was postcard perfect. What
lay before them was a vast, snow-covered meadow
with a few small stands of pines randomly scattered
here and there. Talbot drew his horse to a stop and
Addie pulled alongside him. There was a light
northerly breeze blowing up the slope before them.
At this altitude, the wind had a real bite.
“Let’s give the horses a rest,” he said as he
dismounted his horse. She followed his example,
and they loosened the girth straps and let the horses
blow.
Addie took the pup out of his carrier and put him
on the ground. They amused themselves, watching
the fuzz-ball root around in the snow. It amazed
Talbot how much the pup had changed in just a few
days, and he said so.
“They have to develop quickly to survive that
first winter; as it is there is a 60% mortality rate the
first year on free ranging wolves.”
When the puppy began to whine from the cold,
wet snow, Addie picked him up and dried him off,
stuffing him back into his carry pouch. Tightening up
their horse’s girths, Talbot noticed Addie anxiously
taking in her surroundings.
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“What’s wrong?” he asked.
“I was just looking for BC.”
“Addie … he’s a wolf. You want to think he
would or wouldn’t do certain things, but the reality
is, he’s going to do what seems the surest thing to
stay alive.”
“I know; I just want him to make it so bad.”
“I know you do and so do I, but I’ve got to get
you off this mountain and to safety.
We’re not nearly there, and your horse
is struggling,” he said, mounting his
solid bay gelding.
She mounted and followed him
reluctantly. It was a rough ride off the
mountain, and the heavy snow slowed
their descent more than their ascent.
They finally rode into a shallow,
wooded draw that emptied onto the
meadow they viewed from the pass
they’d crossed two hours earlier. They
were now out of the worst of the wind.
A low, well-timbered hill jutted to the
northeast and created an effective
windbreak from the worst of the
piercing north wind. It felt good to be
out of the icy teeth of that wind.
Taco whinnied and Talbot felt
him tighten up an instant before he
heard the noise, but nothing he did was fast enough.
Talbot whirled the gelding to face the fierce
growling of the snarling animals.
“Wolves,” flashed through his mind an instant
before they tore into Addie’s buckskin horse. But
they weren’t wolves. Talbot didn’t know how she
stayed on as her horse exploded in a blur of motion,
bucking up a storm of powdered snow.
The first animal tore into the horse’s right thigh;
the second came straight in for a strike on the same
leg. Addie’s horse fired a powerful kick that caught
the second attacker broadside just behind the front
shoulder, sending the animal tumbling and
dislodging the first one.
Talbot was reaching for his Colt .45 as the
animal that had just been kicked came up snarling,
looking for its prey. The first thing it saw was Taco
and it charged. It was one of the fiercest looking
dogs Talbot had ever seen, and it hit Taco square in
the chest before he could fire off a shot. Blood flew
as the massive dog tore into the big gelding. Taco
reared, striking out with his hooves and knocking
the dog away.
Talbot aimed and squeezed the Colt’s trigger.
There was a roar of sound; smoke and flame erupted
as the dog yelped. The dog was up instantly, running
away. He swung his pistol for a second shot when
Addie’s scream jerked his attention away from one
problem to another. The huge dog had come after
her horse broadside, hitting the horse in the flank
and narrowly missing her right leg.
The squealing of the wounded horse, the
screaming of the woman, and the snarling of the
remaining dog had all combined to draw the
(Continued on page 29)
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attention of the wounded dog, who had halted its
dash to freedom and safety. He had circled around
and was now charging back into the fray.
Even wounded that canine was a fearsome sight
as it charged the wounded horse and frightened
rider. He hit the horse at its upper right leg, tearing
flesh with those powerful jaws.
The attackers were too close to Addie to risk a
shot, but Taco was moving swiftly. This wasn’t his
first rodeo with vicious animals either. He charged
close by Addie’s horse in a brushing pass that
knocked the focused dog away from the horse. This
quickly turned into a contest of physics—a 1250pound horse vs. a 150-pound canine. Horse wins.
The dog scrambled to his feet, stunned after
Taco had simply stomped right over him, but it was
still on the attack. Talbot swung his Colt around and
fired; the snarling animal collapsed into a heap in
the snow.
Talbot spun Taco around and charged the other
dog. These dogs were so singularly focused that they
never saw (or at least never paid any attention to)
the second horse. Addie’s horse spun away from the
attacking dog, managing to land a glancing kick that
knocked the dog free. Taco had a clear shot at it as
he trampled the second attacker. It came up running
and yelping as Taco bore down on it again, but it
managed to get into the thick timber before Talbot
could get a shot off.
Swinging his horse around, Talbot started back
toward Addie McCormick. “Are you all right?” he
asked, appraising both horse and rider.
“He got my pants leg but missed me,” she
replied, visibly shaken. “But this little guy got a
rough ride,” she said, pulling the little pup put of his
storage bag and holding him close.
“I can’t believe you both managed to stay on
that horse!”
Starting to dismount, he spoke again. “Let’s look
these horses over and see how bad off they are.”
Suddenly, he heard the sound of a gunning
motor. Without hesitation, he swung his leg back
over the saddle and charged into the timber,
intently following the sound.
Momentarily, he saw the profile of an ATV racing
along the rocky trail. The horse and rider’s narrower
profile allowed them to take short cuts and traverse
rugged terrain that the wider, side-by-side four
wheeler with a large cage mounted in the bed could
not.
The driver had to slow for a rocky left turn; horse
and rider cut straight across to intersect them. When
the driver looked around and saw Taco and Talbot
coming fast and hard, he yelled something at his
passenger who scrambled for the rifle nestled in the
rack between them. Talbot did not hesitate; he
fired, blowing out the left rear tire.
“Stop!” he yelled, swinging the pistol toward the
passenger as he brought Taco to a halt. “Or the next
one won’t be through the tire!”
The driver complied, bouncing to a stop. “Don’t
shoot, mister!” the passenger, a scared kid, shouted.
“Don’t shoot; we’s just doin’ what we wuz told.”
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The driver backhanded the kid hard across the
arm. “Shut up!” snapped the driver. The younger
man, maybe 19, yelped.
“I ain’t gettin’ shot for that Partee bastard;
that’s Bullard’s rifle he’s carry’n. He’s the one took
Bullard’s rifle. Bullard said that guy’d kill a man,”
the kid spouted in rapid fire succession.
The driver, a skinny, hard man about 35 years
