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Three years ago, I was given the most incredible gift. The cutest, little, tiny, black fur
ball. He was a miracle puppy. His mother gave
birth to two females in the litter. Then two days
later this little micro-mini black thing appeared.
What was it? Momma had given birth to a little
black phase male. Two days later? He was so
tiny and it was such a shock to everyone.
Would he survive? Immediately, his breeder
scooped him up and into the house he went.
With lots of love, bottle feeding, and around-the
-clock care, he made it!
The day finally came when I was going to
meet him. I couldn’t wait. I had the blankets,
water, food, and toys ready. I didn’t want to be
late in picking him up, so I left an hour early to
go to the airport to pick him up. The anticipation of his arrival had me on cloud nine! WOW!
The miracle puppy would soon be in my loving
arms.
The attendant informed me that the plane
had arrived and they would be unloading soon!
OMG…it wouldn’t be long before I got to hold
my bundle of joy. I saw the trailer pulling up
with a crate. Peering closer, I could make out a
precious little black face looking out of the
crate door. It was him!
Once we arrived home, the excitement of
everyone (two-legged and four-legged) was just
amazing! Howling hellos came from a distance

Rowdy &
His Sister

and family members were wanting to cuddle
the little bundle.
After adjusting to his new home, it was
leash-training time. Now we all know that’s
never fun the first time. But there we went!
What? No stopping or pulling? This little guy
just walked right beside me! No! Can’t be!
Maybe it was just a lucky day. Another leash
training session: He walked beside me with no
pulling, stopping, or tugging. He just walked
beside me! Stopped when I stopped! This
couldn’t be. He was a natural!
Weeks later friends, neighbors and other
family members came to meet him. Scared?
Not in the least! He couldn’t get to people fast
enough for the scratches and belly rubs. It didn’t matter if they were tall, short, young, or old.
People were going to give him love and belly
rubs and that’s all he cared about.
Puppy shots were now due and it was vet
time. In the car we went. Introductions were
made to the veterinary clerical support and people in the waiting room. Wiggle, wiggle, and
wiggle! Oh my goodness more people to pet
and rub my belly! Needless to say, our first visit
went GREAT!
I had two fantastic ambassadors already,
and I thought, “I’m going to get another one
with this guy.” To have three ambassadors that
knew no strangers was a dream come true. With
Rowdy, there just seems to be something a little
extra special.
Still growing like a weed, it was time to get
him outside on a regular basis and meet all the
people and see all the different environments
we could. We walked around neighborhoods,
seeing people mowing lawns, dogs running
free, cars driving around, and kids rushing up to
him. Scared? Nope, not yet! Just as solid as
ever with his confidence and loving personality.
All this time he had been interacting with
the pack through the fence. He would get so
excited to see them, giving kisses through the
fence and occasionally peeing in submission.
The pack was getting really excited and could
not wait to play with him. The day came to
really introduce him—not just through the
fence, but to go in with them. Inside, everyone
ran up to sniff and mouth his neck and face.
(Continued on page 6)
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Florida Lupine Association

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.

A Federal Non-Profit Organization
EIN: 59-3586075
Dedicated to Being Florida’s
Responsible Voice for Wolfdogs

Letters, Advertisements & Pictures
should be sent to
Kim Miles, Editor
9525 Jamaica Drive
Cutler Bay, FL 33189
E-Mail: editor@floridalupine.org
All submissions will become property of
Florida Lupine unless accompanied by a SASE.

Dues, Donations, & Questions
about FLA should be sent to
Florida Lupine Association, Inc.
P.O. Box 142
Crescent City, FL 32112-0142
E-Mail: info@floridalupine.org
If sending snail mail,
please allow 2-3 weeks for a reply.

All original art, photos, drawings, articles and other material
within this newsletter are Copyright © and are the property of
FLA, Inc., except where otherwise indicated and credited.

ADVERTISEMENT INFORMATION
1/8 Page: $5.00
1/2 Page: $20.00

1/4 Page: $10.00
Full Page: $50.00

No Breeder Advertisements Allowed;
Kennels May be Advertised
(All submissions will become property of
FLA unless accompanied by a SASE)

Deadlines for Submission:
Spring NL: March 15
Summer NL: June 15

Fall NL: Sept. 15
Winter NL: Dec. 15
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FLA Acknowledgements
Special thanks to those who provided donations or
contributed their services to FLA this quarter:
●
●

●
●

To Kent Ferrell for his wonderful novella “Ain’t Easy Being
Wolf”; the rest of the story will be featured on our website.
To those who helped with the article about Suzanne Smith:
Mike Esinefeld for his research; Ann Dresselhaus for her
pictures; Kat Mills, Pam Thompson, Christine Burkett, Greg
Largent, and Rose Pospisol for sharing their experiences with
and knowledge of Suzanne and her contributions to the wolfdog
community.
To those who sent me photos of the 2012 FLA Rendezvous for
use in the FLA Rendezvous insert: Gary Borland, Randy and
Joyce Pejakovich, Jimmy Mantell, Kent Ferrell, and all others.
To the many businesses and people who contributed to the
2012 FLA Rendezvous: Bookwise Publishing for their books and
other useful materials; Derrik Thompson for the gorgeous cross
he designed and created; Ronnie Thompson, Lupine Collars, and
Richard Vickers for their leash/collar sets; Fluff & Tuff for their
plush squeaky dog toys; Gerard Hildebrand for cooking
Saturday; and the numerous other people who contributed
items to the auction and time at the rendezvous. Thank you!

Florida Lupine Association
Directors & Officers
Jody Haynes, President
Kim Miles, Vice President & Editor
Pam Thompson, Corresponding Secretary
Holly Torres, Membership Coordinator
Andrea Bannon, Treasurer
Steve Torres
Jerry Mills

Letters, ads, and articles may not reflect the views of FLA.
We welcome all comments, ads, and articles but require that
they are signed and include a phone number and address. FLA
and the Editor reserve the right to edit any material submitted
for publication in the Florida Lupine News Newsletter.
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From the Desk of the President
By Jody Haynes
In my last column, I mentioned that the board had voted to
open up two more director positions. These new positions were
filled at this year’s rendezvous by Steve Torres and Jerry Mills.
Thank you both for your willingness to contribute to FLA as
directors of the organization!
Speaking of this year’s rendezvous, it was one of our most
successful ever. We had one of our best auctions we have ever
had, and we had a wonderful speaker. Lindsay Mehrkam,
graduate student in the University of Florida’s Canine
Cognition Lab, talked to us about her thesis research aimed at
determining if human interaction, itself, is a reward to wolves
and wolfdogs in sanctuaries. Lindsay had conducted parts of her
research at some of FLA members’ sanctuaries (Full Moon
Farm, Nite Howls, Shy Wolf, etc.), so for them it was also a
reunion of sorts.

Following the rendezvous, the FLA board voted to support
Lindsay financially with a $350 grant to help defray the
expenses of her attending a major interdisciplinary conference
later this month as part of a symposium being put on by the
Society for Science, Literature and the Arts in Milwaukee,
Wisconsin, where she will present the results of her research.
Be looking for the information that she intends to present at the
conference symposium on the FLA website!
The FLA board is also in the middle of discussions to
create various committees where FLA members will be able to
get more involved in the organization. After all, no organization
is anything without its members! If anyone is interested in
being on one of these committees or has any ideas for
improving the organization, please contact me at
president@floridalupine.org.

From the Desk of the Membership Coordinator
By Holly Yager Torres
First, I hope no one got too much
damage from TS Isaac. We got some
bands of rain and some winds, but nothing major. Kasa and Blue did not know
what to think since they have never been
in a tropical storm, but they did fine, staying up under me, but that is pretty much
the norm around here.
I hope everyone is working on getting new members for the membership
drive. You have until December to get
these folks signed up. The member with
the most new recruits will have next
year’s dues waived. This drive is open to
ALL members.

Remember, you can talk to your local
vets and animal clinics about signing up
as a business account. If you have a special pet store you take your dogs to, talk
to them—especially the “mom and pop”
stores and especially if they sell items that
are suited for our “special” kids, such as
natural and holistic foods, treats and virtually indestructible toys. Word of mouth is
the best advertising and networking tool.
It has been a busy year for us since
the FLA rendezvous; I have been getting
ready for my internship for college and
then graduating in December. In addition,

Steve and I had our wedding ceremony on
July 21, 2012. Other than a rain delay of
about 30 minutes, everything was great.
My uncle, Thomas McCarthy, gave me
away, and Blue escorted me to the gazebo
where Steve and Kasa were waiting patiently for us. How many people have
weddings with their animals? There were
approximately 60 guests, and Kasa and
Blue behaved wonderfully.
Thank you for the support you give
FLA and I look forward to see everyone,
old and new faces, at the 2013 FLA Rendezvous.

Congratulations, Steve & Holly!
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From the Desk of the Treasurer
By Andrea Bannon
We had a large attendance at our 2012 rendezvous; it
was good seeing so many members (new and old) attend.
The animals were all well-behaved and gorgeous, as
usual. The food was also great, and I want to thank
everyone who brought food and desert dishes for the
potluck dinner on Saturday. I think we all had a good time.
As always, Parramore’s Campground was very
accepting of both our members and our animals. Though
we had a few non-members from the campground attend
on Saturday afternoon, it might be a good idea to find a
way to welcome all of the people in the campground into
our group for the whole day Saturday: for the auction, dog
show, and presentation.
I want to extend a special thank you to Jill, Holly, and
Pam for helping me with registration, sales, collecting
dues, and taking lunch orders, etc. (See the Rendezvous
Income and Expense table at right.)
At the time of writing this article, FLA has a bank
balance of $2,190.65, there is $20.58 in our Paypal
account, and $5.70 in petty cash.
I hope you all have a good year, and I hope to see
everyone at our next annual rendezvous.

From the Desk of the
Secretary
By Pam Thompson
I would like to welcome Steve Torres and Jerry
Mills to the FLA board. I would also like to thank all of
the people who have volunteered to work at the
rendezvous and in other capacities in order to make
FLA even better.
This year’s rendezvous was a great success. I
would like to thank Lindsay Mehrkam for her
presentation. It was both interesting and informative,
and I think everyone enjoyed it. This year we had quite
a few new members and a good number of old
members present. Prior to the rendezvous, there
were also a few requests from non-members interested
in coming, but they were unable to get private
accommodations. We also had members scheduled
to attend that were unable to be there due to illness or
emergencies. We missed you and hope everyone is
feeling better. We still had a large turn out, and we look
forward to an even bigger turn out next year.
During the last quarter, a number of people wrote
FLA relating to wolfdogs. One inquiry made it clear that
there are still those with the preconceived idea that
wolfdogs are dangerous and/or incapable of being
trained. If these people had come to the rendezvous,
I’m pretty sure they would have changed their minds.
Those with animals at this year’s event did an excellent
job in showing what wolfdogs can be.

