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The plane circled low. I had been tracking her
radio signal from five miles away and narrowed the
search to some trees burned during the 1988 fires.
The pilot and I knew it was a good place to spot a
wolf, good visibility through the charred tree trunks,
and we intended to work the area until we found
her. We made this decision without speaking, and
we did not speak while searching. Although we had
spent hundreds of hours tracking wolves from aircraft, and a professional demeanor was the norm,
searching for this wolf put us on the edge of ours
seats, or at least me on mine — the pilot had to fly
the plane.
We were looking for wolf #5, literally the first
wolf carried into Yellowstone in 1995 as part of the
wolf reintroduction program, now called the Yellowstone Wolf Project, which has been my job to oversee. I had located this wolf each week for the last
five years. Now she had separated from her pack
and was missing. Locations of her had been sporadic, and we frequently did not find her on our
tracking flights. She did not look good the last time
we saw her either; nor had she looked good over
the winter, frequently lagging behind and struggling
through deep snow, when she was still traveling
with her pack mates, her family — the Crystal
Creek Pack, named after the location of their release in 1955 — which she had presided over as
alpha wolf, the term used to describe the dominant
and breeding wolf in a pack/family. It appeared that
now her tenure of five years as alpha female was
over.
We spotted her almost white form lying on one
side against a charcoaled log. The contrast was
sharp: white on black. It was easy to keep in sight
as we circled above. She looked big, so I at least
knew she had not starved — but she did not move.
We circled multiple times trying to get her to respond, a lifting of the head, a twitch of a leg, anything to let us know — as much for our sake as hers
— that she was not dead. This reassurance did not
come.
They were the centerpiece wolves to Yellowstone wolf recovery: three females shipped from
Canada in 1995, known simply as #5, #9, and #14.

They were the lead females in each pack. Alpha
wolves. The breeders. Number 5 was the ceremonial first wolf, carried in by Secretary of the Interior
Bruce Babbitt, the late director of the Fish and Wildlife Service Mollie Beattie, and Park Superintendent
Michael Finley. Number 9 and #14 were the first to
give birth to pups, an event that marked the real
beginning of Yellowstone's new wolf era. And, until
just recently, all three females were still alive.
No one expected they would breed that first
year. Our reintroduction plan called for a ten-week
acclimation inside pens before liberation into the
wild, a strategy designed to reduce wolf movements
after release, termed a "soft" release (as opposed to
a “hard” release when wolves are released directly
into the wild — the Idaho strategy); our plan had
been successful before with wolf reintroductions.
The wolf breeding season in February coincided with
our captive acclimation period (a coincidence
brought about by an anti-wolf lawsuit that delayed
the acclimation period, originally scheduled to be
November and December, until the wolf breeding
season), but we figured the stress of holding wild
wolves in pens would alter normal behavior and they
would not breed. We were wrong.
Number 9 mated in the pen with a large (125
lbs.) male wolf, #10, that was introduced to her and
her daughter #7. Number 10 came from Alberta in
the second shipment of wolves; #7 and #9 were first
shipment wolves from Alberta, so they had spent a
week alone before meeting #10. One could say cupid’s arrow hit its mark and the rest is history —
some of the most fascinating of the entire wolf reintroduction effort, certainly the most riveting to the
Yellowstone story. Nine, #7, and #10 were released
from their acclimation pen in Lamar Valley in March
1995. They lingered in the area for only a week; #7
took off on her own, becoming a lone wolf (she didn't
like her step-dad?); then the duo ranged widely in
the fashion that wolves are known to do and as we
feared they would. One of the most common criticisms we suffered was that the wolves would head
straight back to Canada, mainly because they could,
as wolves can easily travel hundreds of miles. But
(Continued on page 5)
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From the Desk of FLA President

From the Desk of the Treasurer

By Al Mitchell

By Mayo Wetterberg

First, I want again to thank all who contributed to the Disaster
Fund.
We have begun a membership drive to expand our numbers and
to reintroduce FLA to some who have fallen by the wayside. I ask all
members to assist in this effort by sharing information about FLA with
friends and neighbors who are wolfdog owners, with your veterinarians
and any others groups or individuals who may be interested.
With our last issue, we welcomed Joan Ford as Editor. This edition is her second newsletter, and she is striving to bring new and different ideas to the readers for both education and enjoyment. One
new feature, The Guessing Game, should provide both.
We continue to get calls for help from people who have purchased
animals, some of which have physical or behavioral problems. In
many cases, the animal just is not right for the buyers and their families. In each case, we ask them first to contact the breeder to discuss
possible ways to correct the problem. There are good breeders who
truly care for the animals; these breeders will do everything they can to
help the buyers when issues arise. Ethically, responsible breeders
continue to share, with the buyers, the responsibility for the animals
throughout their lives.
FLA expects that ethical, responsible wolfdog breeders should:
●Answer all questions about wolfdogs and the particular line
being considered for purchase.
●Maintain clean, sanitary breeding facilities or kennels.
●Ensure that a buyer has adequate facilities to house and
maintain a wolfdog and that the buyer is knowledgeable
about a wolfdog’s needs, care, and behavior.
●Screen all prospective buyers, presenting them with a questionnarie / application before the purchase and with a sales
contract at the time of purchase.
●Provide a contract mandating that at any time during the
animal’s life the breeder will take the animal back or find it a
new home if the buyer can no longer care for it.
●Ensure that both the animal’s parents are free of genetic
disorders and hip dysplasia.
●Ensure that a pup’s parents are not aggressive or improperly
socialized by allowing buyers to interact with the parents.
(Caution: Use common sense on interacting with the mother;
many canine moms can be quite protective of their pups.)
●Breed animals that will reflect positively on wolfdogs and
NOT breed aggressive, predatory-type wolfdogs.
●Never espouse any of the uneducated myths surrounding
wolfdog ownership: that the rabies vaccination will kill wolfdogs; that wolfdogs are guard/protection dogs; that they
have (and you can have) a pure or very high content wolf in
Florida without having a Class II permit.
The most common misrepresentation that we are seeing is of
content or heritage. Frequently, a buyer will discover that the animal
purchased is a much lower content than the breeder stated. Misrepresentation can cause ill will and acrimony between the buyer and the
breeder. Moreover, when an animal comes to the attention of State
officials – for whatever reason — it is not uncommon for the officials to
track it back to the breeder, whose misrepresentation of an animal may
result in serious consequences for both the breeder and the animal,
consequences that could include more scrutiny of wolfdogs in general.