old, drew his hand back to strike the kid again.
Talbot fired the Colt, and the 250 grain .45 caliber
slug slammed into the engine compartment just
ahead of the driver’s left knee. The engine died
instantly; the older man jerked back, startled and
scared.
“You crazy SOB!” he swore as the color left his
face. “It wasn’t our idea. We was just sent out to
run down any wolves we crossed. It was just luck
that we seen you coming off the mountain.”
With the drama passed, Talbot began to take in
things that were less important during the chase. It
was then that he noticed a dead wolf strapped to
the front rack. It looked like a yearling and it was
badly torn up. It made Talbot angry. The two men
correctly interpreted Talbot’s expression as his
gaze swung back their way, but they kept quiet for
fear of inflaming an already tense situation.
“So it was just luck you turned those dogs on
us?” Talbot scowled.
“Mister, I swear. We never seen them do
anything like that. They was probably still riled
over the wolf kill cause they’re around horses all
the time.”
The younger passenger blurted, “They’ll shore
tear up a bad bull though, but we figured they’d
just give you a good scare.”
The big dog in the cage had been calm until
Addie rode up on her bleeding horse. Suddenly it
growled viciously and slammed into the side of the
cage, trying to get to the injured horse. Both
horses jumped, but the injured horse almost
unseated her again. The driver slapped at the cage
and yelled at the snarling dog. It came at him and
he recoiled away from the cage.
“Damn, Chuck, what’s the matter with him?”
The passenger was wide-eyed.
Chuck shook his head. “Mister, can you point
that somewhere else. I don’t want you gettin’
twitchy.”
“Tell your partner to hand that rifle, barrel
first, to the lady,” Talbot said calmly, ignoring his
plea.
Addie rode her horse around to get the rifle,
the dog trying to tear through the cage to get to
her horse. She spotted the dead, mangled wolf.
Talbot could see what was coming. Addie snatched
the rifle from the young man’s grasp, spun it
around, and pointed it at the snarling dog.
“Addie! No!” Talbot shouted. “No!!” he yelled
louder.
Then she swung the rifle toward the driver. His
eyes went wide. “No lady!” he shrieked, throwing
up an arm.
“You murdering bastard!” she yelled with blood
curdling anger. There was a fierce anger in those
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eyes, the kind when unreasoning malice takes over
and people react out of emotion, and the driver
knew it.
“No! No!” he screamed waving his arms.
“Addie!” Talbot’s voice was strong and firm.
Finally she looked up at him. Those green eyes
were flashing, and he knew she wanted to hurt the
two men.
“Addie, these two are just doing what they were
told. They just hired on with the wrong outfit,”
Talbot said firmly but calmly. “The people
responsible for this are sitting behind a desk giving
the orders—and I think you know who they are.”
“That’s right mister, and I’m gettin’ outta this
business,” the younger one said. Then he added,
“I’m goin’ back home.”
“You boys both sound like you’re from Texas.”
“That’s right mister,” the younger one beamed.
“I’m from Texas,” Talbot said. ”I expect more
from Texas cowboys.”
“Chuck, man, I’m missin’ the Brush Country and I
hate this cold!”
Chuck snorted. “We got to get back to HQ, and I
ain’t walkin’ back, not with them other dogs out.”
“We’ll send somebody for you,” Talbot replied.
“Do either of you know anything about horses?”
“Shore do, we’re brush poppers!” the youngster
replied, eager to please.
“Good, you two can patch up her horse.”
Chuck scowled but said nothing. With their
supplies and Addie’s, the men dressed the wounds of
both horses.
“We’ve been up on the mountain for several
days. Do you have a cell phone that works?”
Chuck jerked his head around to his younger
partner. “That’s what I thought; hand them over,”
Talbot ordered. “And don’t get huffy with your
partner; that’s your fault.”
The younger man handed his cell phone to Addie
but Chuck stalled. “Chuck, this is not the time to get
stupid,” Talbot’s voice never wavered and those
frightening steel gray eyes never left Chuck.
Deciding that discretion was ‘the better part of
getting back to HQ in one piece’, Chuck reached into
his Wall’s Blizzard Proofs for the phone and pitched
it toward Talbot. Talbot sidestepped, never taking
his eyes off of Chuck.
“Both you boys stay where you are. Addie, look
in that storage box. There should be a couple of
radios in there; get them. I don’t want a welcoming
party on our way out of here.” Addie got them and
stowed them in her bags.
Talbot and Addie mounted their horses and
reined them around to go. “You’re not going to leave
us out here without that rifle?” the teen asked.
“I don’t want you to have a change of heart
when we get out in the open,” Talbot replied,
looking at Chuck. He nudged Taco over the cell
phone lying in the path. It cracked and snapped as
plastic and glass gave way to hooves, breaking and
shattering.
Addie shot a hard glance at Talbot but said
nothing as they rode away. Within 15 minutes they
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broke out of the timber and into the snowy
meadow. He turned Taco northeast.
Addie spurred her injured horse up next to
Taco.
“Where are you going?” she asked tersely.
Talbot pointed. “There’s a house about four
miles down this valley. We can get help there.”
“There’s nothing but trouble there!” she
snapped. “That’s Partee’s house!”
“Yeah,” he quipped, “if you can call that
25,000 square foot thing a house.” He was grinning
at her.
“I know exactly how big that house is...” she
paused to correct herself. “Well, I know it’s a
really big house. And I know I don’t want anywhere
near it. He’s the bastard behind all this,” she shot
at him.
“You’re going to have to trust me on this.”
“Trust you…” she sputtered. “You’re crazy. I’ve
been shot at, half froze, made Jeremiah Johnson
look like a girl, been attacked by vicious dogs, and
you want me to trust you?” With barely a pause she
continued, “You can turn northwest, skirt this
property, and come into my place from the west.
We can be there by tomorrow afternoon.”
“Whoa up there, girl. I was leading a nice,
quiet, and peaceful life—that I liked by the way—
until I met you and your wolves,” he countered.
“Besides, your horse needs veterinary treatment. I
know you can patch him up. I saw what you did
with that wolf. But you can’t make him sound and
no way would I want to be on him if something
happened. Taco also needs to be looked at to make
sure he’s sound. Plus, no one’s going to be looking
for us at Partee’s own place. I know some folks
there that we can trust. I’m going there for a hot
meal, maybe a bath, and definitely for some help.
You can go if you want.” He turned and rode
toward Partee’s.
Part VI
Into the lion’s den
Addie McCormick was not happy, but she
followed. An hour and a half later, they topped a
low rise and dropped into a shallow, bowl-shaped
area with a partially man-made lake as its