FLA 2012 Rendezvous
Income & Expense Record
Auction proceeds
Contributions
Dues
Dog Show Entry
Lunches
T-shirts
CD (10 years of FLA)
Living with WD
Wrist Bands
Raffle Tickets (Paid out $80.00)

1,018.00
79.10
645.00
15.00
124.02
265.00
10.00
32.00
55.00
160.00

Total taken in

2,403.12

Paid out

572.62

Net deposit

1,830.50

Quality FLA T-Shirts!
Unisex 100% Cotton; Ladies 50/50% Cotton/Spandex
Price: $15 (+ $3 Shipping)
Adult Sizes: SM, MD, LG, XL, XXL
Colors: Beige, Blue, Green, Peach, Gray, White, etc.

Soon, we will be able to sell the T-shirts online; but for
now, contact FLA via email to place
your order. E-mail

T-Shirts!
FRON
T
BACK
OF T-S
HIRT

us at
info@floridalupine.org.
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Animal Drug Shortage Information
Press Release: The Food & Drug Administration (FDA)

This article contains up-to-date information on potential,
current, and resolved shortages of animal drugs. It also includes
links to information on human drug shortages that may impact
veterinary practice.
A drug shortage may involve either an actual or a potential
shortage of a drug product. When drug shortages involve medically necessary veterinary products, it is FDA’s policy to help
prevent or alleviate them. FDA works with drug manufacturers
in the U.S. and, when necessary, other countries, to find ways to
resolve shortages of medically necessary veterinary products.
FDA does not have the authority to require a company to make
any product, even if it is medically necessary.
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Speeding up animal drug review and approval process;
Exercising enforcement discretion (certain situations
when FDA decides not to strictly enforce requirements
found in the Federal Food, Drug, and Cosmetic Act).

What Causes Animal Drug Shortages?
Many reasons exist for animal drug shortages; some are
 Unavailable raw materials
 Unavailable packaging materials
 Marketing decisions by manufacturers

What Veterinarians Can Do During Animal Drug Shortages
The American Society of Health Systems Pharmacists (ASHP)
has a helpful article (“ASHP Guideline on Managing Drug
Shortages”) located at www.ashp.org/DocLibrary/Policy/
DrugShortages/ASHP_shortage_guide09.pdf. This article describes factors causing drug shortages and ways veterinarians
What Is a Medically Necessary Veterinary Product?
A Medically Necessary Veterinary Product (MNVP) is a prod- can manage their drug inventory so they’re prepared for drug
shortages.
uct that is




Used to treat/prevent a serious animal disease/condition, or
Is needed to assure the availability of safe food products of
animal origin, and
 No other available source of that product or adequate alternative drug substitutes exist.
Owner inconvenience and non-therapeutic uses are inappropriate
reasons for classifying a product as an MNVP.
CVM’s Roles during an Animal Drug Shortage
CVM’s roles in managing animal drug shortages include
 Reviewing all animal drug shortage reports to determine if a
shortage truly exists.
 Determining if the shortage involves a Medically Necessary
Veterinary Product (MNVP).
 Creating an action plan to prevent or alleviate an animal
drug shortage. The action plan may include the following:
 Holding discussions with drug manufacturers and others
in the animal health industry;

CVM Updates About Animal Drug Shortages
● Vetsulin—used to treat diabetes in dogs and cats.
● Iron Dextran—for the prevention and treatment of iron deficiency anemia in baby pigs.
● Immiticide—used to treat heartworm infection in dogs.
Helpful Links
You may also find the following links about shortages of veterinary biologics helpful.
● U.S. Department of Agriculture (USDA) Center for Veterinary Biologics, which is located at www.aphis.usda.gov/
animal_health/vet_biologics/. The USDA Center for Veterinary Biologics regulates veterinary biologics, such as vaccines, bacterins, antisera, diagnostic kits, and other products
of biological origin, to ensure their safety and effectiveness.
● Center for Veterinary Biologics Contact Information,
which is located at http://www.aphis.usda.gov/animal_
health/vet_biologics/vb_contact.shtml.

FDA Announces Availability of a Limited Supply of Immiticide
Press Release: The Food & Drug Administration (FDA)
Heartworm Drug Would only Be for Dogs in
Urgent Need of Treatment
The Food and Drug Administration (FDA) announced today a plan to address concerns regarding the supply of Merial’s
Immiticide (melarsomine dihydrochloride), a product used to
treat heartworm infection in dogs. FDA is allowing Merial to
import limited quantities of Immiticide from their European
supplier, which is the approved source of the product for international markets. The measure is temporary, while Merial
works out technical issues in the plant where Immiticide is
manufactured for use in the U.S.
The European supplier has a limited amount of Immiticide
available for importation – a quantity that will only satisfy a
fraction of U.S. demand. As a result, veterinarians are being

asked for their cooperation to conserve this limited supply by
using it only for dogs in most urgent need of treatment.
The product will only be available directly from Merial
through a restricted distribution program and will not be available through Merial’s distributors or for purchase to stock clinic
inventory. In addition, the packaging of the imported product is
in a format intended for other countries and does not meet U.S.
regulatory requirements. Therefore, Merial will provide a copy
of the U.S. Immiticide Package Insert with each shipment and
asks that veterinarians follow the prescribing information it provides.
Additional details on Merial’s temporary measure to import
Immiticide can be found in their Dear Doctor letter to veterinarians. For questions on how to obtain Immiticide, please contact
Merial Customer Care at 1-888-MERIAL-1.
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Rowdy & Kenai
(Continued from page 1)

One of the pack members wanted to mother him—and it wasn’t
a female. It was my male Kenai. He just wanted to protect Rowdy from everyone and keep this little black bundle of fur all to
himself. Needless to say that was the day the bond formed between Rowdy and Kenai. Months went by and Rowdy was soon
big enough to stay inside the containment with everyone. That’s
when you would never see Kenai without Rowdy or Rowdy
without Kenai. They were like two peas in a pod.
By now everybody knew who Rowdy was and always
wanted to come visit. They wanted to visit with the big black
wolfdog that was so friendly. “Can you bring him out so we can
pet him?” “Can I walk him around?” “My grandmother loves
wolves; can I bring her out?” “I have a granddaughter who
wants to be a vet; can she come out here to see him?”
I understood why so many people wanted to meet or continue to visit Rowdy. He was just a love! When I walked out the
door, he would stand at his enormous height with his paws on
the fence just waiting for you to come over and say, “Hello.” He
never failed to put a smile on anyone’s face!
You know, I can give him a large raw piece of meat or
chicken, and if he thinks he might get more love and belly
scratches, he will walk away from the meat and come over to
me, doing the slide, roll over on his back for those extra belly
rubs. None of my animals—no matter how sweet and loving
they are—will walk away from their meat for the possibility of
getting belly rubs. Rowdy, on the other hand, will leave his anytime to get that extra belly scratch.
Rowdy was getting a little older now, and it was about time
for the dreaded neutering. We went into the vet’s office and the
waiting area was full of dogs: little dogs and a couple of larger
dogs. Of course he got all the attention. People wanted to know
what kind of dog he was, and some even asked if he is a wolf.
All the time, he just laid down in front of me, calm and patient.
His turn came, and after I took him in, I was told I needed
to come back later to pick him up. When I returned, the vet and
the assistants raved about how big a love bug he was. They said
once he woke up, he just wanted belly rubs. When they had to
put him into the crate, he just walked right in. They said he was
absolutely wonderful and just a true, well-behaved teddy bear.
“YES!” I was glowing and grinning from ear to ear! I was so
proud of my boy!
Since we don’t get any snow and it was winter, I thought I
would take Rowdy to the snow. So I headed up to the hills. Lo
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and behold, I picked an area that was busy with kids on snowboards and sleds, adults walking with their skis, and kids yelling
and throwing snowballs. I wasn’t really sure if he was going to
be as good as he usually was. Well, I shouldn’t have doubted; he
was! He absolutely loved the snow and all the people. He
checked out everything he could and, of course, every person he
saw he wanted to head over to them to get pets and scratches. So
when people asked if they could pet him, he was in heaven. He
would walk up to them, sit in front of them, and as soon as they
started petting him, the roll began. If people were going to pet
him, then he definitely wanted the belly scratched. No, I didn’t
teach him to sit and behave with strangers. It was automatic.
I’ve never had to do any training with him, at all. It has all come
natural. I know! It doesn’t seem possible, but I have proof it is!
In 2011, I was diagnosed with breast cancer. It was going to
be a long haul. I knew with all the treatments that I might not be
able to get outside and take care of the animals. So a dear friend
became my caretaker. For one year, there were so many days

Rowdy Playing in the Snow
that I was unable to go outside. Going through surgeries and
heavy chemo treatments continued to drop my white and red
blood count—which would wipe out my strength. Even the
blood transfusions were still not enough to give me the strength
I needed. When I could, I would look from the windows out into
the containment areas or sit in a chair on the patio and talk with
them. But it wasn’t the same. I didn’t get the interaction I was so
used to every day. I began to think that they would not have the
same love for me as we had shared prior to my cancer treatments. On my good days, I was able to have someone bring
them up to me for pets and loving. Unfortunately, I have a couple that get a little excited and want to jump on me, so I had to
be very careful not to get scratched because my body didn’t have
the strength to fight off any infections, etc. When it came for
Rowdy to come visit me, he was so gentle and calm. He never
got too excited, and he moved very calmly and easily around
me. He would lie next to me as if he knew there was something
wrong.
After a year and still on this journey, I have begun to get my
strength back and interact more with my animals—animals I
thought would have forgotten how much I loved them. That did
not happen, though. When Rowdy realized I had much of my
strength back and could interact like normal, his eyes lit up and
not only was his tail wagging, but his whole body wiggled. He
had a smile on his face that said everything. I knew then that he
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Rowdy in the
Snow
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the room and brought back her cell phone and asked to get her
picture taken with him! She loved him!
I had to take him back for a recheck in two weeks. Now that
he had done such an amazing job that once, I didn’t expect to see
a repeat. Shortly after we were called into the room, the same vet
entered and said “Hello” to him, giving him loving pats on the
head as he stood in front of her. We discussed how Rowdy had
been doing, and as soon as she sat down in her chair, he leaned
forward and rested his head in her lap, waiting to be checked.
Ok, I know I’ve seen this happen before, but I just did not believe what I was seeing—again! I let go of the leash because this
time I was going to get pictures with my cell phone, and
Rowdy at
I was going to show someone
the Vet’s
what happened during his
visit to the vet. She picked up
his head and held it with one
hand while she began to
check out his eye. Then she
let go of his head and used
both hands to look in his eye.
Unbelievable! He stood in
front of her chair, letting her
do everything she did last
time to him! I snapped pictures with my cell phone. HE
DID IT AGAIN! What an
amazing event, showing his
trust for the vet, knowing she
was there to take care of him,
and never moving an inch. He calmly allowed her to do everything she needed to do. Probing in his eye? Allowing all this to
happen? Remarkable!
Rowdy is such a remarkable being! He doesn’t ask for anything in return. His love and our bond are unconditional. The
thing Rowdy loves the most is life itself—as long as it has people in it. I am so blessed to have him in my life. There are not
enough ways or words to say “THANK YOU” to Jerry and Donna Mills for such a precious gift. Rowdy is an amazing animal
who has touched so many hearts! Mine especially!