'Tis the season, and a great time to be in the South. A little
cold, but certainly not what the folks in the north have to go through.
Anytime I am annoyed about having to move the plants in, I think of
the folks in the snowstorm. I guess that’s why we all live here in
Florida.
Financially, we still have a viable disaster relief fund. We have
sent out several checks from the applications received and still have
a positive bank account. Because the input of applications for relief
funds seems to be over, the Board of Directors decided to use the
hurricane funds to establish a base for a permanent disaster relief
fund. It will continue to help wolfdog owners with whatever the next
need may be. I would like to thank all of you who have donated to
this fund, and encourage any of you donating to FLA to designate
your donation to the Disaster Relief Fund if you wish it to go there.
All relief funds will be fenced and used only for that purpose. And, as
with all donations to FLA, they are tax deductible.
As I get deeper into the winter season, I notice that my animals
are going through the seasonal grumbling again. Tempers seem a
little shorter and male dominance is being reasserted. Luckily, my
critters (except two teenagers) are all fixed, and the overall effects
are relatively mild and directed toward pen mates. I’m trying not to
remember the year of mass fixings — the year we took five animals
to the vet immediately after the females’ heat was over!
The reason I mention the winter season is that it will be followed in a few months by the puppy season. And its not too early for
those of you who are looking for a puppy to start planning, especially
if it is your first puppy, or you are in a new home. There are a lot of
considerations as to where the puppy will ultimately live (inside or
out) and the type of containment you will need (chain link or panel)
that may require advance preparation. If you haven’t contacted a
breeder, you probably need to do that soon, as most reputable
breeders take orders well in advance and do interviews and/or home
checks to ensure their puppies go to qualified owners. In any event,
the decision to get a puppy should be well thought out and not a
spur of the moment decision — for the sake of the puppy. Contact
current wolfdog owners; most FLA members will be very willing to fill
in the holes and share their experiences.
Most of you older members already know this information, but
every year several people new to wolfdogs buy one for all the wrong
reasons, and the puppy ends up miserable, given up to rescue — or
worse. You who have wolfdogs are in a great position to mentor
those who think they may want a wolfdog puppy. While having a
wolfdog can be the greatest sharing and commitment one will ever
experience with a canine, prospective owners need all the facts and
knowledge to make it work out. Part of Florida Lupine’s charter is to
promote responsible ownership, so, please, if you know of potential
first time buyers, have them contact FLA. It’s a great opportunity… .
We are in the process of preparing for the Sixth Annual Spring
Rendezvous at the Elite Resort the last weekend in April. Reservations should be called in to Elite as soon as possible to obtain the
FLA discount on cottages (call 1-800-8356-2460 toll free or 352685-1900 between 9 – 6 Monday through Friday, and 9 – 5:30 Saturday and Sunday.) I look forward to seeing you all in April.
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From the Desk of FLA Secretary From the "Virtual" Desk of the
By Melissa Kondratick
Webmaster
One of the most upsetting aspects of being secretary is
that I frequently receive the emails and calls, which Al refers
to in his column, about wolfdogs that are being given up by
their owners. There are a variety of reasons: moving, having
children, lack of basic understanding of wolfdog behavior,
divorce. Sometimes the reasons why we have to give up an
animal are valid — but more often, people seem to want to
give them up no matter what help is offered.
I have mentioned in the past — and my feelings haven't
changed: I remain dismayed at the numbers of wolfdogs
shuffled into rescue, all of which are filed to overflowing. I
feel, as I believe all members of FLA. Feel, that when we
bring an animal into our homes it should be for keeps.
The animals that are given up range from puppies to
mature — often geriatric — animals. And, as I’ve mentioned
in the past, the animals don’t understand why all of a sudden
they are in a strange setting or caged up in a pound. The
lucky few find new homes and owners who love them; however, too many of them have no place to go.
FLA offers the following special info packets: (1) safe
containment for wolfdogs, (2) being a responsible breeder,
(3) finding an ethical breeder, (4) breed-specific legislation
information, and (5) sample puppy sales contracts with
spay/neuter clauses. These packets are free. Contact the FLA
Secretary at 352-238-1104 or at info@floridalupine.org if
you know of anyone interested in an info packet.