centerpiece. The house sat across the lake on the
end nearest them. It was a sprawling rock home,
stunning in its size. There was a European flair with
the red tile roof and stone-walled courtyard.
Adjacent to the house on the west end of the lake
was an impressive stone and log hunting lodge. On
their side of the lake, facing the house, was an
equally sprawling complex of barns, lots, a
veterinarian center, and numerous outlying
dwellings. Talbot shook his head in amazement at
such an incredible operation.
He turned his horse and headed for the hunting
lodge. Addie followed but grumbled. The whole
operation was pretty quiet. There were several
men at the tractor barn and several more near the
vet barn; these men were trying to drive two cows
with calves out of the lot, down the lane, and into
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the barn with little success. He waved at them and
some waved back.
They rode to the back of the lodge. Talbot
started to dismount when the back door flew open. A
pretty Mexican girl in her late teens came tripping
down the steps with a beaming smile. “Como este,
Señor Mo? ¿Qué hace usted aquí?”
Talbot laughed. “What’s with the Senior Moe
thing?” He turned to Addie shaking his head. “She’s
doing that because she knows my Spanish sucks.”
Turning back to the girl, he pointed to the lodge,
“I’m looking for your mama.”
“Señor Mo, everybody’s looking for you,” the girl
said, sizing up Addie.
“Laura, this is Addie McCormick. Addie, this is
Laura Lorenzo.” Then he asked the girl about her
mother again.
“Oh, she’s upstairs. I’ll
get her. Come in,” she said,
running up the stairs and
disappearing inside.
Talbot
and
Addie
dismounted their horses and
tied them to the hitching
post. Addie unfastened the
wolf pup’s pouch, fished his
formula out of her saddle
bag, and then they wearily
climbed the steps and went
into the anteroom off the
kitchen.
Talbot turned to Addie, “We’ll get some—.”
“Moe Talbot!” an excited voice interrupted from
the kitchen. “Laura didn’t tell me it was you.”
They both turned to see a tall, willowy Mexican
woman, in nice-fitting cowboy jeans, cowboy boots,
and a baseball cap hurrying across the kitchen to
meet them. She embraced Talbot with a long,
affectionate hug and then gave him a quick peck on
the lips. She stood back and looked at him. “You
never change. You are a sight for sore eyes.” She
briefly hugged him again.
“You certainly have. You’re lovelier than ever,”
he flirted and Addie felt a twinge of jealousy.
“I certainly never expected you to show up here.
Everybody west of Yellowstone is looking for you.
What on God’s earth have you done?”
He grinned sheepishly, “Well, I got—.”
Addie interrupted him, “He got involved with
me.”
“I’m sorry,” he said quickly. “Vicki, this is Addie
McCormick; Addie, this is Vicki Lorenzo.” Vicki shot
Talbot a glance that Addie did not miss.
The puppy began to fret and squirm around. “I
hate to trouble you, but I need to feed this little
guy. Is that OK in here?” she nodded at the room as
she pulled the pup out of his pouch.
“Oh dear. He’s so adorable. Just put him on the
floor; it’s stone and he can’t hurt anything.”
“Oh wow!” Laura shouted from behind Vicki.
“It’s a wolf puppy!”
“Dang girl, everybody doesn’t need to know,
especially here,” Talbot said and then continued.
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“Listen, I hate to bust up this party here, but we
need some help Vicki. We’ve got two torn up horses
that need to be looked at by a vet.”
“What did you do to your horses?” Vicki
inquired, but it was more than an idle inquiry.
“We were attacked by two huge dogs down
on the west end below the hog back pass where
Partee’s property meets the BLM land,” he
explained. “They looked like a cross between a
Rottweiler and a St. Bernard but with a BAD
attitude.”
Vicki gritted her teeth. “Dear God, I hate those
things. They’ve killed a bunch of livestock around
and put several people in the hospital. He’s
breeding them to kill the wolves and has started
selling them to hog hunters in the southeast as
catch dogs,” Vicki was
shaking her head. “I think
they’ve done more damage
than the wolves have.”
“Vicki, we also need a
hot meal and a bath.” Talbot
nodded at Addie, “And she
needs a ride home.”
“No problem on the first
two; the last one is a big
problem. They’ve got this
place on lockdown. They
check everybody going in or
out. I could borrow a four
wheel drive and take you
cross country as long as we didn’t run into one of
those roving patrols he’s got running around, but
when we got to the river you’d be on foot....”
“She’s right, Morris. That’s only passable by
foot or horse,” Addie interrupted.
“Let’s deal with what we can now. The rest …
when we can get to it.” Vicki instructed, “Morris,
you and Laura take the horses to the vet barn.
Addie and I will work on the other.” When they
didn’t move quickly enough, Vicki barked, “Right
now, you two!”
“If I didn’t know better, I’d think you’re trying
to get rid of us,” Talbot quipped as he and Laura
turned to go.
“I am! It makes me nervous as hell that you’re
here. There’s no telling what they might do. Now
get!” she shooed them out.
Laura and Talbot went outside and removed the
guns from the horses, stashing them in the lodge.
They then collected the horses and started to the
barn. “It’s
March; why are you not in school?” he asked
pointedly.
“Money,” she said simply. “Ran out of
scholarship money and a job at the same time.
Mom didn’t want me to borrow and have a big debt
coming out of school.”
“I understand that, but you need to be in
school. How much money is it going to take to get
you finished up?”
“If I can stay employed about $25K,” she
replied.
He whistled, shaking his head. “Good grief, girl.
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In my day that would have put half the class through
school.”
“Moe, it would not. And besides, it’s a lot more
expensive to go to the university than the junior
college where I started,” she said emphatically.
“Well, it’s a lot more than I spent.”
“You didn’t go to college?” It was more of a
question than a statement.
“I did so.”
“What did you study, girls and horses?” she
snickered.
“Horses maybe, never girls. How much time do
you have to go?”
“Three more semesters, and you lie about the
girls,” she punched him on the arm.
Pulling back the door, they led the wounded
horses into the barn and pulled the door closed
behind them. Two men were working on a heifer in a
squeeze-chute. One of the men pulled the lever that
spread the swing-away sides holding the heifer and
opened the gate in front of her. The moment she
realized she was free, she tore out of the chute and
into the holding stall with three others. In another
stall to the left of the two working men were two
more cows that needed to be worked. When the men
started after another heifer, they noticed Laura and
Talbot. The younger of the two men especially
noticed Laura. “Hey Laura. what brings you down
here?”
“Hey Jim! These horses need looking at. This
buckskin is pretty messed up,” she informed the two
men.