loved me and had not forgotten me or my love for him.
Gosh I can’t believe it’s been three years. He still never
ceases to amaze me. Recently, I noticed his second eyelid (the
nictitating membrane) was covering a portion of his eye. That
was not a good sign. So I immediately called the vet and got an
appointment for the same day. I put him in the back seat of a
small car and rolled the windows partially down. We finally arrived at the vet’s office, and although there were lots of people
and animals in the waiting room, he walked in and began wagging his tail in the hope that someone would come up to him to
pet him or scratch his belly. Everyone was looking but no one
was quite brave enough to walk over to him. He gave me a look
of disappointment and then lay down in front of me. Soon our
name was called and into the room we went.
The vet came into the room and we had never met her before. (My vet’s office has a lot of vets working there.) She and I
discussed what was going on with his eye, and soon it was time
for her to start checking out Rowdy’s eye. The most shocking
thing then happened, and I was simply stunned. Actually, I was
floored! She was sitting in her chair, and when she was ready to
examine him, all of a sudden he walked right up to her, sat in
front of her, and placed his head in her lap. She began to look
into his eye, probing around. Then, she got up to get a
tool because she wanted to move that second eyelid to
see if something might be lodged in his eye. She came
back, sitting down in her chair. Once again, he placed
his head in her lap; this time the vet began probing
around in his eye with the tool.
At this point, my mouth was dropping open because I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. “NOBODY
is going to believe this!” I thought. Thank goodness I
had someone with me to witness this. The vet was in
just as much shock as I was. I knew he was a good boy,
but never in a million years did I expect to see this.
Holy Cow!!!! She was probing in his eye (with a tool!)
and he was allowing it to happen. The vet couldn’t believe how well-behaved he was or how trusting he was!
Here he was, getting his eye probed with this stick-type
tool and letting her shine lights into his eyes. She had
never worked on a high-content wolfdog before, so she
really wasn’t sure what to expect. She NEVER expected this. She was so amazed and impressed that she
My Rowdy
asked to take a photo with him. Yeah! She went out of
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Goodbye to One of the Most Instrumental People in the
Wolf & Wolfdog Community: Suzanne Smith (1938-2012)
Editor’s Note: Suzanne Smith was one of the most interesting and polarizing individuals in the wolf and wolfdog community for
decades. Suzanne not only proved invaluable in verifying lineage information of the numerous captive wolves and wolfdogs in America, but she was also instrumental in educational efforts and rabies vaccine approval attempts, as well. She dedicated years of her life
to the Iowolfer Association, created in 1979. The goals of Iowolfer were to “encourage the selective breeding of wolfdogs for desirable traits; discourage inferior breeding; promote the sale of the progeny only to fully-screened, well-instructed people; confront and
rebut adversaries in an objective fashion; and work with the Department of Natural Resources, Department of Agriculture, and Department of Interior to obtain good legislation concerning the breeding of wolfdog stock and possession of pure-bred wolf gene
pools.” To this end, Iowolfer became a nationally recognized wolfdog organization that focused on both educational and registry
issues for captive wolves and wolfdogs.
While tracking lineages was Suzanne’s forte, she was more than just an encyclopedia of wolf and wolfdog lineage information.
She also worked tirelessly in and with various other organizations to help wolfdog owners. Suzanne sat on the board of both Iowolfer
and the National Wolfdog Alliance (2000). She also networked closely with other educational wolfdog registries: the United States
American Wolf Dog Association (USAWA), created in 1986; the National Wolf Hybrid Association (NWHA), created in 1991; and
Lupine AWAREness, created in the late 1990s. In addition, Suzanne shared her knowledge and resources with other wolfdog organizations that were created in the 1990s with the sole focus of obtaining rabies vaccine approval on a federal level: the Rabies-Vaccine
Approval Finding Team (RAFT) and the Wolf Dog Coalition. She also assisted many of the leaders in the educational organization
Florida Lupine Association, created in 1998. Suzanne was an indispensable part of the wolf and wolfdog community for decades. I
can’t think of another individual who put as much time (and blood, sweat, and tears) into the wolfdog community as Suzanne. While
many others came and went over the years, Suzanne was a mainstay. Even when her health declined and she could no longer offer
her services as publicly or as fully as she had previously, she was still available for calls to verify lineage information. Her death on
May 1, 2012, was not just a loss to her family, but also to all of us in the wolfdog community. Requiescat in pace, Suzanne!

GREG LARGENT — Director, Iowolfer
I first heard of Suzanne Smith from a local couple in northern Illinois who were the local chapter president and vice president of a group called the Iowolfer Association, Inc. Suzanne
was the secretary-treasurer of that organization and lived in eastern Iowa. I called her with many questions as my then wife and I
had purchased a wolfdog and wanted more information about the
organization and some educational materials.
That phone call was in the spring of 1985, and it began a
long-term friendship with Suzanne. It didn’t take long for Suzanne to invite me and my wife to her home to see her facility
and learn more about this Iowa group of wolf and wolfdog people. We were welcomed with open arms.
A little biographical information on Suzanne: When I met
her, the yearly membership meetings and rendezvous for Iowolfer were held near her home in Iowa. She was very active in the
organization. Suzanne had a vast network of leaders of other such
organizations, publications, friends and enthusiasts that she drew
upon for information and Association Registration Committee
lineage updates and breeder information for her own breeding
and for the Association Registry—folks like Gordon and Mildred
Smith, O.J. Volkman and his wife Jan, Rick Halverson, Rose
Popisil, Vickie Poe, Earl and Dixie Blakley, Fred and Mollie
Peterson, John Basile, Deb Hensyel, Jim and Nancy Kelham,
Pete Porter, Rick and Bonnie Rashleigh, Art Kozlik, Mace
Loftus, Martin McCauley, Rita Sickels, Monty Sloan, John Davis, Dottie Pendergrast and Rudelhaus Enterprises Publishing—
and the list goes on and on…
Suzanne was elected as president of Iowolfer in the late
1980s and took the reins with her “get it done” attitude not only
to revitalize the association but also to network with leaders of
other organizations in a common goal to develop breed standards
that all organizations could and would accept in their goal of
producing a stable, “genetically engineered” wolfdog.

The “Wolf Hybrid Legislation Workshop” was held in June
of 1990 at Wolf Park with Dr. Klinghammer (Director of Wolf
Park) as the organizer, host, and sponsor. The workshop was held
to address the problems posed by private ownership of wolf x dog
crosses, as well as pet wolves in private hands. Suzanne and I,
along with 27 other owners, scientists and enthusiasts, attended
the workshop. It was Suzanne’s hope and dream that basic, minimal standards could be formulated to address the safe, responsible
keeping of the animals she loved so dearly. Sadly, the recommendations of that workshop fell upon deaf ears both with the members of the wolfdog community and the legislators that were considering Michigan HB 5285.
Suzanne enlisted her two grandchildren, Matt and April, to
assist her in making and publishing the Call of the Wolf newsletter
for Iowolfer. Suzanne spent countless hours on the telephone:
researching lineages; returning the weekly calls from people
wanting to get rid of their animals and needing rescue information; working with the other organizations, Iowolfer members

Suzanne Smith’s Kennels
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and anyone else that needed information or a kind word. And she
did all of this at her own expense so as not to deplete Iowolfer’s
funds (remember, this was a time before national calling was a
free option). Suzanne had more information in her head about
what animal begot another than anyone I have ever spoken to.
Breeder information and correct, accurate lineage information
was a passion for her—and one she shared with any who wanted
her help.
Suzanne accomplished all of her professional wolf and wolfdog passions while also raising her own brood of children, loving
and caring for her husband, Butch, and tending to her own kennel
facility, which housed many wolves, “98 %ers”, and other content animals, including her poodle, Mickey. She owned many
Arctic animals, working with several other breeders that owned
and maintained lines of Arctic wolves and trying to breed out the
jaw malocclusions they suffered from.
It was and is a pleasure for me to have known Suzanne
Smith—and to have been allowed to spend the HUGE amount of
hours at her dining room table, talking about various wolf or
wolfdog issues and interacting with her family. Suzanne was one
of those breeders and owners who did it the right way; she truly
cared for and about her animals.
While in the last several years of her life, she was too ill to
personally care for her animals and too proud to ask others for
assistance, her animals did not get the high standard of care that
she had personally given to them over the many years. “Granny
babes,” as we called her, always had hotdogs for her pack when
she interacted with them, cleaning and feeding them in their pens
and letting them run individually in the large enclosure built just
for that purpose. Suzanne was a tireless champion for responsible
ownership. She touched the lives of many humans and enriched
the lives of countless animals. Suzanne Smith will be missed.