By Jody Haynes
My column is going to be short this time because there
hasn’t been much happening with the website since the last
newsletter.
First, I would like to update our members regarding the
Disaster Relief Fund. To date, we have received 16 donations
totaling $2,225 — $220 of which was given as a direct donation to one of our members. We have also awarded a total of
$1,000 to four wolfdog owners in Florida who submitted requests to FLA for hurricane-related financial relief.
Second, I want to inform our members that the FLA website has been moved to a new and better server with a new
internet service provider (ISP). Our website domain administrator has assured me that nothing will change with respect to
our website and that we should see some improved performance and various online services. As a result of the move, we
encountered a couple of minor snags that resulted in the FLA
website going down for a few days. But it is now up and running better than ever!
Please take a few moments to visit YOUR FLA website
today — at http://www.floridalupine.org/index1.htm — and
encourage your friends, family, and neighbors to do the same!
Happy surfing!

Review: Out Among the Wolves: Contemporary Writings on the Wolf Edited by John A. Murray, 1993.
By Joan E. Ford
Seldom has one book contained so many exceptionally well
written and informative essays by a carefully selected group of authors on a vast variety of topics. Perhaps the most famous of the
essays included is Aldo Leopold's "Thinking Like a Mountain," in
which appear those famous lines so often quoted: "We reach the old
wolf in time to watch a fierce green fire dying in her eyes. I realized
then, and have known ever since that there was something new to
me in those eyes — something known only to her and to the mountain." Another noteworthy essay is "The Importance of Predators,"
by David Rains Wallace, whose opening sentences shed light on the
Puritan mentality behind prevailing attitudes towards the wild — and
the wolf: "When Cotton Mather said that 'what is not useful is vicious,' he made a definitive statement of one American attitude towards nature."
Even the titles of some of the essays reveal the regard these
writers have for the wolf: "Trouble in Wolf Heaven"; "Spirit of the
Hills"; "A Chorus of Wolves," and Barry Lopez’s exceptional "Wolf
Kill: Predator and Prey Engage in a Conversation of Death." For
sheer magical writing, the authors can not be surpassed. And the
book also addresses more subspecies-oriented material, such as
Sigurd S. Olsons' "The Timber Wolves," Rick McIntyre's "The East
Fork Pack," and Richard Nelson's "The Subarctic Wolf." The essays
are short and easy to read, well suited for a quick journey into wolf
fact and lore — a wonderful addition to every wolf lover's library.

Note from the Editor
(From the Raven's
Desk)
By Joan E. Ford
I hope you enjoy the
new feature, "The Guessing
Game." If you have pictures of your canines you
would like to become "candidates" in the Game, please send
them to me in a good-sized file at high resolution at
jford13@cox.net. No names or addresses will be included, but I
will like to know the mix and content (F# if known) for the
answers. To paraphrase our Webmaster — happy guessing!
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(Continued from page 1)