Need Help with Vet Bills?
Below is a list of organizations that may provide that financial
assistance. Check out their websites to see if you qualify.
Angles for Animals — www.angels4animals.org
Brown Dog Foundation — www.browndogfoundation.org
Canine Cancer Awareness — caninecancerawareness.org
Dog & Cat Cancer Fund — www.dccfund.org
Extend Credit — www.extendcredit.com
Fairy Dog Parents — fairydogparents.org
Frankie’s Friends — www.frankiesfriends.com
God’s Creatures — www.all-creatures.org/gcm/help-cf.html
Gracie’s Mission — graciesmission.org
Paws 4 a Cure — www.paws4acure.org
Shakespeare Animal Fund — www.shakespeareanimalfund.org
The Magic Bullet Fund — www.themagicbulletfund.org
The Mosby Foundation — themosbyfoundation.org
The Pet Fund — thepetfund.org
The Riedel Cody Fund — riedelcodyfund.org
Information obtained from http://www.warreneckstein.com/g/GroupsProviding-Financial-Assistance-For-Veterinary-Bills/299.html
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Both men turned to the horses. “Those damn
dogs,” the older man exclaimed to no one in
particular. “Those bastards are going to kill
somebody and there’s going to be a BIG lawsuit.”
“What are they?” Talbot asked.
The younger man turned to Talbot. “They are a
Caucasus Mountain Dog crossed with a Bull Mastiff,
and that is not a match made in heaven. Yeah, this
horse is going to take a lot of sewing up,” he said,
taking a cursory look at Addie’s buckskin.
“Oh, Moe, this is Jim. He’s our vet. Your
horses are in good hands. And that OLD GUY is Ben.
Knows more about horses than anybody ‘cept you
maybe,” Laura told him.
Jim was fairly beaming when he stuck his hand
out. “Jim Hensend and this is Ben Sykes.”
“I’m Morris Talbot,” he said, shaking hands with
both men.
They looked at each other then back at him.
Ben Sykes spoke first. “Your secret’s safe with us.”
Jim chuckled. “Yeah, what comes in this barn
stays in this barn.” Everyone laughed.
“Thanks. I know the buckskin’s out of
commission, but can you look at the Bay horse and
let me know if he’s ride-able?”
Laura’s phone rang and she answered it. Talbot,
Jim, and Ben continued to talk about the horses.
When she disconnected, she turned to Jim. “Jim,
can you keep them out of site? Mom’s worried
about what some of those guys might do if they
found out who they belong to,” Laura asked him
sweetly.
“Don’t worry; there are so many horses and
other livestock in and out of here that they will be
just two more sick animals in here,” Ben replied.
“Jim, we’ve got to get back over to the lodge,
but I’ll talk to you later,” Laura said.
“Sure thing. I’ll let you guys know something
shortly,” Jim said, trying to be cool and
professional in front of Laura.
They bid each other a quick farewell, and Laura
and Talbot started back to the lodge. “That was
Mom; they want to know what you want to eat.”
He laughed, “After what I’ve had for the past
couple of days, I’ll eat it if doesn’t get up and run
off,” he laughed.
“That’s just wrong.”
“So, when are you going back to school?”
”I thought we already talked about that,” she
said tersely.
”We did. You just didn’t tell me when you were
going back,” he said persistently.
“If you must know, in the fall of next year,” she
said flatly.
“Whoa girl. That’s a whole year; that’s too
long to be out. If you stay out that long, you’re
likely not to go back, Laura,” he scolded her. “Are
you working now?”
She said nothing.
“Are you?” he pressed for an answer.
“I’m doing some day labor jobs....”
“Girl, you can’t put yourself through school on
that horse and you can’t expect your mom to take
up the slack because you don’t want to work a full-
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time job in town.” He hated to talk to her like that,
but somebody needed to.
She snapped back at him, “Let’s talk about your
personal life.”
“Let’s not. I’ve already wasted my life. I don’t
want to see you wasting yours,” he replied calmly.
“You’re hooked up with that McCormick woman,
aren’t you?” she blurted out.
“That’s none of your business, but no. She got in
serious trouble up on the mountain with Partee’s
men and needed some help. I’m just trying to get
her back home.” Talbot didn’t know why he felt like
he owed her an explanation and was a little annoyed
with himself for it. “It’s complicated,” he added.
“I’m sure it is!” she snorted. “At least you know
how to pick ’um.”
“Just exactly what does that mean?”
They climbed the steps onto the deck. Laura
jerked the door open and stormed into the anteroom
and then into the kitchen with Talbot close behind.
Vicki Lorenzo looked up at the entering pair and
their expressions. “What have you two been fighting
about?”
Simultaneously, he said “school,” and she said
“nothing.” Then she bolted out of the room.
“Looks like that went well,” Vicki said, handing
Talbot a cup of hot coffee.
“Oh, thank you. I desperately needed that,” he
said, sipping at the steaming liquid.
Vicki turned to Addie. “Those two can’t get along
for more than five minutes at a time because they
are just alike.”
Talbot rolled his eyes, “Well, I thought she was
going to help make us lunch, but doubt that’s going
to happen. I think she’s going to have to pout
awhile.”
“Unfortunately,” Vicki said, “you don’t have
time to wait on her pouting. We need to get you fed
and out of here.”
“What’s going on?” Talbot asked.
She ignored his question. “What do you want to
eat?”
“How about breakfast?” he answered.
“Breakfast it is,” she replied and then turned to
him with a scowl. “Addie told me about the run-in
you had with the guy who owns that rifle. He’s a bad
one.”
“Tell me about him.”
“His name is Bullard,” she started. “He’s
supposed to be ex-special forces. Somebody said he
did some merc work for the Serbs—ugly stuff was the
talk around here.”
“Heard from who, Vicki,” Talbot asked very
pointedly.
“Just some idle talk around the stock yards and
honky-tonks that comes back with the cowboys,” she
replied defensively.
Vicki got busy, wanting to avoid any more of that
kind of talk.
“Vicki, these cowboys around here don’t know
biscuits about Serbians and merc-work; and real
genuine mercs absolutely don’t spread that stuff
around. Somebody intended for that to get out. It
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was another scare tactic to frighten Addie and her
employees—or anyone who associates with her.
That’s how people like Partee work, Victoria.” He
added, “Do you know who Addie is?”
“Yes,” Vicki said. “We’d never met, but her
name comes up often enough around here. To say
the least, she is not well liked by those that sit at
these tables, but she’s a scapegoat, Talbot,” she
said, turning to face him with her hands on her
hips. “There are so many people who come in and
out of here. Only first names are used, and the
staff is dismissed when they are here, including
me.”
The Southwestern omelet, hash browns, venison
sausage and hot coffee tasted better than filet
mignon.
The phone rang and Laura came to get her
mother; then they both left the room. Three or
four minutes later, both of them returned to the
kitchen. Laura walked up next to Talbot and put
her hand on his arm. “I’m sorry,” she said, sitting
down next to him.
“So am I,” he replied to the girl, patting her
hand.
“Moe,” Vicki said seriously. “That was Jim in
the vet barn. Her horse needs some serious medical
attention and yours is worse than they first
thought. Gerardo will pull a good horse out of the
string and I’ll put Addie on mine. They will have
your gear switched over and bring them up in a few
minutes.”
She leaned on the table with her face only a
couple of feet from his. “You’ve got to get her and
get out of here. That guy is liable to show up here
at any time, and he’s not the only one that I’m
afraid of. I wish I could take you, but the risk is too
great for both of us. They’ve circulated pictures of