KAT MILLS — Director, National Wolfdog Alliance
Suzanne Smith was a friend of mine. I do not say this lightly,
now, in this world of internet immediacy and Facebook “Friends’
Lists.” I say this with slow, considered honor.
Early on in my experiences with wolfdogs, in 2000, I purchased Ahanu, my first high content wolfdog. Although I was
raised with animals, including dogs, and had been living with
wolfdogs for the past 13 years, I don’t think I was quite ready for
my first high content wolfdog—and Ahanu was quite a handful.
At the time, the “Old Timers”—those with genuine experience with companion wolves and wolfdogs—were reticent to
share their experiences with the rash of newbies, like myself. It
was, perhaps, viewed as unwise, especially considering some of
the things which were being suggested as “factual” information
about wolfdog behavior, the rampant misrepresentation going on,
and some of the downright dangerous behavioral “advice” that
was touted as necessary, such as “Alpha Rolling.”
I had asked a question on an e-mail group and was getting a
considerable amount of controversial and contradictory suggestions on how I should deal with the issue I was having. Ahanu
was young; we had a great bond, and he was well-socialized, but
he was a LARGE boy, and he was my first. I was so worried
about making a mistake in his raising.
Suzanne privately suggested a telephone call. She was generous with her time, her knowledge, her patience and experience.
Suzanne walked me through behaviors that no one else was willing to address—and she did so in a kind manner that showed just
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how much compassion she had for these animals.
This was the beginning of a 12-year relationship marked by
admiration, respect, mentorship, and knowledge. She shared with
me her delight in her own wolfdogs: how she had worked so hard
to earn their trust, how she had spent so much time socializing
them to new experiences, how she had worked through some of
the behavioral passages of maturation, etc.
Over the years, we discussed containment issues, training
issues, socialization issues, and often just shared the stories that
make living with wolfdogs such a soul-changing experience. We
eventually shared the honor of being board members together for
the National Wolfdog Alliance, where we worked hard to assemble various online resources, which were made available to the
general public for free. It was important to Suzanne that education and knowledge be available to ANYONE who needed it—
not kept private and not sold.
I will miss her kind guidance, advice, and willingness to
share. I know her wolfdogs will miss her company, her love, and
her daily little rituals of care. Suzanne Smith taught me the most
important lesson to know when learning to live with wolfdogs:
Love Is All. I will never forget her.

CHRISTINE BURKETT — Director, USAWA
Just to let ya’ll know a little about Russell and me, we had
both been raised around wildlife. We had raised bobcats, deer,
‘coons, etc. We weren’t strangers to wild animals.
Around 1983, someone abandoned a wolfdog in our area,
and she took up at our house. At that time, neither I nor Russell
had ever heard of a wolfdog (or as they were called back in the
day, “a wolf hybrid”), but this was what my vet identified her as
being. We fell in love with her, but we had two small children
and a whole bunch of cats, dogs, and chickens. She didn’t really
do well with the other animals, and we became concerned about
the children since we knew not one thing about wolves or wolfdogs; as a result, we placed her in a home where there were no
other animals or children.
Around 1990, Russell and I acquired a “wolf hybrid.” Shortly afterward, we got a pair of British Columbian wolves. I had
been told Suzanne had Arctics, and I was intrigued. They were
beautiful, and I wanted one from everything I had read about
them and heard about their temperaments.
I called her and told her I was looking for an Arctic. She told
me she had no idea where such an animal could be found. She
didn’t know anyone who bred pure anything. We talked and she
did figure out I wasn’t a pure idiot, but she still wouldn’t agree to
help me get an Arctic pup.
Within a few months of that phone call, I found our Akiah.
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She was a pure Arctic and could be traced back directly to Mountain and Sheena. After that, Suz and I got to be close friends. She
realized I did know what I was doing, and we started discussing
other breeders and lines in the country. Lordy, I wish I could
know what that lady knew about the breeders and the wolves and
wolfdogs in this country. It is such a shame so many thing about
the wolf and wolfdog world were lost when she died.
She was a jewel in the wolf and wolfdog world. She had so
much knowledge. I told her once she was considered a “bitch” by
many. She said that was fine; at least she was an “Honest Bitch”.
She was proud of that. I never knew of her lying about anything. If she told you something, you could bank on it being the
truth. We lost so much when she died. I miss her so much and I
still love her.
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fy. The person who had bred One of Suzanne’s Wolves
her sire told me I needed to
call Suzanne. So, once again I
called Suzanne. Sure enough,
she was able to tell me what I
needed to know.
Suzanne became more
than just a source of information, though. Over the
years, she became a friend.
She would often call just to
visit or to forewarn me about
something she felt I needed to
know. I miss those chats, and I
miss her.

PAM THOMPSON — Director, FLA & Lupine Legacy
If you needed to verify a pedigree, you needed to ask Suzanne Smith. She maintained records for Iowolfer, and once
NWHA ceased, she maintained those records as well.
Some years ago I bought a female that I eventually intended
to breed. I had watched pups out of her sire and dam for several
years and was more than pleased with their personality. But at the
time, that was not considered enough. You also needed to know
the pedigree. So, I started digging. I would get a name or a tidbit
of information from one person or another until I was finally able
to find the person that originally owned Kiza’s mom and who
could tell me who had owned her dad.
Once I got all the information together, I called Suzanne to
verify what I had found. I had a USDA number for Kiza’s mom
and NWHA registration numbers for the sire’s grandparents. The
previous owner also mentioned that when two of the sire’s grandparents were first registered, the owners thought that they could
not legally own a wolfdog over 92%. When they found out you
could own up to 98%, they wrote a letter to NWHA and tried to
raise the percentage on the registration. I knew NWHA was no
longer in business, and that is when Suzanne told me she had a
lot, if not all, of their records.
When Suzanne checked what I found against her records, she
was able to verify the pedigree for me. She even found the letter
from the owners, asking that NWHA raise the percentages.
Later, I bought a male to go with Kiza. This time, checking
the pedigree was much easier. I only had one animal to veri-

One of Suzanne’s Arctic Wolves

ROSE POSPISOL —
Director, Lupine AWAREness
I recently learned one of the most influential persons in the
wolfdog community passed away. Suzanne Smith was one of the
founders of Iowolfer, an organization dedicated to educating owners and the general public on wolfdogs and captive bred wolves.
Suzanne also did extensive research on the Gordan Smith line of
wolfdogs and helped those owners, including myself, find the true
percentages of our animals.
I remember the first time I spoke with her. After joining
USAWA, I realized my animals had to be a lower percentage than
what I had been told by the breeder. Vicki Poe, currently from
Lupine AWAREness, had helped me with most of my bloodline,
but one GKS animal’s bloodline eluded us, so I called Suzanne. I
gave her the names of my female’s parents and breeders, and she
started throwing out names and percentages out of the air. It was
amazing the knowledge and memory of bloodlines she possessed.
We talked for several hours, and then she spent weeks going
through her paperwork in order to help me. I did not know her
then and was not a member of Iowolfer, so she did not need to
help me; Suzanne did what she did because she was truly dedicated to the wolfdog community.
After becoming a board member of USAWA, I got to meet
Suzanne during a meeting to bring the wolfdog community together so that all the organizations could come to an agreement on
how to fight the anti-wolfdog community most effectively. Suzanne had high content and pure animals. Because of this, she had
a USDA license. Did Suzanne keep her animals differently than
myself and most of the wolfdog people I knew? Yes. Was she
wrong, most certainly not. A USDA license requires certain conditions to be met. I’m sure her setup exceeded that.
I have read some articles questioning how Suzanne’s animals
were kept in the last years of her life. I highly question what I
have read. While Suzanne’s animals were kept in smaller concrete
-floored pens, there was a large, fenced grassy area that they were
let into for exercise. Did the time in this pen decline as she got
sicker? Probably. Should Suzanne have placed her animals when
her health declined? Only she could decide that. She devoted her
life to those animals and to education. I think Suzanne would
have wanted us to learn from what happened to her. Do you have
written plans for what is to happen to your animals when you pass
away, become incapacitated, or suffer a natural disaster ? If not,
then in Suzanne’s memory, do this now. Godspeed, Suzanne!
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Low-Cost Spay/Neuter Clinic Opening in Central Florida
Press Release: PRLOG Press Release Distribution
Spay N Save opened an affordable, quality spay/neuter
clinic July 30th in Longwood, Florida. Under the guidance
of the Humane Alliance and partially funded by PetSmart
Charities, it is the first of its kind in central Florida.
July 25, 2012
.

for sometime in August. Anyone interested in getting their dog or
cat sterilized can make an appointment by calling 407-920-4894.
Proof of rabies vaccination is required by state law. If a dog
or cat needs a rabies vaccination, one can be provided on the day
of the surgery. The spay/neuter packages range from $40 to
$120, depending on the size, gender, and type of pet. Financial
assistance is available for those who qualify.
“We can prevent thousands of unwanted puppies and kittens
from being born and ultimately euthanized every year simply by
spaying and neutering our pets,” said Phyllis Ayoob, founder and
president. “It’s a safe and simple procedure performed by highlyskilled surgeons in a state-of-the-art facility.” Sterilizing pets
also provides health benefits and reduces unwanted behaviors,
like spraying and wandering.

Spay N Save Animal Clinic, located at 988 N. Ronald
Reagan Blvd., Longwood, FL 32750, is getting ready to open its
doors and sterilize 5,000 dogs and cats during its first year. Spaying and neutering pets is necessary to reduce the homeless pet
over-population problem in central Florida.
Funded in part by PetSmart Charities®, Spay N Save Animal Clinic will be the first in Seminole County devoted exclusively to providing low-cost, high-quality, high-volume spay/
neuter. A high-volume clinic is one that provides 5,000 or more
sterilizations annually for a community. The clinic is opening Located at 988 N. Ronald Reagan Blvd., Longwood, FL 32750
under the guidance of the Humane Alliance mentoring program.
Spay N Save Animal Clinic’s official opening will be on CONTACT: Lisa Reddy, Spay N Save, BOD, Secretary, via
July 30, 2012, with a Grand Opening Ceremony to be announced phone at 407-719-4479 or email at LisaR@SpayNSave.org.

1 in 4 Dogs Will Get Cancer Before the Age of 10:
Will You Act To Stop The Epidemic?
Press Release: PRLOG Press Release Distribution
July 18, 2012
.