they only made it to Red Lodge, Montana,
where #9 gave birth to a litter of pups in late
April under a tree because she was on the
move and did not have time to dig a den.
Complicating matters, her mate #10 was
illegally shot the day before she gave birth.
Alone, in unfamiliar terrain five miles from
downtown Red Lodge —- I radio tracked her
by hanging the antennae out my hotel window
— she moved the pups to a boulder field for
better protection. Here the pups crawled in
between the rocks and hid, only emerging to
nurse from their mother.
This was where we found them in May
1995 at about three weeks of age. Since #10
was dead, and because wolves normally raise
their pups with a male and female tending,
and because at that time those little pups
represented 40% of the Yellowstone wolf
population, we decided to catch #9 and rescue the pups.
This was the plan anyway, but pulling
wolf pups from a jumble of rocks we knew
would not be easy. Even at three weeks of
age, we expected these balls of fur to fight
fiercely, as all wolves are known to do. We
fished seven, moaning, growling, squealing
pups out of the rocks. I thought seven was all,
but another biologist was convinced that what
I thought was a hunk of mud up a dark crevice was in fact an eighth wolf pup. The crevice
was deep enough that I could touch the
mud/pup with the tip of my finger, but I was
only able to do so with two other biologists
pushing my 6'2" frame up into the crevice. I
needed two more inches to pull whatever it
was out. Luckily, our helicopter pilot had a
folding pair of pliers. Back in I went, with two
biologists pushing even more excitedly and
with bruising urgency. At the end of my reach,
I was able to get a hold of the solid mass,
pulling it out by the skin on its head. Wolf pup
number eight had been rescued. I've often
wondered in the course of my week-by-week,
year-by-year tracking which pup that was, if
that pup is still alive and if it is one I track
weekly. I will admit to a connection of sorts
with that pup, but as with most things wolflike, I will never know how it felt: wolves always seem happiest not letting me, being
oblivious to anything I think they care about.
I wish I could say that after their rescue
nothing else happened, but something did.
After transporting the single-mother family
back to #9's acclimation pen, a windstorm in
late July nearly destroyed the pen where they
were held. Ten trees ripped through the chain
link fence. All the pups escaped, but #9, ever
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the wary wolf, chose not to slip out and was
still inside when I arrived to feed them. All 8
pups frolicked just outside the pen, and somehow we had to catch them. After repairing the
pen, and with much effort, we were able to
catch 6 pups. I almost injured myself diving
with an outstretched net at a small pup who
joyfully and easily outran me. Two continued
to roam freely. These renegades were not a
problem; with mom, brothers and sisters inside the pen, they went nowhere. To this day
one of those wolves, now eight years old and
alpha female of the Rose Creek II pack, still
reminds us of this experience as she remains
uncaptured and therefore uncollared.
When we capture a wolf, we radio collar
it to help us identify and follow it. This wolf,
#18, has eluded capture other times (twice
with a helicopter) and through 2002 is the only
alpha female in the Yellowstone wolf effort not
to be radio collared. Fortunately, her markings
allow us to identify her, and she is usually
readily observable.
In October 1995, we released #9 and her
6 captive pups to reunite with the two freeranging pups. But before we did, the two wild
pups were joined outside the pen several
days prior to release by a yearling male, #8,
from the nearby Crystal Creek pack. A lone
adult female stuck in a pen was too much for
a wandering lone male wolf to resist. (I was
surprised she attracted only one male.)
Eight’s only headache was putting up with the
two rambunctious, very-happy-to-havecompany — and a new dad wolf. He endured,
#9 and the six pups were released, and they
formed one big happy family. Eight and #9
produced pups together from 1996 through
1999.
Five of the eight pups born to this famous #9 and #10 pairing went on to breed.
Four of the wolves were females #16, #17,
#18, and #19. I have already mentioned #18.
Another female, #19, gave birth alone and
was killed by wolves from the neighboring
Druid Peak pack, leaving her pups to die at
the den. We eventually found the pups, only a
couple weeks old, and they can now be seen
on display in Yellowstone’s Albright Visitor
Center. The third female, #17 and the only
gray in the litter (the other 7 were black), had
five pups with her mate #34. In July 1997, #17
died when a stick pierced her chest while she
was chasing an elk. Thirty-four, now a single
father, traveled 25 miles with his pups to
#16’s den — a wolf he had also bred but
abandoned. Briefly they were all together, #34
and his pups, and #16 and her pups (his too),
until #16 was hit by a car that broke her leg.

The injury prevented her from returning and
caring for her pups, and although one survived until the next spring, they all eventually
perished despite our supplemental feeding.
At the same time #34 hooked up with
another female he had traveled with but not
bred. He again left #16's den, leaving her
pups but taking #17's with him. He remained
with this wolf, #33, until she too was fatally hit
in August 2001 on the same deadly section
of road that bisects their territory. Eventually
#16's leg healed and she bred successfully
the next two years. In 1998 a new male,
#165, paired with her and they produced
pups in 1998 and 1999. She did not breed in
2000 because her new mate was legally shot
in October 1999 because he was implicated
in the death of two beef cows. Complications
with livestock in Paradise Valley, Montana,
eventually led to #16's removal from the wild
in 2000.
Eighteen's story, the uncollared queen,
is still ongoing; she is the most successful of
the female siblings. In 1997, she bred in the
same pack as did her mother #9, but they
denned at different locales. In 1998, they
both bred again but amazingly shared a den.
It was quite the sight to see them crawl into
the same den. In 1999, mounting tensions
separated their den sites again. In 2000, #9
left the pack probably because of conflicts
with her young, prime-aged daughter. Eighteen became the alpha female of the pack
and bred that year and again in 2001, using
all the same haunts and spots in the territory
that she had been familiarized with by her
mother.
Nine now resided east of the park in the
Absaroka wilderness. She bred again in
2000, but none of her pups survived, possibly
because she was so old. No one knows
maximum breeding age for a female wolf, but
#9 kept trying and was no doubt pushing the
limit. In 2001 she was at least 9 years old,
probably older, and we have no evidence of
pups in 2002. Her black fur has turned so
gray it appeared white. If one did not know
better, one would have called her a gray wolf.
Our genetic analyses — through 1999 —
indicate that 79% of the Yellowstone wolves
are descendents of hers. (I have been contacted by numerous individuals about a fund
to build a statue in her honor.) Since spring
2001 her radio signal has not been heard.
There are no sightings or even tracks anymore. Perhaps — appropriately — she has
vanished into the Yellowstone wilds.
One last stray thread of the #9 story: her
(Continued on page 6)
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(Continued from page 5)