you and her to all these bad boys Brenneman and
Partee have hired. I didn’t want to tell you this,
but they’ve got bets on who puts you in the
hospital first.”
Just then, Addie came into the kitchen looking
clean and refreshed. “That shower and a fresh
change of clothes made me feel almost like a new
person,” she announced and then realized she had
interrupted a serious conversation.
Talbot laughed. “This is like the old west with a
bounty on my head.”
“This is the old west, and it’s no laughing
matter,” Vicki groused at him.
Morris Talbot sat thinking while he finished his
coffee. “Looks like my shower is going to have to
wait. Vicki’s throwing us out,” he told Addie.
Vicki shot a glance at Addie, “See what I
mean?” They both looked at him in frustration.
“What?” he asked.
“Don’t ‘what’ me,” Victoria Lorenzo growled at
him. “You’re not taking this seriously.”
Talbot deliberated while finishing his coffee
and waiting on their horses; the women continued
to chat. Talbot retrieved the Steyer SSG-08 rifle
and checked it thoroughly. It was equipped with a
10-round box magazine but there were only six
rounds in it. He wished he had more ammo, but
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prayed he didn’t need any of it. He also checked
his .45-70 saddle rifle and Colt pistol. Just in case.
Jim Hensend and a stoutly built Mexican of
medium height came through the door and into the
kitchen. “You guys are ready to go,” he announced.
“Moe, this is Gerardo,” Vicki introduced the two
men. They shook hands.
“Señor, these good horses. The gray mare, she no
need much spur, and you no have to stay on reins.
The lady’s horse, he good like a rock.” Talbot knew
what he meant.
“Thank you, Gerardo. I need one more favor.
There are two guys stranded below the west pass
into the Three Fingers. Do you know where that is?”
He nodded, “Si, I do.”
“They are on a dead four wheeler with no phone,
no rifle, and no radio,” he told Gerardo.
“How’d they get like that?” Jim asked him.
Talbot grinned. “Their motor ran into a bullet.
Oh yeah. One of them is a big kid, real country. He
called his partner Chuck.”
Laura burst out laughing. “Chuck and Larry, now
that’s a pair.”
“Well, they’re the pair that turned the dogs on
us,” Talbot told them.
Gerardo was shaking his head. “Diablo perro.”
“The devil, indeed,” Addie said. “But at least
there’s one less of them now.”
“You guys need to get down the trail,” Vicki
chided them.
Addie picked up the pup while Talbot and Laura
gathered their gear. Gerardo shook his head again.
“Lobito es una problema.” Everyone laughed as they
exited the house.
Talbot swung the SSG rifle over his back and got
acquainted with his new mount. She was a goodlooking mare, not a fine-boned filly but a solid
pasture horse with lots of campaigns under her
saddle. Addie put the pup into his pouch and
mounted the chestnut gelding. Talbot strapped his
saddle bags onto his saddle and strapped his pistol
over the saddle horn; then he put his .45-70 saddle
rifle into its scabbard.
Jim, who had occupied his time keeping an eye
on Laura, finally spoke. “Expecting trouble?” he
chuckled.
“Expect the best, prepare for the worst,” Talbot
grinned.
Laura came running down the steps and clamped
her arms around Talbot. “You better come back
soon.”
“For you, I will do that.”
“You better,” she said, stepping back as her
mom stepped up and hugged him tightly.
“Please be careful. What route are you using to
go back?” Vicki asked.
Addie spoke up. ”We’re going by way of Coyote
Creek and then around the point off Copperhead,”
Addie told them.
Gerardo raised his eyebrows. “You know that
way? Not many know that way. Not safe if you not
know it; good if you do,” he said in his best English.
Talbot saw that Vicki’s eyes were misty. “All I
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want to do is get her home safely and get out of
this mess.”
Victoria Lorenzo’s expression did not change.
“You may get her home, but you may not be out of
this afterward,” she warned.
He climbed aboard the gray mare and backed
her away without another word. Their coming and
going was barely noticed on this huge place. Their
tracks would be easy enough to follow should
anyone point them out, but Talbot was not really
worried about that. Besides, there were plenty of
other things to think about.
Why was Laura not in school? She was female, a
minority, and an honor student. There was too
much grant money out there for her to worry that
much over expenses. He wondered if Vicki knew
more than she was saying. Plus Vicki and Addie
almost acted like they knew each other. Talbot
didn’t want to read too much into it but the look
Gerardo gave her when she mentioned Coyote
Creek and Copperhead made him wonder about
Addie’s past.
He finally drew a deep breath of the cold, crisp
air, hoping it would clear the clutter. The most
important thing right now was to get her home,
assess the damage there, get his truck picked up,
and get the heck out of this mess.
“Did you call home when we went down to the
vet barn?” he asked her.
“Yes,” she replied.
“How is everything?”
“Not great. Somebody has either threatened or
scared off most of the volunteers. So they are not
getting much done on the repairs to the fences and
enclosures. A lot of the animals that were left at
the facility are now in tiny living quarters. Hygiene
is a problem and so is food.” She was beginning to
tear up. “They are playing hardball. Our lines of
credit have been cut off with some of the stores,”
her voice broke, “and I’m not there to get any
cash.”
“Addie McCormick, you have gotten yourself
tangled up with some sure enough bad folks. I don’t
think I can help you too much with the cash
trouble, but I just may be able to help a little with
the fence building,” he laughed to lighten the
mood. “I just happen to know some of the best
fence buildingest fools that ever strung a wire. And
they just so happen to owe me a favor or two.”
She was trying to compose herself, so he didn’t
say anything else; instead, he just watched the
trail. This was private land, and he had never set
foot on it, so he had to depend on Addie’s sense of
direction and knowledge of the trail. It was getting
late in the afternoon, but the clouds were breaking
up in the west and that would help, especially
when they got past the point of Copperhead
Plateau.
Addie’s gloomy mood seemed to get better the
farther they got from Partee’s massive home base.
After two hours of hard riding, HQ was far behind
them.
They were nearing a line of timber that marked
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the edge of a rise that runs southeast to northwest.
It looked like countless other rises that made up
these foothills.
Still Talbot had not seen Copperhead, and he
asked Addie about it. She laughed a little. “Finally
somewhere I know that you don’t.”
“I’m not exactly lost. You see, I do know what
state I’m in. But I still haven’t seen this Copperhead
thing you and Gerardo were talking about.”
“Copperhead is just a local name given to it.
Decades ago some Texas cowboy thought he saw a
Copperhead up there and the name just stuck,” she
chuckled.
“Most of the cowboys I know don’t like snakes
much since snakes and horses don’t mix, so I can just
about guarantee you that he wouldn’t have stopped
long enough to see what the heck it was.”
“Anyway, you can’t see it till we’ve crossed
Coyote Creek and climbed that ridge,” she pointed.
“You see that big rock outcropping that juts out of
the timber about half a mile up on the left?”
Talbot nodded.
“That’s where we turn north to pick up Coyote
Creek. It’s one of the few places on this side of the
ridge that’s safe to cross. You
can’t
see
that
particular
outcropping until you’re about
where we’re at now,” she
explained with some excitement in