When the beloved family dog gets cancer it can be devastating for the entire family. What you do can have a dramatic affect
on your dogs quality of life. Before you make a decision be informed of all the options available to you. TimberDogCancer.com is helping doggie lovers find out how they can
prevent cancer and what to do if their dog has cancer.
Finding resources, websites, books and more can make a big
difference in the survival and quality of life for your dog. “We
are doing our best to spread the word about dog cancer,” said
Melinda Sargent of Timber Dog Cancer. With one in four dogs
being diagnosed with dog cancer there is an epidemic amongst
our four legged friends. There are few resources out there that
address the complex area of dog cancer and what someone can
do for their beloved furry friend.
Your veterinarian is great for treating your dog with traditional therapies such as radiation and chemotherapy. There are
many things your dog will depend on you to do outside of what
the veterinarian does. “You have to be a little bit of a detective”
says Melinda Sargent of TimberDogCancer.com. You need to
learn about special diets as a dog’s metabolism has changed now
they have cancer. Diet alone can play a big factor in your dog’s
ability to “fight” cancer and the quality of life your dog will
have. There are new therapies that research shows to be effective
against cancer as well. Certain supplements have been shown in
research to help give your dog with the fight with cancer. Doing
your own research can help you and your dog make this journey
together and improve his quality of life.
Many dog owners find peace when they can share their pain-

ful journey with other dog lovers. It is one of the areas TimberDogCancer.com is looking to expand and get the word out that.
There is a forum on the website so dog owners can talk with each
other. It can be a lonely and dark journey and being able to talk
with others can help ease the pain and loneliness.
How To Act?
 Participate: Take action by going to TimberDogCancer.com
and joining the community and mailing list.
 Donate: Buy the book Timber’s Cancer Journey and What
You Can Do To Treat and Prevent Dog Cancer. Timber Dog
Cancer is supporting dog cancer research efforts with part of
the proceeds from the sale of the book.
 Educate: Learn what you can do to help defeat and prevent
dog cancer.
 Advocate: Signup for our newsletter and receive timely news
on dog health news and cancer. Share with others.
 Free Diet Booklet: You can get a free diet booklet that covers
the dirty “secrets” of dog food, what protein sources your dog
needs, the special cancer diet, what not to feed your dog.
Timber Dog Cancer is a website in honor of Timber and all
other dogs who fight cancer. Timber cheated cancer for over six
years. Melinda Sargent, who went on the journey with Timber,
wants to put an end to dog cancer. She is helping Timber spread
the word about dog cancer and what people need to know to end
it. Learn more about dog cancer at www.TimberDogCancer.com
and you can support and help end dog cancer by purchasing the
book at www.TimberDogCancer.com/timbersbook.html.
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Ain’t Easy Being Wolf
By Kent Ferrell
PART II

What have I gotten myself into?
“Dear God, what have I gotten myself into?” he asked himself aloud. He fed the pup and cleaned up after it, throwing out
another canned chicken to the ‘wolf at the door’, laughing at that
thought. Then he grabbed his saddle and gear and headed for his
horse … through the back door. There is nothing quite like having
a wolf guarding your front door.
Taco watched the wolf closely as Talbot brushed and saddled
him. He left no doubt through his constant fidgeting and stomping
that he did not like the new guard dog, and he kept a close eye on
him as they rode out of the yard. Taco didn’t settle down until
they were well away from the cabin and down the trail.
Talbot retraced his trail from yesterday to get well above the
valley for the best view in case there were elk. There were none.
He was surprised. Either they knew something about the weather
he didn’t, or there was something spooking them or driving them
away. He turned Taco southeast and headed for his truck. It was
an hour and a half hard ride in the best of conditions, but almost
twice that with snow on the ground … and then an hour drive into
town.
Approximately two hours and 30 minutes later, he was stripping Taco’s bridle off and loading him into the trailer. He found
there was much less snow at the lower altitudes, and when he
reached his truck, he discovered there was barely an inch of snow
on the ground, but with the heavy clouds and temperatures hovering near freezing, it wasn’t going away soon. Crawling into his very
clean and well cared for 1988 Chevy 4-wheel drive pickup, he
turned the key. The engine rumbled to life, blowing a vapor trail
out the dual exhaust. He gave the engine a few minutes to warm
up and then was underway.
Town was a solid hour drive, so Talbot settled back and pondered what had happened. It was painful to watch such a regal
animal flounder and suffer, but if you are going to kill something
then you need to kill it clean, he was thinking. He had learned
that lesson early in life around the age of 13. His father had made
him track a badly shot deer far into the night down a long, rocky
canyon. A brewing sleet storm had hit about an hour before he
finally found the deer, so he was freezing by the time they came
upon the doe. She wasn’t dead. His father had made him dispatch
the deer with his knife to save the ammo, which was expensive for
their limited budget. He wanted to field dress the deer and go
back for it in the morning, but his father said they needed the
meat and couldn’t afford to lose the deer to a predator overnight.
He made the young Talbot quarter up the deer and haul it back
up that rocky canyon. The boy was bitterly angry with his father
for what he perceived as pure meanness—until his mother finally
told him months later that she had been ill and what money was
left from buying food and the bare essentials was going to pay the
doctors. “Besides,” she had told him. “If you’d made that shot
like you’d been trained, you wouldn’t have had as far to walk.”
She was right, he knew, but it still didn’t make him any happier
about how he’d had to learn that lesson. After all, no one likes to
be reminded of their shortcomings with such a harsh lesson. But
later in life, he’d recognized that lesson had saved him a lot more
than it had cost him.

Why he hadn’t put that wolf out of its suffering he just didn’t
know. He couldn’t explain it. Maybe the almost 45-year-old
memory of that wounded deer staring back at him with fear in its
eyes still haunted him. He certainly recalled wishing he’d never
shot it, at least not the way he did. But the wolf wasn’t a game animal, not something you ate. They were put there for another reason. Maybe this was a way of protecting that balance; he just didn’t
know right now. There was one thing he was coming to realize,
however. He might not be the tough, calculating, steely-eyed cowboy a lot of people thought he was.
Soon he hit paved road, and twenty minutes later he was in
town; five minutes after that, he was parking out front of a ranch
supply store.
Talbot pushed through the front door. Several brands of dog
and cat food greeted him just inside the door. The cashier, a large,
towering woman in her mid-60s, and a tall red-headed female,
maybe in her early to mid-40s, were the only ones inside the store.
He nodded at them and turned to the feed bags but didn’t know
what a wolf might eat.
“You look confused,” said a voice from behind him.
He turned to find the rangy copper-haired customer looking
at him. “Well, yes, ma’am. I generally stay confused. But it’s been
awhile since I bought any of this stuff, and I don’t know what’s
good,” he confessed.
“What are you feeding?”
“A dog…” but the way Talbot hesitated made the statement
more a question.
She laughed. “Sorry but what kind of dog? How old and how
big?”
“One adult and it’s a mix, sort of like a Husky,” he fumbled
for an answer.
“You don’t know what it is?” she quizzed him.
“Well, ma’am, it just showed up at my place and all I had was
some whole canned chicken,” he told her. At least that much was
the truth.
“That stuff’s just nasty; you shouldn’t give that to any dog,”
she gently chided him.
“Well, that’s why it was on the shelf. I wouldn’t eat it.”
She had to laugh at that. Then she pointed to one particular
brand in the stack of dog food bags. “This is the only decent stuff
in here.”
“I heard that Addie!” the big woman behind the counter responded grouchily. “You’re the only one that bitches about what I
sell.”
“Don’t pay her any mind,” Addie said. “Try this. At least the
first ingredient is meat and not CORN!” she said loudly, toward
the cashier. “They’re not cows, pigs, or horses, Jean,” she said,
turning back to Talbot. “At least the grain it has is something the
poor thing can digest.”
“Thank you,” Talbot said, reaching for a 20-pound bag. He
noticed that the bag was plastic and he was glad of that. If it rained
on the ride back to the cabin, at least the dog food would stay dry.
Talbot headed for the counter and then stopped, turning back to
the red-head who was still standing where he had left her. “Sorry
to be rude, but I’m running really short on time.”
“Well, good luck with your rescue,” she said, pivoting and
heading toward to the door.
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Talbot faced the counter and asked the cashier, “Do you have
any formula that is OK for a very small puppy?”
“Despite what Addie thinks, I do,” groused the clerk, who
was also the owner. The woman must have stood two inches past
six feet in her stocking feet, and with the tall-heeled boots she
wore, she looked down on Talbot and probably outweighed him