only surviving son, wolf #21, was the only
male wolf from that famous litter of eight to
survive and breed. At two-and-half years old,
he left his mother and the rest of the Rose
Creek pack, although he did not go far. Surprisingly, he joined the rival Druid Peak pack.
Because both adult males in that pack had
been illegally shot on an outside-the-park
foray, there was a breeding vacancy, which
he immediately filled. He has been alpha male
in this pack since December 1997 and fathered pups in 1998 through 2003. Like his
mother's, his black coat is now graying.
The other wolf to breed that first year
was #14. Like #9, she was a 1995 reintroduced wolf, but second shipment — the same
as #10, #9's original mate. Her pack was
named the Soda Butte pack. She was the
youngest, least known, and most remote living
of our three heroines. Unlike #9, she did not
have a bevy of pups that first year, only one,
female #24, survived in 1995
In 1996, she denned on a 13,000-acre
private ranch north of Yellowstone Park. Despite never once preying on livestock, and
even being liked by the ranch cowboys, who
commented, "It was nice to see ‘em out there
with the elk," death threats to the pack necessitated yet another capture effort to move the
wolves back to Yellowstone. This time, however, it would be four adult wolves and a litter
of four pups. And this time, no diving acrobatics for wily pups, as these pups were deep
inside a burrow, requiring "only" a long crawl
in a dark hole with a flashlight. Fierce little
pups again fought against capture, but at least
we did not have to search for them one by
one.
Back in Yellowstone for the summer, we
released them in October 1996, almost exactly a year after the Rose Creek wolves, but
this release was along the southeast arm of
Yellowstone Lake, one of the most remote
areas in the continental United States. The
eight wolves in her pack thrived here for a
year. In 1997, they had pups again near Heart
Lake, a beautiful lake in Yellowstone's interior.
In March 1997, tragedy struck. Fourteen’s mate, #13, was much older than she.
Like #9’s, his fur had changed color from
black to gray, so gray that upon arrival from
Canada in 1995 he was dubbed "old blue"
because his grayish-black fur looked like it
had a blue tint. By February, he was commonly straggling behind the pack, and in
March his collar began emitting signals that
indicated he was dead.
Fourteen took off. She left their territory

on a trip, a trip to country she had never been
through before, and she left her offspring from
two litters behind. She traveled west through
terrain so inhospitable to wolves there was
not a track of another animal. We found her
on the Pitchstone Plateau through a combination of aerial radio tracking and snow tracking.
Since it was a blank white slate, with no other
animal sign, it was incredibly easy to do. We
tracked her for miles. We found her alone on
a desolate, windblown slope. She halted momentarily peering at the airplane as we circled. She traveled west for 50 more miles.
Our tracking record was incomplete after that,
but she eventually returned to her own territory and family.
This strange move was so unusual that I
called numerous colleagues to see if anyone

had ever recorded similar behavior. No one
ever had. No one, including myself, wanted to
say that she traveled alone so far because
she mourned the loss of her mate. Since then
she has not bred again even though she has
consorted with other mature males.
Normally we retrieve dead wolves immediately, but #14 and the offspring of her last
mating with #13 remained in the area where
#13 died, denning there in April 1997. Worried that we would disturb the pack if we went
amidst them to retrieve his carcass, we
waited until the pack left the area. The pack,
with new pups, did not leave until August. By
the time we recovered #13's radio collar,
nothing of his carcass was left;, again, and
like #9, he was swallowed up in the heart of
Yellowstone. His last contribution to his teething pups was his well-chewed radio collar.
The pack carried on despite the loss of
their alpha male. Late snows in 1997 delayed
the elk migration until December. Once the
snows did come and the elk left, the Soda
Butte wolves moved with them — to the
southeast they ventured into Thorofare wolf
territory – also a pack of eight wolves but
comprised of two adults and six pups. The
older age structure of the Soda Butte pack —
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four adults and four pups — would give them
the edge in a fight. Fourteen and her pack
mates (all her offspring) traveled deep into
the Thorofare pack's territory looking for elk.
The intrusion led to battle, and the Soda Butte
wolves killed the Thorofare alpha male, and
chased the alpha female and a pup into an
avalanche chute. The wolves on the steep
slope triggered a huge avalanche. Days later
we tried to dig through the rubble to retrieve
their carcasses, but after digging down well
above our heads, we still had not dug deep
enough. We had to wait until August when we
could ride in by horseback before we could
finally recover the two dead Thorofare
wolves. Fourteen’s pack had claimed all of
the area south of Yellowstone Lake.
The Soda Butte pack probably needed
this entire area. Although adequate for two or
three wolf packs in the summer, the area was
very harsh in the winter. During the winter of
1998, the pack traveled to Jackson Hole,
Wyoming, where about 10,000 elk (the number varies year-to-year) winter on the National
Elk Refuge. Here the pack lingered for a
while, but they did not settle, even though one
of the packs in the area was headed by #14's
daughter, #24, born in 1995. Instead they
headed back to Yellowstone where they primarily resided into the new millennium. Why, I
am not sure, as, compared to the Elk Refuge,
prey was scarce — perhaps for no other
reason than that they liked it in Yellowstone.
After all, they occupied an area equivalent to
two packs’ territory, giving them the largest
territory of any wolf pack in the entire Yellowstone ecosystem.