her voice. “The way you find them
is to line up that round-topped
peak just east of that flat-topped
plateau,” she said, pointing past
the rock outcropping, “with the
end of the escarpment behind the
ranch headquarters.” She stood up
in her stirrups and turned to point
back
toward
the
ranch
headquarters.
She froze for an instant and then screamed.
Talbot whirled to follow her horrified gaze. She
screamed again, “They’re going to kill him!”
Coming out of the timber about two hundred
yards behind them and to their right was a dark,
limping, three-legged wolf, struggling through the
snow, hopelessly fleeing his pursuers. Two of those
devil dogs had broken out of the timber behind him
and were closing fast. It was a terrifying sight to
watch, knowing what the outcome was going to be.
In one fluid motion, Talbot swung out of the
saddle. “Here, take the reins.” He tried passing
them to Addie but she was frozen at the horror
unfolding before her he eyes.
“Addie!” he snapped, and finally she responded,
grasping the reins he was thrusting toward her.
Talbot knew the image of the dead wolf, ripped
apart and strapped to the four-wheeler, was still
fresh in Addie’s mind, paralyzing her movements
with fear.
Talbot unslung the rifle, flipped up the optic
covers, and breached a round into the chamber.
Kneeling in the snow, he wrapped the sling around
his forearm and pulled the rifle tightly into his
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shoulder in one smooth, practiced motion, giving
himself a stable shooting platform. Acquiring the
target with the $3000
US Optics sniper scope took only moments, even
in the dim afternoon light.
The first speedy pursuer was almost on the
hapless wolf. Talbot felt the wind on his right
cheek, compensated with the mil dot, and
squeezed the trigger. He felt no recoil as the
precision rifle roared and flame leaped from the
flash-suppressed barrel. The charging animal
plowed into the snow in an explosion of powder and
did not get up. Efficiently, he worked the bolt and
drove another round into the chamber without
bringing the rifle off of his shoulder. But even with
all his speed and precision, he was not fast enough
as the second purposefully bred killer overhauled
the injured wolf.
This fight would not last long. There was a blur
of snow and flailing bodies as 150 pounds of
attacker tore into the injured wolf. While no match
for his attacker, BC was more game than Talbot
expected and came up fighting, but he finally
toppled under the unrelenting fury of his attacker’s
greater
mass;
the
vicious
harbinger was on top of him for
the kill. That was what Talbot had
been
waiting
for.
Addie
screamed,
but
Talbot
was
singularly focused. He touched
the SSG’s trigger, and the
attacker collapsed in a heap.
After a long, torturous moment,
there
was
movement;
BC
struggled his way out from under
the dead weight of his pursuer
and came hobbling toward them.
“Addie! Addie!” Talbot halted her
motion toward BC.
“What?” she finally responded. “He may be hurt
and this is not over. There may be riders or four
wheelers near. If he doesn’t get out of the open,
they will shoot him for sure, or us.”
Talbot remounted and angled their horses
toward the timber in hopes that BC would follow
them out of the open field and to better cover.
With agonizing slowness, the debilitated
wolfdog followed them to the edge of the timber
line. They strained to hear any signs of pursuit.
Finally, Talbot realized that his worries were
groundless.
In a few minutes, they made the rock
outcropping that Addie was pointing out before the
drama. She turned left into the heavier timber, and
they started the gradual climb toward to the top of
the ridge and then down to Coyote Creek, BC
following more slowly. Just as they reached the
creek, they heard running engines in the distance,
but their drivers wisely chose not to pursue them
into the growing darkness, even though they’d be
easy to track.
With the crippled wolfdog, they were making
poor time. It was almost completely dark when
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they rounded Copperhead. They had been riding
north-northeasterly for probably an hour and a half,
skirting Coyote Creek. Talbot noticed the clouds
were thinning and moonlight was beginning to peek
through. In the dim light, Talbot could see a sharp
ridge looming ahead. “How are we going to get over
that with this wolf?” he asked Addie.
“We’re not,” she replied. “We’re going around
it, but after we take a break. I’ve got to feed this
pup and check on BC. And rest my butt,” she
emphasized that last statement.
“I was wondering when you were going to call a
halt. I need some coffee,” he chuckled.
After a few minutes she turned to the east on
some obscure trail and flanked the side of the butte.
“There’s a shortcut over that thing, but it’s not safe
in the dark, and it would be really rough on BC.”
“Well, I just want to get off of Partee’s land.
Shooting his animals on his land is going to escalate
this thing to the next level. You realize that, don’t
you?” Talbot stated baldly.
“We’ve been off Partee land since we crossed
the creek. And as far as escalating this thing, you
haven’t seen escalation!” There was real anger in
her voice, so he decided to let it alone.
About ten minutes farther down the trail was a
stand of timber backing up against what, in the
darkness, resembled a huge pile of granite boulders.
Addie thought it looked a little like the place where
they camped last night and said so. “For some reason
last night seems like a long time ago,” she added.
“It was a long time ago,” Talbot stressed.
Addie reined her horse toward the rocks and
dismounted. He followed suit, and they loosened the
saddle rigging to let the horses blow. Talbot set
about making a fire while Addie checked BC and
gave him some pain meds. Then she gathered
supplies to feed the pup.
“BC’s got some lacerations on his side and neck,”
she volunteered. “But compared to everything else
this poor guy’s been through, it’s minor.” She
arranged stones at the edge of the fire and retrieved
a pan to warm water for the pup’s formula.
While waiting for the water to heat, she got a
package out of her saddle bag and handed it to
Talbot.
“Here, feed this to BC,” she
instructed.
“What! Do you actually think he’s going to let me
get close enough to feed him? And frankly I’m not
sure that I want to.”
“Just throw the first couple of pieces to him. He
should come get the rest.”
Talbot laughed. “That’s sorta what I’m afraid
of.”
“You big sissy; just feed him,” she chided.
He unwrapped the package and found several
slabs of dried meat. Talbot was just about positive
she had gotten this from Vicki. He took one of the
slabs and turned to face BC, who was almost
invisible lying up near the rocks about twenty feet
away. He'd angled the half pound slab of meat for BC
to see, which really wasn’t necessary since BC was
intently watching him. Talbot tossed the meat
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toward the animal. It landed within a foot of where
BC lay.
“Good throw,” Addie commented as BC leaned
toward the meat to pick it up.
The wounded boy was hungry and barely
chewed the piece before swallowing it. Talbot
tossed a second piece with about the same result.
“I now see where the term ‘wolfed it down’ came
from,” Talbot chuckled. He tossed another piece,
but this one didn’t land quite as close as the
others. The hungry animal didn’t have any trouble
getting to it. Talbot was about to throw another
slab of venison when Addie interrupted him.
“Hold the next one out and call him,” she
suggested.
Incredulous, he looked at her across the fire
and found her grinning.
“Is this a test?” Talbot asked, not amused.
“No! But if you want him to get used to you….”
“Wait a minute, I grew up with things that