by 30 pounds. She had a long, narrow face that gave her a horsey
look, and an overbite like a badly sprung bear trap.
Talbot was never one to pass judgments about people’s looks;
after all, he had to look at himself in the mirror every day and
decided a long time ago there was no Brad Pitt staring back. There
are some things a person just can’t change. But he hoped she was
nice. Maybe he just caught her on a bad day.
After paying for the dog food, formula, and a bottle, he loaded the things he’d bought and headed for the grocery store. There
was a small market not far from here. Of course, in this town,
nothing was very far from anything else, he laughed to himself.
The grocery store was pretty slow, he noticed, as he headed
for the meat department. The best buy was chicken leg quarters,
and every dog he’d ever owned or knew liked chicken better than
anything else, so he figured a wolf might not be much different.
Talbot picked up two five pound bags and a few supplies for himself. Then he began to wonder how he was going to pack all this
stuff back to the cabin without having to make two trips.
After paying for his groceries, he headed for the Shell station
to fill up with gasoline. While the tank was filling, he fished his cell
phone out of the breast pocket of his Carhartt vest and dialed
Nunzie. He answered on the first ring.
“This is Talbot—”
Nunzie cut him off. “Didn’t expect to hear from you for a
couple more days. Where are you?” his tone was demanding.
“I’m in town picking up some supplies—”
“What the hell are you doing there; you’re supposed to be in
the meadows,” Nunzie snapped.
Talbot remained calm since Nunzie’s accusatory tone was
nothing new, but there was only so much of that ‘crap’ he would
take. “Gene, don’t forget. I’m on vacation, such as it is. I just wanted to let you know there aren’t any elk there or in the lower range.
I didn’t cut any tracks going in or coming back out. And this
morning, I heard what I’m pretty sure was an ATV; the way the
wind was blowing, it would have been somewhere along the northeast rim,” Talbot explained.
“There is always elk there this time of year!” he barked. “I
need those counts. I don’t trust the state biology boys. You need
to find out what is going on out there. I want some answers,” he
said with no attempt to mask his frustration.
“I want some answers, too,” Talbot responded. “I want to
know who stocked that cabin. The main meat supply is canned,
whole-boiled chicken. I’d have to think twice before I fed that slop
to a starving ... dog,” Talbot almost said wolf. “No horse feed
there either, so I want to know who the jackass is who was responsible for that.”
Nunzie didn’t answer his question. “Just get what you need
and get back out there,” he said and hung up.
There was no getting around the fact the guy was a jerk. Talbot stuffed his phone back into his vest pocket, thinking about that
odd call. Though they had a stock lease for a big chunk of BLM
land, part of that section had recently been declared wilderness
land and NO motorized vehicles were allowed there. Nunzie hadn’t even responded to that, and Talbot was certain he knew about
the ‘No Motorized Vehicles’ order. Normally the spring elk count,
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though important, was not something he’d have a litter of kittens
over. Then he wondered why Nunzie had suddenly developed a
distrust of the state biology guys. Talbot shook his head; too many
things to think about right now.
Glancing at his dash clock as he pulled away from the Shell
station, it read 12:10 p.m. He’d spent just over an hour in town,
and though he was making good time, he was still an hour away
from his truck drop-off point. He had Taco to saddle and then all
those supplies to pack. It had taken two and one half hours coming out, and going back would certainly be no faster. And then
there was the weather. The weather forecast had predicted clearing in the afternoon. They clearly missed that one. Maybe it was
clearing in Miami, but not here in the northern Rockies and not
soon, he chuckled to himself.
He wondered about the pup. Surely it was whining from
hunger or loneliness. Hopefully, the big male hadn’t chewed
through the front door. He had the pup pretty well barricaded,
and in his weakened state, he should stay put; at least that’s what
he hoped.
He left the highway and made the left turn onto the forest
service road. Barring truck problems or some other ordeal, he
was about half an hour of bumpy washboard gravel and rock road
to his parking area. No sooner had that thought come to mind
than the first few snowflakes hit his windshield. Through 40
minutes of sporadic snow flurries, he pulled into his secluded
parking area.
Talbot unloaded his bay gelding mountain horse, tied him
to the trailer, and then brushed and saddled him. He hung a
bucket to the trailer with a scoop of crimped oats from a stash he
kept in the truck. Carefully, he packed the items he’d bought in
town, tied on two purpose-made horse feed sacks, and then tied
the dog food behind the saddle. He drew his Marlin .45-70 cowboy rifle from its scabbard on Taco’s right side, checking the
chamber to verify it was loaded; then he clicked the safety on and
slid it back into its well-oiled scabbard. An emergency with a mad
black bear or griz coming at you was not the time to learn you had
an empty chamber. Then he checked his Colt .45 and strapped
the saddle horn holster in place. Finally, Talbot bridled Taco who
had long since finished his oats and was ready to be on the trail.
Locking his truck, he climbed aboard his horse and settled into
the well-used A-Fork saddle made by South Dakota saddle maker
JJ Croft.
He quickly picked up the trail head that went north by
northwest. It was a wide and well-used trail that gained altitude
slowly at first. The conifers were thick here, protecting the trail
from snow, but it also sheltered it from light so it didn’t dry quickly after a rain. This was Talbot’s least favorite time of year as the
seasons were having trouble deciding who was going to win. He
didn’t like the thawing trails and the mud.
About 15 minutes up the trail was an intersecting trail from
the east that came off a low ridgeline. Horse tracks came off that
trail and turned up the trail before him. The horse was shod and
carrying a rider. He followed those tracks for about 20 minutes to
a branch in the trail. The other horse went straight ahead up a
narrow, rougher, and steeper path where the main trail veered off
in a lazy arc to the right. The single track the other horse and rider
had taken was a faster route on a good mountain horse, but that
was a route you’d only take if you were trying to cut someone off
or get ahead of someone. It was certainly more dangerous, especially with snow on the ground; it confused Talbot because there
(Continued on page 14)
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was no evidence of any other riders save him and the horse ahead,
and that rider probably didn’t know he was behind him. It was
also no scenic route. The timber was very thick and it was strewn
with dead fall and large, head-sized rocks, and it led nowhere except back to the larger trail. It also gave Talbot reason to be on
alert because if he had learned anything from his years in the wilderness, it was that if something didn’t look right, it usually wasn’t.
So with snow still on the ground and a heavily loaded horse, he
took the safer but slower trail.
About a half mile up the trail there was another trail that
converged from the east. This trail dropped into the upper end of
a shallow but long box canyon that was rimmed by the ridge that
carried the first intersecting trail and eventually opened up into
the main valley that split two larger ridges. Four wheeler tracks
turned out onto the north by northwest bound trail that Talbot
traveled. He wondered if these four wheelers might be what he
had heard early this morning. He speculated over what they might
have been doing and why they were in an area that was off limits
to motorized vehicles. Though he considered that it might be the fish and
game guys, he doubted it. As big as this
country was, it was very rare that anyone passed through it without leaving a
mark that went unnoticed by someone
else. The trail narrowed and steepened, but was still passable on a four
wheeler.
Much to his chagrin and thankful
for the double protection of his Carhartt vest and jacket, the light snow was
now turning into a light mist. He hoped
this was only temporary. Talbot could
see where the ATV had spun its wheels
on the first attempt up the incline and
then backed up, moved over, and tried
the climb again. But there was also
something on the ground besides tire
tracks. Blood? And it was on top of the
fresh tracks. Was the rider hauling
something that was bleeding? An animal? A man? Was this person up here
poaching? A cornered poacher could
be very dangerous. Poaching laws were
rigorously enforced, and more than
one game warden had been shot in a
confrontation with poachers.
Continuing up the trail he looked
closely for more blood but found none. The wind was picking up
slightly and the mist yielded to snow, putting down enough of the
precipitation to cover up small drops of blood, so he quit looking
and concentrated on his riding. Looking intentionally or not, the
deer tracks were hard to miss where they’d crossed the trail after
the ATV had passed. He caught movement to his right and
turned just in time to see two doe moving off into the timber.
They weren’t in a hurry either as horses usually spooked the animals less than a man on foot. Suddenly, he heard a yell and then a
shout. The deer bolted, but Talbot didn’t notice as he had already
bumped Taco into a much quicker pace. There was urgency in
the voices, but running a horse up a rocky, snow-covered trail was
a recipe for disaster that could land you in the hospital if you were
lucky or in the morgue if you were not.