Then in April 2000 tragedy struck again.
On a routine tracking flight near the area
where #14 was released — on the south side
of Yellowstone Lake — we found her dead. A
golden eagle had already begun to feed on
her. Her packmates were bedded nearby —
one of which was an adult male that had
surely bred her. This would have been her
first litter since 1997. One hundred yards
away we saw a dead moose partially consumed. The state of consumption for both the
moose and wolf suggested that they had died
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at the same time: #14, at age six, had died in a fight with a moose.
Later, our pilot saw a grizzly bear covering her with debris as if it was
a kill of his own.
We discussed hiring a helicopter to retrieve her, as we did with
the wolves that died in the avalanche, to confirm how she died and to
see if she was pregnant. But we would probably not have learned
anything from such a trip as the scavengers had already begun to
consume her, obscuring any forensic details. I did want to go, despite
the expense, but I knew my reasons were sentimental, and I thus
could not justify the trip. And only reluctantly will I admit that this was
hard for me to do, to lose this wolf, and then let her go, possibly to
never find her remains.
But eventually I did go and look for her. That summer I rode in on
horseback again to look for what might be left. Not much but bone
and hide. I found the dead moose too, not a scrap left, entirely consumed by ecological agents of all kinds. But the trip into this remote
spot was worth it. I found that since the last time I had handled her
she had broken her leg and it had mended itself. The bone had not
healed straight, there was a slight bend to it now, but it was solid, and
watching from the airplane I had never been able to tell anything was
wrong with her. As I knelt by her tattered carcass, I felt the quiet of
this spot in Yellowstone, a very slight breeze suddenly whispered
through the tall August grass, and I felt all at once what a nice place
this was to be.
Finally there is #5. Her story is not so involved, but no less dramatic. She did not have pups that first year in 1995, but she acted like
she was going to. (Termed by biologists a pseudopregnancy, fluctuating hormones make an animal behave as if she is going to give birth.)
She dug several dens but never used them. One evening I watched
her dig a deep hole in Lamar Valley only to abandon it immediately. In
1996 she denned but her a litter of pups was destroyed by the recently released Druid Peak pack — the same pack that killed lone
female #19 of the Rose Creek pack. During this territorial raid, her
mate #4 was also killed. Five herself was badly injured but survived,
as did only one other wolf from the pack, a young male, #6. Their
pack shattered, they left the lush Lamar Valley and moved to Yellowstone’s interior, finding residence in Pelican Valley.
This valley in the summer is a wolf Garden of Eden — elk and
bison flood the valley seeking the high elevation grass rich in nutrients. In winter, it is one of the harshest environments in North America. As a result, most of the elk and bison migrate out in winter. Some
bison, however, remain. These behemoths, relics from the Pleistocene, scrape out a bitter winter existence around thermal areas,
which are snow free but virtually without forage. To keep from starving, the bison move little and rely on stored body fat. In this environment, by the end of winter, these beasts are literally hanging on waiting for spring to come, and chancing that the wolves will not.
But as is usually the case, the bison grow weak before the
snows melt and they are faced with the wolves — of which, that year,
#5 was one. Despite the bison being vulnerable, battles between
bison and wolves are of epic proportions. Bison may be the most
formidable prey of wolves in North America — or anywhere — and
the fights between them are intense. In 1999, we saw #5 and her
reestablished pack kill two bison. One kill involved 14 wolves over 9
hours, and the other involved 10 wolves.
In winter 2000, we saw two more bison killed, but the much depleted Crystal pack had only five wolves (#5's mate cut his femoral
artery in a fight with a bull elk and died), of which #5 was still one.
Again the battles were intense, and it took all five wolves, with #5

contributing what she had left in her old age, to bring down the ailing
bison. She was gray, unlike #9 and #13, and a whitening of gray is not
so perceptible, but she was at least as old as #9, if not older. She did
not give birth to pups in 2000.
Living as she did in the remote interior of Yellowstone her story,
compared to #9's, which made #9 a newspaper celebrity, is much less
known.
The last time I saw her with her pack, before that fateful day I
sighted her by the log, was in Pelican Valley walking away from an elk
that the pack had killed. The pack was traveling faster than she;, it
was January, and she was alone in deep snow. As we flew over she
looked at us, like she had so many other times, but the look was not
the same. Looking into a wild wolf's eyes has become one of the holiest of grails for nature lovers: some say what you see in a wolf’s eyes
is a true representation of untamed, unspoiled wildness, one of the
last realms of unravaged purity in a time when nothing is pure, and it's
darn hard to do, look into a wild wolf's eyes and have them look back.
I've never weighed in, but I've heard an awful lot about it — Leopold
wrote about it, that green fire he saw in a dying wolf's eyes.
That day her eyes were different. Before, her look had been
defiant, almost daring us to try and do something. That essential fire
had gone out of them and she looked worried, like the plane might
harm her, the wolf-look, so many others have tried to write about,
extinguished.
The next time I saw her I did not see into her eyes; she would not
look up, no matter how hard we tried nor how much we wanted her to.
Maybe it was good to never have that last look emblazoned on my
memory forever. It was probably a look I would not want to carry with
me.
That was the last time we ever saw #5, lying immovable against
that fire-charred log. I remembered the spot, had it memorized it, in
fact, but she was gone. We frantically searched weeks, then routinely
for months, and even now I program her radio collar frequency, hoping to hear that beep. A few times we thought we did hear the radio
signal, but it turned out to be a "ghost" beep. Biologists who radio
track for many years all suffer from hearing errant beeps at random
moments, and I was especially vulnerable, wanting to hear one particular beep so badly.
When I fly the vacant stretches of Yellowstone searching for her,
I look through the window at the vast stretch of the world’s first National Park, as I looked on horseback for #14's final spot, but now I
look nowhere in particular and from an airplane. I contemplate the big

picture of wolves back in this landscape and the ever-widening ecological ripples marking their return. But then I pause and think of just
three wolves. I don’t know what happened to #9, I don't know what
happened to #5, I do know what happened to #14.
And I think, isn't this a nice place to be?
Copyright © 2004, Douglas Smith
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Confessions of a Wolf Addict
By Amy Gulick