would either stick you, sting you, or bite you. I
don’t need to get to know any of them any better.”
Addie guffawed, BC flinched as did Talbot.
Talbot figured the puppy probably did, too. “Do
you know what some folks would give to spend time
with a wolf or wolfdog like this?” Addie continued.
“I don’t, but I know some crazy jackasses get in
cages and get themselves lowered down in the
ocean with sharks. And some jump off of bridges
with rubber bands tied to their feet. And I also
know I don’t have to do any of that to prove to
myself that I’m still alive. I can do that the old
fashion way: by pinching myself,” he explained
bluntly.
Addie laughed again. “How can somebody that
lives like you do possibly have such an aversion to
an animal that lives in the wilderness with you—a
wilderness, Mr. Talbot, that you are so in tune
with?”
“I know all that I need to know about wolves.
We can peacefully co-exist so long as they stay on
their end of the church pew.”
“Morris Talbot, you are a strange one,” she
shook her head as she turned back to preparing the
formula for the pup. Then Talbot noticed she was
looking past him. “Well, I think he may not have
heard your sermon because he is NOT staying on his
end of the pew.”
Talbot turned slowly. “Damnation,” he said
softly. “That stealthy sucker slipped right up on
me,” he shook his head.
BC had hobbled up to within six or seven feet of
him and was just standing there watching him.
Carefully, Talbot unwrapped another piece of the
meat and tossed it at his feet. BC wolfed it down
then looked back to Talbot with those expressive,
light eyes reflecting the small camp fire. He
unwrapped and tossed yet another piece of venison
to the wounded yet uncomplaining hunter. Then
out of nowhere it struck him that, like BC, his
hunting days would one day, not far down the trail,
be over. It was a sad and sobering realization, yet
the wolfdog and his ancestors did not complain or
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worry. No doubt, Talbot realized their spirit was
different than that of a man, but as certain as the
sun rose in the east and set in the west, the wolf
went about the job God had put him here to do and
he did it without complaint, even while suffering at
the hands of the uncaring, the ruthless, and the evil.
The wolf could not change the path or the task he
was set out to do, but man could change his. He
could be a better steward over those things he could
influence and a better influence over one another.
The wolf and the other animals that we share this
earth with are not our enemy, but many of us treat
them that way.
He unwrapped the last piece of meat and tossed
it to the patiently waiting wolfdog. This one he
easily caught in mid-air. Talbot then wadded and
tossed the small pieces of wax paper the meat had
been wrapped in into the small campfire where it
flared for several moments as it burned.
He was slightly apprehensive since he was out of
meat; the three-legged diner sat still, awaiting
more. Talbot didn’t exactly know how to disengage
from his dinner guest, especially since the guest was
clearly not done. Not knowing what he should do,
Talbot did what an adult would do with a small
child. He turned toward BC and showed him his
empty hands. “OK big boy, that’s it,” he said calmly.
“The cupboard is bare.”
The big wolfdog remained motionless, staring at
him for a few moments; then he turned and went
back to his place by the rocks. Talbot was taken
aback by what he’d just seen and turned to Addie.
“Surely he didn’t understand what I just said,” he
said.
”Yeah, I suspect that he did. As a pet or
companion animal,” she replied, “they often have
selective deafness, or just plain ignore you. People
often mistake that for lack of intelligence or lack of
trainability, neither of which is the case. These guys
are smarter than most dog breeds but are less
trainable. I did not say ‘untrainable’ — just more
difficult to train. In some ways, they can be like a
cat; things tend to be on their own terms, and they
are not out to please you like a dog.
She continued. “It is complex, but that is part of
the domestication process. You have to appeal to
that wolf on a completely different level. There are
some trainers, one specifically named Andrew
Simpson, who have done some amazing things, but it
is based on a bond and on trust—on building a
relationship. Things like treat training don’t typically
work well with these guys. I’m just learning about
this stuff. Early on during my training attempts, I
tried that with absolutely no success. We had a
young male who spent a lot of time in quarantine
because of an injury; he was pretty fragile, so I
thought this guy would make a perfect candidate for
socialization. He was pretty young, and he was
lonely; he hadn’t spent much time with other
canines, so he wasn’t very dog social. Things went
well at first; then he began to mature. I was trying
to manipulate him into doing some things for me
with a fresh venison steak at a time when I knew he
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was hungry. He just looked at me like I’d lost my
mind and walked away.”
Addie paused, reflecting. “He simply wasn’t
food motivated. That is when I learned that you
have to learn to speak their language—really
understand their posturing because that is how
they speak. Learn what to do when they disagree
with something you might be doing. And you have
to understand their relationships with others in
their pack—where they fall within the pack, their
hierarchy.” She paused, realizing how long she’d
been talking. “I’m sorry to bore you with all that,”
she said, a little embarrassed She tried changing
the subject. “Are you about ready for coffee?”
Since they had been in the saddle for so long,
they stood around the camp fire, sipping their
coffee and letting some of the trail weariness drain
away. They snacked on some trail mix and buffalo
jerky Vicki had packed for them. They had both
been silent for awhile, each engaged in his and her
own thoughts.
Occasionally, Talbot would glance toward BC
and always found him calmly watching them.
Talbot found some peace in having him there, as he
was very sure nothing and no one was going to slip
up on them. When Talbot finally moved away from
the fire, BC got up and approached the puppy,
smelling and nuzzling it. The tiny pup responded to
the bigger animal with whines, submissive
crawling, and some tail wagging.
Finally, Talbot broke the silence, and it was
something oddly impulsive for him. He cupped his
hands, tilted back his head, and commenced the
most amazing man-made howl Addie had ever
heard. On the second chord, BC tossed back his
head and joined in, followed by Addie, and finally
the puppy tried to squeak out a howl. BC and the
pup carried on an unusual chorus for several
moments after Talbot and Addie had stopped.
“Wow, I’m impressed,” she said.
He laughed. “I’ve had plenty of time to practice
out here.”
“BC certainly enjoyed that.”
“Either that, or it was so bad he was trying to
drown us out.”
“We accomplished at least two things,” she
began. “We let everybody and everything out there
know where we are,” she gestured to the
landscape, “and we may have warned off any
potential visitors.”
Talbot smiled. “Over any distance, very few
would recognize that as anything other than an
animal. By the way, how far are we from your
place?” he asked, starting to gather their things.
“Once past the butte, we turn just a little west
of north, and we’re maybe three hours away—
maybe a little more; it depends on BC. Maybe we’ll
get there by 3:00 AM,” she estimated.
“How did you learn the lay of this land so well?”
“I figured you would get around to asking that
question,” she replied. “Actually, I was raised near
here. This was my playground and my escape.”
Talbot figured this was a good time to stop