VO LU M E 14, I SSU E 2

It is hard to judge distance in the woods with so much to
deflect and absorb the sound, but from experience, he knew it was
not far. Maybe they were less than 100 yards away. Then there
was another shout, followed by a threat. Talbot slowed Taco to a
walk. The very last thing he wanted to do was ride into the middle
of an ugly quarrel. As he approached, he could see a four wheeler
through the trees. It was just beyond a left-hand bend in the trail,
just a few yards this side of the intersection with the shortcut he’d
avoided almost an hour ago.
“I won’t tell you again, bitch. Get that damned nag out of my
way or I’ll run it over with you on it,” the big man on the four
wheeler growled.
“Not until you give him to me,” a woman sobbed, but there
was anger as she spat the words. “Please?” she cried as she went
from angry to pleading.
“He’s a blood thirsty sheep killer, and you’re not having him
to make a martyr of,” the driver snapped back at her.
Her voice wavered between anger and frustration. “He’s
mine, so please give him back.”
Still out of their sight, he could
see her now. When he saw her face, he
was surprised. He knew her. It was the
customer from the feed store. The man
just laughed at her. What little diplomacy she was trying to maintain went out
the window. “You scum! Your dirty
cowardly friends cut my cages, turned
them out, and shot them after you
drove them off,” she snarled between
sobs.
That got a reaction from the driver. “I warned you to back off. That
sorry cur didn’t run far with a bullet in
him; let’s see how far that buckskin will
go with a busted leg.” The rider
grabbed the bars and reached to throw
the ATV into gear.
“I wouldn’t do that,” Talbot said
firmly, riding Taco around the corner.
Both of them jumped, clearly startled
that he had so completely gotten the
drop on them during their quarrel. As
Talbot rode closer, he could plainly see
what the ruckus was all about. There
was a large, dead silver wolf in the utility bed of the ATV. “Killing or laming
somebody’s ride out here can be a
death sentence in this kind of weather,” Talbot said flatly.
The ATV rider was a powerfully built man in his late
thirties or perhaps early forties with an angry scowl on his face.
“You stringy, old cowpoke. This ain’t none of your affair. You’d
better just move on before I jerk you off that horse and stomp a
mud hole through you.”
Talbot ignored him and his threats, turning to the woman.
“Ma’am can you prove this is your animal?” he asked her.
She’d regained at least some of her composure. “All scum
bag has to do is lift his leg and if he can find where his balls are
supposed to be, then tell me how many wild wolves are neutered.
If he can’t find where those are supposed to be, then feel the tip
of his right ear. There is a definite notch there. You can’t see it
with his winter coat, but it’s there.”
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“You want to check?” Talbot calmly asked the ATV driver.
“I warned you, you old fool,” and with surprising speed, he
came off that four-wheeler and charged Talbot. The next instant,
the younger man was looking down the barrel of a cocked
Colt .45 .
The driver stopped short in his
tracks, the color draining from his face.
Talbot remained calm, frighteningly calm.
“Get back on your four wheeler and keep
your hands where I can see them.”
The younger man regained some of
his bravado, laughing. “You’re not fool
enough to use that thing. Now get!”
There was a deafening roar and a
flash of fire in the narrow confines of the
heavily timbered trail as the 255 grain lead
bullet slammed through the ATV’s rear
tire inches from the big man’s leg. Talbot
hoped Addie what-ever-her-name-was had
a tight grip on her horse. The startled driver jumped back at the blast, stumbling
over the flattened tire and sprawling on his
back on the damp earth and snow. He
came up swearing like someone that was
accustomed to swearing, spitting threats,
but the icy stare from Talbot’s steel gray
eyes told the big man he was tempting
providence. His hollow threats hung there
unfilled, but Talbot knew this man would
make good on them at his first opportunity.
“Now, take that rifle out of its rack by its barrel and lay it on
the ground. Just keep your hand away from the trigger.”
“If you want that done, you’re going to have to climb down
off that horse and do it yourself,” the other man snorted.
Talbot said nothing; he just aimed the already cocked .45 at
the other back tire….
“No! No!” the man shouted, reaching for the rifle. Easing it
out of the rack by its barrel, he laid it carefully on the ground,
respectful of the expensive optics mounted atop the sight rail.
“That’s armed robbery,” the big man huffed.
“Ma’am, just how do you plan on hauling that dead wolf?”
“I’m going to tie him on behind me; he’s carried dead game
before,” she gestured to her horse. “He’s not going to like it, but
he will do it.”
Talbot turned back to the man, nodding at the wolf. “You’re
a big strong guy; load him up for her.”
This time he didn’t argue. The woman had climbed down
off her buckskin gelding and untied the lead rope from the saddle,
snapping it to the halter he wore under his headstall; then she tied
him to a nearby pine. She was pulling some lightweight rope out
of her saddle bags when the man arrived with the wolf. As expected, the buckskin didn’t like the look or the smell of the dead
wolf, but she quickly got him under control. The big man easily
hoisted the 100 plus pounds of dead weight over the back of the
horse. The horse stomped and danced around for a few moments, but the six-foot four-inch, 250-pound man held his ground
until the horse settled. He’d been around horses before.
He sulked back to the four wheeler, eying the rifle. Talbot
decided that there was no bluff in this man and that he could be
very dangerous.
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The younger man raised his hands in mock surrender.
“Don’t get trigger happy, you stringy old poke.”
Talbot knew the younger man was trying to get a rise out of
him, so he said nothing but watched carefully as the other man
gathered the tools and set to work on the
flat tire.
After a struggle with her horse, the
rangy, copper haired woman finally got the
dead wolf securely tied behind her saddle.
She was just about to mount her horse
when she turned back and went to the rifle
where it lay on the ground. ”What are we
going to do with this?” she nudged the rifle
with her booted foot.
“He can pick it up at Sheriff LaMarque’s office in a few days,” Talbot
said. Easing Taco passed the four wheeler,
he joined her. She handed him the rifle
and finally mounted her horse after she
untied him.
She tried to move her horse next to
Talbot’s, but Taco was not too keen on
being too close to the dead wolf either.
Talbot pressed his spur into Taco’s side as
a gentle reminder to stop trying to dance
away from the dead animal. When Addie
finally moved her buckskin next to the big
bay gelding, she quietly asked, “What are
we going to do now?”
“We are going to sit here until he
finishes mounting that tire and gets on his
way. I don’t want to see, even him, spend the night out here.”
After that exchange, there was not much conversation between them as they sat watching the man work. Eventually, she
started to speak, but Talbot warned her off, so they both just sat
there and silently watched.
“I told that jackass to put foam cores in these things,” he
muttered to no one in particular, and then followed it with a line
of profanity. It didn’t stop there; the ATV rider swore his way
through the entire tire repair. He was efficient, with little wasted
motion, but it still took longer than Talbot would have liked.
He finally climbed back on the ATV and started off, driving
down the trail a few yards before stopping and turning back toward them. “You’ve crossed the wrong people,” he yelled and
then sped off.
Talbot said nothing as the man rode away, but the woman
made the international gesture of ill will. Though it was a foolish
gesture, Talbot understood. He’d maliciously killed her animal
and maybe he’d done those other things she’d accused him of,
but over his 57 years, he’d seen no good come from inflaming a
situation. There were times you HAD to draw a line in the sand
and times when you needed to walk away. He was pretty sure he
knew which one this was, but he was in no hurry to find out now.
Snow was spitting down now, and they were still more than
an hour and a half from the cabin. There was going to be a hard
freeze tonight. Talbot turned to the woman, ”I hope you don’t
have any place you need to be.”
“Actually I do; I told Sheriff LaMarque I would meet him to
swear out a complaint and file criminal mischief charges. That’s
what I was in town to do when I got an emergency call from a
(Continued on page 16)
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friend that a bunch of those men were out here, and shooting was
heard west of O’Dell’s place.” All the time she talked, she stroked
the dead animal’s fur.
“Well, that and whatever else you’ve got to do can keep. I’ve
got a much bigger problem. I’ve got one of those guys that’s been
shot up and a pup at the cabin about an hour and a half from
here,” he said flatly.
The color drained from her face. ”Dear Lord, thank you,”
she said, looking up into the snowing sky.
“Well, you might want to hold off on your hallelujah for a
while and say your prayers. They are both in pretty bad shape,
especially the male. I started to shoot him a couple of times last
night, but I just couldn’t bring myself to do it.”
Her face was a mask of confused emotion. Talbot didn’t
know what else to say, so he remained silent. ”What color was
he?” she finally asked.
“Dark colored animal,” he said. ”And a pup not many days
old.”
“Let’s go!” she said impatiently.
Talbot glanced at the sky. With no trouble, they might just
make it before dark. He led off up the trail. They rode as hard as
they could, considering the conditions, so there was little time for
talk. Snow was falling heavier as they gained altitude. The heavy
clouds and thick timber blocked a lot of the light, making the trail
darker and harder to navigate. As they forged on higher and higher, the cold began to creep through his Carhartt jacket, and he
wondered how his new companion was holding out. One glance at
her high quality gear told him she was well-equipped for reasonably cold weather, but she was as lean as he was; he knew that a
slender body did not retain heat as well as thicker, heavier ones.
“How are you holding out?” he asked her during a short stop
to let the horses blow.
“I’m a little cold, but this gear’s holding up pretty well. I’ll be
fine.”
So they pressed on. Even the thick timber could not block
the heavier snow now, and the trail was getting a heavy cover. On
the steeper and rockier climbs, the horses were losing their footing
more frequently, their progress slowed even more because her
horse could not match Taco’s pace. When they finally topped the
crest of the rise above the cabin, the light was failing fast, and it
would be dark very soon; they would have to approach the cabin in
limited visibility.
Talbot motioned her to a halt before they broke out of the
timber. “Don’t get your hopes up. There’s no telling what you’ll
find.”
She started forward, but he caught her arm. “This place is
pretty secluded but not unknown,
so keep your eyes open,” he
warned.
As she started forward,
Talbot slipped the safety off and
rotated the bolt of the rifle they’d
taken from the ATV driver to
verify there was a round chambered. Satisfied there was a live
round in the chamber, he engaged the safety and scanned the
area closely. Urging Taco ahead,
he motioned her to follow him.
They approached from the east,
so the front of the cabin was not
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visible. They moved slowly, staying just inside the timberline until
they had an unimpeded view of the front of the cabin. She pointed at something dark in front of the cabin door. It wasn’t moving.
He stopped her as she started out of the cover of the timber.
”Just wait a few moments,” he cautioned as he searched the area.
“It looks clear,” he finally said.
She finally spoke. “How bad is he?”
“You’ll know soon enough. Just keep your eyes open.” As
they rode forward, the dark lump in front of the door did not
move. Talbot held his breath.
She couldn’t stand the suspense any longer. “BC!” she
shouted.
The wolf’s head sprang up. “Thank God,” Talbot whispered to himself. He didn’t know if she could stand a second loss
in one day.
When she was close, she jumped off her horse and ran
forward. Talbot shouted, “Ma’am! Ma’am!” But she didn’t respond. “Ma’am!” he finally yelled. She stopped short and stood
staring questioningly back at him as he rode closer.
“Don’t run up on him. He’s bad messed up and hurting.
No telling what he will do.”
But she ignored him, rushing forward, sobbing as she knelt
beside the fallen hunter. The wolf tried to get up at her approach
but yelped at the pain. She reached out to him, and he licked her
hands. Talbot could see she was horrified at what she saw. The
scene made a leathery, tough, old cowboy misty eyed. The next
thing that happened shocked him.
She stood up suddenly and turned to him. “I’m going to
need your help. We’ve got to get some medicine in him and
operate right away.”
“What?” was all Talbot could say.
“We’re going to operate on him.”
“WE don’t have anything to operate on him with. And
have no drugs to sedate him. And he’s not gonna make it much
longer anyway,” he tried to reason with her.
“I just about have a hospital in those saddlebags. Can you
bring them here, please?” she ignored his reasoning.
“Ma’am, are you—.”
“Please,” she interrupted, pleading with her eyes.
Talbot eased off his horse with a fluid motion gained from
decades of doing the same task until your body has found the
most efficient way to do it. He picked up the reins of her tired
gelding and pulled him around to get at the saddle bags. He noticed they were JJ Croft bags and instantly glanced to the saddle.
It was a shop-made saddle, but not a Croft. Unstrapping the bags,
he dragged them off the horse.
As Talbot approached the
woman, he could see the fear in
the eyes of the wounded wolf as
it struggled to flee. She turned to
Talbot. “Just toss them.”
He tossed them to her and
then turned away to gather the
horses.
“I’m going to get him
prepped, but I’ll need your help
in a little while,” she informed
him.
Talbot didn’t respond as
he thought her feeble attempt to
treat the wolf was futile anyway—