Hi, my name is Amy, and I'm a wolfaholic. I know others like me are out there.
They’re driving cars with bumper stickers
crying "Little Red Riding Hood Lied." Their
walls display dreamy paintings of wolves that
look gentler than Gandhi. My wolfaholism
manifests itself in a different way: I'm addicted to watching wolves.
It started in 1997, when a U.S. District
Court judge ordered the removal of wolves
brought from Canada in Yellowstone National
Park and central Idaho. I hadn't yet been to
Yellowstone to see the wolves that were
turned loose there in 1995. I knew they were
thriving and afforded certain protections, so I
felt no need to go. But when Judge William
Downes ordered the wolves out, my synapses blew a fuse and the road to addiction
began. It was as if Prohibition had returned:
One minute, you're sipping a smooth Merlot;
the next, the glass is snatched from your
fingers.
In the case of the wolves allowed to recolonize just a small part of their historic
range, there would be no speakeasies or
black-market habitats harboring the fourlegged criminals. Fortunately, Judge Downes
stayed his order, giving the plaintiffs and
defendants time to slog through the appeal
process, and me a chance to get my bipedal
body to Yellowstone, 13 hours away.
Off I went in the dead of winter, dragging my mate with me. Addicts love company. Up before dawn, we headed to the
Lamar Valley where we’d read that a couple
of wolf packs had established territories. But
though we spied trotting coyotes, frosty buffalo and elk stomping the snow in the dim
light, we saw no wolves. We stopped the car
and ventured outside in below-zero cold.
Surely, we'd hear the call of the wild, the
howls of those controversial animals. All we
heard was the purring engine of an approaching Subaru wagon. The driver slowed
and rolled down his window.
"The Druid pack is bedded down about
a mile east near Soda Butte," said the driver,
almost obscured by his parka. "You should
be able to get a good look at them — that is,
if you're interested in that sort of thing."
I waited until he was out of sight, then
dashed to the car, my legs spinning in the air
like a cartoon character. As we approached
Soda Butte, we spied a herd of cars parked
along the road. Binoculars, scopes and radio
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Medical Notes: Overweight
Health Risks
By Dr. Holly Frisby, DVM

telemetry all pointed in one direction, and there
were the wolves: The Druid pack, lolling on a
ridge, as snow began to fall and daybreak
lighted up the sky.
A black wolf stood up, stretched and nuzzled a silver wolf. Soon, the entire pack was
immersed in a greeting frenzy, licking faces and
wagging tails. As a primeval chorus of howls
rose with the sun, I knew I was a goner — a
slave to my addiction.
With the top dog back in the West, the wild
part of me had returned, too. There is no better
high than feeling whole, and that's the rush I get
from watching wolves. Like most wolfaholics, I
learned the ropes fast. To find wolves, find the
people who've already found them. These are
usually fellow addicts posing as park rangers,
graduate students or wildlife photographers.
Spare no expense on viewing devices.
You know someone's a wolf addict when
he or she drives a junker, wears torn Carhartt
work clothes and sports a costly Swarovski 45x
spotting scope. Drop everything in your life in
order to fuel your addiction, and be warned that
this will affect relationships and most forms of
employment. And finally, be ready to share. Like
smokers bumming cigarettes from each other,
"wolfies" swap sightings, coffee and hand warmers. We know there is strength in numbers, and
we might as well band together lest we be discriminated against by non-wolfies.
Two years after Judge Downes pushed me
over the brink of addiction, the 10th Circuit Court
of Appeals overturned his decision. The wolves
were legal again. But my addiction rages on. I
sneak off to Yellowstone and hook up with the
only people who understand me. I surf the Internet for wolf-pack updates in the park and the
latest developments to downlist and delist Canis
lupus from the protection of the Endangered
Species Act. Heck, I even have plastic wolf figurines living on top of my piano.
Family and friends beg me to seek help,
but what's the point? I'll never be a recovering
wolfaholic. And that's a beautiful thing.