PAGE 38

F L O RI D A LU PI NE NE WS

asking questions. They had rested for almost an
hour, and he was ready to get down the trail. He was
tired, there was no doubt of that, but he was also
keyed-up with the anticipation of having this sortie
finished—not without some possible casualties, but
finished. With that in mind, he carefully put out the
fire and re-cinched Taco while Addie prepared her
horse.
She finally stowed the pup away, mounted the
chestnut gelding, and led off. Talbot fell in behind
her, and as they rode off, he turned to see if BC had
gotten up to follow; without the light of the fire, it
was impossible to see him since his coat reflected no
light.
Past the butte, Addie turned north-northwest and
held a slow but steady pace. The land flattened out
some and opened up with less timber, so the ride
was not a hard one, just a monotonous one that
seemed to drone on and on.
Finally, they saw lights through the spotty stands
of timber; unexpectedly, they rode out onto a rock
road. Addie turned right onto the road, and fifteen
minutes later, they were greeted by growls and
whines and the sound of running feet. At the sound
of her voice, the noise turned into howls.
A light came on in the back of the house; then a
powerful row of lights that illuminated a large stone
patio snapped on. Out rushed a skinny kid, maybe
25, followed by a dark-haired girl probably just out
of her teens. She ran past the guy and burst through
the gate.
“I thought you’d never get here,” she said
breathlessly, hurrying up to the horse.
“What time is it?” Addie asked, getting stiffly
down off her horse. Pulling the bag down off the
saddle horn, she handed it, with the pup safely
tucked inside, to the girl.
“Morris, this is Andrea, and that sleepy one
there is Paul.” It was easy to tell that she was on
home territory as she delegating duties. “Let’s
unsaddle the horses here and put the gear inside.
Paul, when that’s done, show Morris where the
stomp lot is located. If there is any grain, give them
some and hay them well,” she gestured to the tired
horses. Then she turned to Andrea. “You need to get
some good formula in him.”
Talbot unslung the SSG from his back, pulled
the .45-70 out of its scabbard, and handed them to
Paul, but his .45 Colt he stuck in his belt. “Can you
take these inside? They are loaded.”
Paul took them without a word and trundled off
to the house as Talbot commenced the unsaddling
ritual.
Paul returned at about the same leisurely speed
he had left. They left the gear with the girls to carry
in. Paul set off toward the barn, and Talbot took up
the reins of the two horses and followed the semicomatose Paul, hoping he knew where he was going.
The barn was actually several minutes’ walk from
the house, and as they got away from the bright
lights of the patio, he could see the silhouette of the
structure in the moonlight peeking through the
clouds.
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Paul finally turned toward a large corral and
found the gate. After fiddling with the latch for
several moments, he finally managed to get the
gate open.
Talbot led the horses into the lot and tied them
to the pipe fence. While Paul was getting the hay,
he walked the perimeter of the lot and, sure
enough, found an opened gate. Closing the gate,
he headed back to the other end of the lot where
the horses were tied, finding Paul standing
between the horses with no hay.
“There’s something in the barn,” he
announced.
“Well, these horses need hay, so we’d better
see what it is,” Talbot replied, reaching for his
flashlight and drawing his .45 from his belt.
Switching the light on, he headed into the barn.
Sure enough, Paul was right. There was
something in there. He couldn’t see what it was,
as it was hidden from view by the randomly
stacked hay. Talbot moved forward with his light
and pistol ready.
“See anything?” Paul called.
“Not yet; something is behind the hay.”
Suddenly, a big, dark head popped around the
corner of a stack of bales about 20 feet away.
Talbot was relieved in more ways than one. It was
BC.
“BC, what are you doing, big boy?” he called to
the big wolfdog.
“BC?” Paul moved forward to see him.
”I’d be careful, even if you know him. He’s
pretty messed up,” Talbot told him.
BC hobbled from behind the bales but didn’t
come any closer. Paul moved around Talbot and
called to the injured wolfdog.
“BC, come here boy,” Paul made a munching
sound to him. The black animal hobbled forward a
few steps, and then stopped. “Come on boy,” Paul
coaxed gently.
“It’s probably me. He hasn’t warmed up to me
yet; our first meeting didn’t go so well,” Talbot
explained.
“What did you do to him?” Paul’s tone was a
little accusing.
“Tried to save his life…. If you’ll take the light,
I’ll take some hay, and you can bring the grain
when you start to the house with him.”
BC dodged back behind the hay when Talbot
went in search of hay for the horses. Even in the
light of his flashlight, he could tell it was pretty
decent alfalfa hay for lying in the barn all winter.
He broke a bail and pulled off a couple of flats for
the horses, heading for the corral and leaving Paul
with BC.
He heard Paul swear. “What have they done to
you?”
Closing and latching the corral gate, Talbot
then turned the horses loose and threw the hay
into the feeders. They were munching the hay by
the time it hit the ground. Shortly after, Paul
showed up with two feed buckets and hung them
over the fence. Talbot turned to see BC about 20
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feet away. Paul headed back to BC, and they both
started for the house. Talbot gave them a head
start and then followed. Every few steps, BC would
turn to see where Talbot was. Talbot didn’t crowd
them and allowed BC get into the house before he
continued.
From the house, there was an emotional rush of
voices, so Talbot waited for the emotional reunion
to subside before he tapped on the door. Andrea
pushed the door open. “Come on in,” she said with
genuine excitement in her voice. No sooner had he
entered the enclosed outdoor patio than Andrea
threw her arms around him in a bear hug. “Mr.
Talbot, thank you for bringing him back.”
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Talbot was taken aback and really didn’t know
what to say.
“Addie told me what you did. You don’t know
what that means to us, what he means to this
organization, especially since what has happened.”
Tears began to flow, making Talbot decidedly
uncomfortable. He never really figured out what to
do or say around crying women.
“He’s been through a lot, and he’s in pretty
tough shape. He’s going to need a lot of care,” he
managed.
“He will get it. You can be sure,” she sniffled,
smiling with gratitude.

Homemade Dog Treat Recipe: Cheesy Bacon Biscuits
Ingredients:
3/4 cup whole wheat flour
1/2 tsp. baking soda
1/2 tsp. salt
1 stick margarine, softened
2/3 cup brown sugar
1 egg, slightly beaten
1 1/2 tsp. vanilla
1 1/2 cups regular oats, uncooked
1 cup (4 oz.) shredded cheddar cheese
2/3 cup wheat germ
1/2 lb. bacon, cooked crisp, drained, crumbled

Instructions:
1) Combine flour, soda and salt; mix well and
set aside.
2) Cream butter and sugar; beat in egg and
vanilla.
3) Add flour mixture, mixing well.
4) Stir in remaining ingredients.
5) Drop dough by rounded teaspoons onto
ungreased baking sheets.
6) Bake at 350 for 16 minutes.
7) Cool on baking sheet for a minute or so
before removing to cooling rack.
8) Serve when cooled.

The recipe above is one of many from Bullwrinkle.com, an English Bulldog site designed to inform, supply, and entertain;
providing information to promote good health and educate owners, breeders, exhibitors, or just bulldog lovers about unique health
care problems and behaviors. The site is updated weekly so check back often! They are located at www.bullwrinkle.com.
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FLORIDA LUPINE ASSOCIATION, INC.
P.O. Box 142, Crescent City, FL 32112-0142
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MEMBERSHIP APPLICATION
New Membership ______ Renew Membership ______ Date ___________________
Individual* (FL Residents) _____ $25

Individual Affiliate (out of state) _____ $15

Family* (FL Residents) _____ $35

Family Affiliate (out of state) _____ $20

Junior Membership _____ $10

Business Affiliate (out of state) _____ $40

Business Membership _____ $50

Donation Only (no membership) $________

Name:_____________________________________________________________________________
Address:___________________________________________________________________________
___________________________________________________________________________
Phone:________________________________ Email:_____________________________________
*These are the only voting categories.
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