VO LU M E 14, I SSU E 2

F LO RI D A LU P I N E N EWS

to say nothing of dangerous. He led the horses to the corral and
tied them to a hitching post. Taking a good look at Taco, he had
to laugh. With all the gear and supplies tied on, he looked like he
belonged to a band of gypsies. Quickly and efficiently, he started
unloading the horses and then made the first of several trips into
the cabin with gear and supplies. To prevent the injured animal
from panicking each time he carried a load of gear into the cabin,
he went around the west end to the back door.
When he opened the door, he immediately looked for the
pup. It had crawled to the front door, as near the adult just outside as it could get. He picked up the cold pup and it immediately
tried to suck his fingers. “Little guy, you are going to have to wait a
little while,” he said, stuffing the fuzzy little bundle inside his jacket to absorb his body heat.
Three quick trips later and Talbot had all the gear inside
and the now-stiff, dead wolf stowed under the tarp where BC had
spent last night. Thankfully, Talbot had brought extra oats and
alfalfa pellets, but they only had enough for one more feeding.
He started back inside to feed the pup when Addie called out
to him. Turning back to see what she needed, he found a fully
sedated and intubated wolf lying in the snow.
She looked up at him. “We’ve got to get him inside; his body
temp is already pretty low,” she said with some urgency. “And we
don’t have much time to get this done.”
They pulled the wolf back away from the cabin so they could
get the front door open; then they hoisted him up and carried him
inside.
“The only thing I’ve got to lay him on is my saddle pad, and
it’s not quite big enough,” Talbot offered.
“Just use mine, too,” she said, pushing the chairs back to
make room for the pads and the wolf. “Do you have anything
sterile?” she asked as they laid their patient
on the makeshift operating table.
He looked at her incredulously. “Just
some paper towels,” he replied.
“That will have to do. If you give them
to me, I’ll get things ready while you start
the fire and get some lights on. Please,” she
added.
Talbot chuckled. “While I’m taking
care of that, maybe you’ll want to see this.”
He pulled the now-warm pup out of his
heavy Carhartt jacket.
The worry and stress on her face just
melted away as she grabbed the pup and cuddled it to her. “In all
this drama, how could I forget about you?” she said, holding the
puppy close to her face.
Without appearing to be in a hurry, Talbot quickly and efficiently started the fire and lit the lanterns. After carefully placing
the pup beside the sedated wolf, Addie opened her medical bags
and laid out the things she would need. She had not been kidding;
she had the makings of a good MASH unit hospital in those bags.
“Do you have a saw? And a hoof rasp?” she added.
“There’s a bow saw to cut firewood,” he replied helpfully.
“Can you get it, please.”
He grabbed it off the wall where it hung on a peg near the
back door. “What do you need this for?”
“To cut his leg off,” she said flatly.
Talbot stood there stunned. “Come on,” she said, “let’s get
busy; we don’t have much time with this anesthesia,” she said
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sharply, snapping him out of his brain lock.
With Talbot’s help, she quickly removed the right back leg at
the knee. Talbot cut the leg bone off well above the joint in clean
un-shattered bone, and Addie dressed the bone end with the
hoof rasp. She expertly tied off the large arteries and veins and
cauterized the others, trying to keep the blood loss to a minimum. The big animal started to stir.
“Addie … we’ve got a problem, or we’re gonna have one
soon.”
“Give him 1 cc in his IV catheter,” she said without looking
up from her work. “It’s laying right there,” she pointed.
He complied. Then she said, “Now, let’s roll him over.”
With the big, black animal laying on his right side, she got to
work cleaning and stitching the gunshot wound on his left front
shoulder.
“The bullet got into the proximal end of the humorous a
little, but it didn’t tear up the joint. He’ll have a little limp,” then
she realized what she’d said.
Talbot laughed. ”With a missing back leg, how would you
know?” they both laughed. “I’m going to make the little squirt
some dinner,” he said as he stood and stretched.
“What do you have?”
“Something the feed store owner said that you wouldn’t
like,” he replied, lighting the butane stove to boil water. At least
the crew had brought water, he thought. ”Would you like some
coffee?” Talbot asked as he held up the puppy formula for her
review.
“Well, at least it won’t kill him,” she quipped.
Talbot paused, gathering his thoughts as he poured the water and readied the coffee pot. “Well,” he said finally. “Perhaps
you’d better tell me exactly what I’ve got...” he paused again,
“exactly what you’ve gotten me into?”
There was a long pause as she
watched the wolf begin to stir. Talbot
watched her in the lantern light as she
struggled to formulate an answer to his
question.
“You know, I don’t even know
your name. I guess introductions got a
little lost in all the drama,” she said, trying
to buy more time for her answer.
“Morris Talbot, but most folks just
call me Moe.”
“I’m Addie, Adeline McCormick,
and I don’t really know how to answer that. There has been a
long running feud ever since wolves were reintroduced. Unless
you’re not from around here or you’ve been living under a rock,
you’d know that.”
“You still haven’t told me how you, and now me, are involved in this,” he pressed.
“I was getting to that. I run a 501C3 wolf and wolfdog sanctuary only a few miles northeast of here called Blue Spruce Wild
Life Sanctuary and we’re licensed to own and breed pure
wolves.”
“I’m pretty familiar with this area and I’ve never seen that,”
he replied.
“There are no signs,” she explained. “We’re way up a private road, and we don’t advertise our presence for obvious reasons,” she said matter of fact. “The ranchers and hunting outfits
have stirred up a lot of local hunters by claiming the wolves are
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decimating the elk herds. They are telling everyone the number of
available elk tags will be way down; therefore, the number of out-of
-state hunters will be way down and profits will suffer.”
“I’ve heard all the same stories,” he began. “How much of it
is the truth? I’ve been counting these elk for years; I know for a
fact the wolf has had an impact,” he retorted. He also knew cattle
overgrazing in some areas was affecting the elk numbers, but he
was waiting to see if she knew or would say anything about it.
Before answering, she reflected for a few moments. “This is
all about money, power and politics—but mostly money.” The
big wolf at her knees stirred again. With one swift, practiced motion, she pulled the intubation tube out of his throat and reached
for another hypodermic needle, injecting something into his IV
catheter. The big animal raised his head, let out a grumbling
growl and then flopped down hard against the wooden plank
floor; then he did it again. He was coming to. She slid the horse
blanket under the animal’s head.
They both knew this was going to be a long night. Meanwhile, she pulled out an IV bag of saline solution and rigged it.
Talbot found a lantern hanger and adjusted it to hold the Lactated
Ringer’s solution that would rehydrate the animal.
“That pain med should kick in soon,” she said and then
went silent.
Talbot mixed the formula for the pup with the hot water,
and when finished, threw coffee grounds strait into the remaining
water. He then poured enough cold water in with the hot mix to
temper the steaming fluid. He stepped around the little counter
and picked up the pup from its place next to the adult. It did not
take much coaxing for the pup to take the bottle. The nipple was a
little big, but he certainly managed, sucking greedily.
“I’m guessing you work for one of the big operations, and if
you’re counting elk, they have a hunting operation. You might
even be one of the outfitters,” she said with just the slightest hint
of accusation creeping into her voice.
“You think I’d have done what I did if I were?” he asked
her.
“Actually I do,” she shrugged. “You may just be the chivalrous type, acting to protect a lady from the big, bad, man who
was harassing her.”
“Maybe you’re giving me more credit than I’m due,” he
said.
“Maybe I am,” she said flatly. “So why didn’t you just
shoot the wolf when he showed up last night?” she said, switching the subject.
“I’m still asking myself that question. But you still haven’t
told me what kind or how much trouble we’re in.”
She ignored the last part of his statement. “Deep down, I
think you really know why you didn’t shoot him. And if you were
or are counting the elk, like you say, you know that the elk herds
were way overpopulated; you can’t maintain a healthy herd with
that kind of population density,” she shot him a sharp glance. “In
addition, brucellosis is in the herds, and officials are saying the
elk are infecting both the cattle and the bison. Plus they were
overgrazing some of their range to the point that it was actually
affecting the ecology of those areas—”
“A lot of that is environmentalist drivel,” he interrupted,
turning off the fire under the coffee to let the grounds settle.
“Don’t you dare throw me in with them!” she shot back.
“They’re hurting the wolf and the land owners as much as they
are helping. But you know that not everything they are saying is
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false,” her voice rose sharply. “Some of them—many who
aren’t environmentalists—are the ones saying the elk are way
overpopulated.”
He knew she was at least partly right. He also knew he’d
made a mistake when he had figured her for one of the environmentalist wackos. “Whoa there, Flicka. I’m not the bad guy
here, so ease up,” Talbot replied. “You know these farmers and
ranchers and outfitters are just trying to make a living same as
us, right?” The moment he said that, he knew he’d made a tactical error in this argument.
Fire snapped in her eyes, but her voice was calmly piercing. “You know damn well that the elk aren’t the only things
overgrazing the habitat.”
Well, he guessed that answered the question about the
cattle overgrazing.
He needed to steer this ‘discussion’ in a slightly different
direction, without completely losing focus or angering her to
the point she shut down. He still wanted to know what he’d
gotten himself into, so he agreed with her. “Yes, you’re right,
but now is not the time for us to argue about that,” he said, nodding and letting his voice trail off. Before she could reply, he
changed the topic. “Over my career as a cowboy and an oil field
hand, I’ve crossed paths with many men—some good, some
bad, some mean to the core—but that man, the one who shot
your wolf,” he nodded toward the trail. “That man is very dangerous.”
She nodded, also glad to change the subject. “He showed
up here last fall. No idea where he came from or even who he
works for, but he’s been seen hanging around the Brenneman’s.
He put two men in the hospital over at Rankin’s Bar on New
Year’s Eve. One of the young guys that worked for Jean at the
feed store said the guy was just brutal. He said that guy took
both of them on at one time. They were tough ranch hands but
no match for that guy,” she reported.
“What would you have done if I hadn’t been there and
he’d come after you?” he asked her.
“Shot him,” she said simply.

Part III will be featured in the next newsletter! And
the entire story will soon be published on the FLA website!
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Recall: Voluntary Recall of Stainless Steel Bowls at Petco
Petco has determined that one of its foraffected products to our distribution centers, we
eign suppliers used stainless steel mistakenly
promptly retained experts to examine the potencontaining small quantities of Cobalt-60 when
tially affected products, and those experts deterfabricating certain orders of certain SKUs/
mined that the SKUs examined were safe for
models of stainless steel pet food bowls. Cobalt
handling.
-60 is a radioactive material commonly used in
Out of concern that products from the
industrial gauging equipment and other uses.
second container reached our stores, we reWe don’t know for certain how it got into
moved from our store shelves and from our
our product, but we believe it came from scrap
website all products from the supplier that prometal that had some Cobalt-60 accidentally
duced the bowls.
SKU 1047493
mixed in. The affected products were found to
We have confirmed that the vast majority
PETC-3.75C DEEP TWO TONE NOTIP
emit low levels of radiation.
of
all
of the affected products remain at Petco
9.25” diameter; 3.75 cup capacity
The Cobalt-60 levels in the affected proddistribution centers are quarantined outside and
ucts are far below state and federal regulatory
never reached our stores.
limits. All of the expert testing conducted on these products to
We also confirmed that very few affected items were actudate indicates that there is no health risk to the public, to our ally sold to consumers. We
associates, or to pets.
are working to contact
To our knowledge, the affected products were limited to two those customers to inform
cargo containers that entered the United States in late May and them of the situation and to
early June. We’ve also determined that the affected products retrieve those particular
pose no health risk, and were and are safe to be handled by our bowls.
associates.
Petco has notified the
The issue was discovered by Customs and Border Protection Nuclear Regulatory Comagents during a routine import screening of one of the contain- mission and a number of
ers. That container was held at the port and never reached Petco. state governments, and is in
SKU 1386956
PETC-3.5C NO-TIP SS HAMMRD BWL
The second container had previously cleared customs and the process of notifying
9” diameter; 3.5 cup capacity
reached Petco’s distribution network.
other appropriate states as
Upon learning of this issue following the delivery of the we continue to collect and
verify information.
The Illinois state government did its own testing and issued
a news release stating that “a person would have to hold one of
the bowls against their chest for roughly six and a half days to
receive a dose of radiation equivalent to a single chest X-ray,”
and that “these bowls do not pose an immediate health risk.”
Petco tested other stainless steel pet products it carries from
other suppliers and found
no similar issues. The supplier that produced the affected products has told us
Ingredients:
that it has already instituted
special screening proceWater
dures. We are in the process
Beef or Chicken Bouillon cubes
of reviewing those proceShredded, chopped or pureed beef or chicken
dures ourselves, and we
SKU 1047477
have put a hold on future
PETC-7C TWO TONE NONTIP BOWL
Instructions:
9” diameter; 7 cup capacity
shipments until this issue is
resolved.
1. Boil bouillon cubes in water; allow mixture to cool.
Customers who purchased these products between the dates
2. Pour mixture into ice tray or empty plastic milk jug.
of
May
31 and June 20, 2012, should bring them to their local
3. Freeze solid; remove ice from tray or plastic jug
Petco
store
for a full refund. If you have any questions, please
from frozen mixture and serve to dogs (preferably
call
Petco
Customer
Service at 877-738-6742.
outside on a hot day where they can entertain

Homemade Dogcicle Treats

themselves and make a mess).
Enjoy!!!

SKU numbers can be found on labels inside and
on the bottom of the bowls.
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FLORIDA LUPINE ASSOCIATION, INC.
P.O. Box 142, Crescent City, FL 32112-0142
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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