As in people, dogs carrying extra
pounds of weight place extra demands
on virtually all the organs of their bodies.
When we overload these organs, disease and sometimes death are the consequences. The health risks to overweight dogs are serious and every dog
owner should be aware of them. The
more common consequences of obesity
in dogs are discussed below.
Diabetes mellitus (sugar diabetes)
One of the most common complications of obesity in dogs is the development of diabetes mellitus (sugar diabetes). Obesity causes an increase in the
secretion of insulin in response to the
increased blood glucose level in the
overweight dog. Insulin is also more in
demand simply because there is a
greater amount of tissue in an overweight dog. When requirements for insulin exceed the ability of the body to produce insulin, diabetes mellitus develops.
If the need for insulin increases over a
long period of time, the cells in the pancreas which produce insulin can actually
'burn out,' again resulting in diabetes.
Damage to joints, bones, and ligaments
Approximately 25% of overweight
dogs develop serious joint complications.
Studies have suggested that approximately one-quarter of overweight dogs
develop serious joint complications. The
bones, joints ,muscles, and associated
tendons and ligaments all work together
to give the dog smooth and efficient
movement. If they are required to carry
excess weight, they can start to become
damaged. Arthritis can develop and the
pain and joint changes associated with
hip dysplasia can become markedly
more severe.
(To be continued)

Copyright © 2004 by Drs. Foster and Smith
and reprinted with permission
http://www.drsfostersmith.com/

Answers to Guessing Game:

Amy Gulick is a contributor to Writers on
the Range, a service of High Country News. She
lives in North Bend, Washington, where she
works as a writer and photographer. Her article
is reprinted with the permission of High Country
News (hcn.org ) Betsy Marston, editor, Writers
on the Range.

A. Reported: F3, 78%, Malamute & German
Shepherd Dog (male)
B. Reported: F3 60% Malamute, German
Shepherd Dog, British Columbian & Timber
Wolf (male)
C. Pure male Carpathian wolf (male)
D. Reported to be 95% F1 British Columbian/
McKenzie Valley mixed with "dog" (male)
E. Pure bred German Shepherd Dog (male)

F L O R ID A L UP I NE N EWS

V OLUME 6 , I SSUE 4

A Dog in Wolf’s Clothing: The Alaskan Malamute
Part I: A Historical Perspective
By Margie Serage

exemplifies that age-old adage — “survival
of the fittest.” Dogs not big enough in size or
attitude to hunt for food needed the smarts
and speed to steal instead. But with other
dogs, they developed plenty of attitude:
although Malamutes may posture first as
warning, infractions are dealt with swiftly
and serious quarrels may be with no holds
barred. However, Malamute social structure
is not unlike the wolf; in that they are pack
oriented animals, conscience of social stature, and sensitive to body language. They
are highly attentive to their surroundings.
They howl to communicate, talk in grumbles,
and will occasionally bark — to the delight or
chagrin of human listeners.
A young wolf/malamute mix
Alaskan Malamutes are dogs in wolf’s
clothing. Some even mistake them for wolves
or wolf mixes. This misperception is perpetuated by the Malamute’s more primitive temperament, as dogs go, their almost wolfish
good looks, or by the appearance of rangy and
poorly bred dogs. But while Malamutes are
certainly not wolves, this error in public perception becomes even murkier when combining
dog and wolf: this is especially true as the Malamute is, more frequently than not, the favored
dog in the wolfdog cross.
The Alaskan Malamute is an ancient dog
and believed to be one of the oldest dogs in
North America; these artic dogs little resembled the beautifully groomed show dogs seen
on TV, but rather the rugged, hard working
arctic sledge dogs of native Alaskans. The true
origins of this large spitz-type dog are mostly
lost to history, as the original Alaskan people
had no written language. However, their name
comes from an Inupiat tribe, the Malimiut, who
populated Kotzebue Sound and northwest
Alaska.
Of course, the arctic people didn’t think of
dog “breeds” at all. The original working sled
dogs came from using whatever dog worked
best for the job. Therefore, "breed" is actually
rather misleading when speaking of the original
Malamute dog. These early arctic dogs were
quite similar, although different areas and lifestyles dictated slightly different dog types.
Climate was their major common factor.
Harsh arctic conditions demanded independ-

ence, intelligence, and strong coping skills
for survival. Nature designed Alaskan Malamutes as highly adaptable and physically
enduring creatures. Their nomadic occupation created strong and hardy dogs, that also
possess an assertive and often larger than
life attitude. The result is a true work of nature’s artistry.
Powerful jaws crush through frozen
food, well-furred ears and a thick double
coat protect and insulate, as does the
throat’s extra fold of skin, large well-arched
feet grip snow and ice securely, and a fuelefficient body needs little food to sustain
itself. In fact, all the Malamute’s physical
characteristics are ultimately geared toward
survival — from the moderate slope of the
head that allowed cold wind to slip pass, to
that extraordinary bushy tail which functioned as the ultimate nose warmer as the
Malamute curled up asleep in sub-zero temperatures.

The basic Malamute temperament

Early picture of an Alaskan Malamute
wearing a canvas pack
Just as Native Alaskans originally used
Malamutes to pull heavily loaded sleds, hunt
arctic mammals, and as general pack animals, immigrants to Alaska used Malamutes
in similar fashion during the Alaskan Gold-.
rush. The Malamute resume also includes
WWII, Byrd’s Antarctic expeditions, and the
US Service Expedition to Antarctica. When
recreational and sport sledding became
popular pastimes in the northern United
States, it was the dedication and determination of those sled dog fanciers which shaped
Alaskan Malamutes into a now recognizable
breed.
There are three main foundation lines
of the Alaskan Malamute. Arthur Walden
had developed his Kotzebue line, work that
Milt and Eva Seeley continued when Walden went to Antarctica. It was the Seeley’s
famous Chinook Kennels which trained and
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supplied sled dogs to the Antarctic expeditions. Although not interested in AKC recognition, Paul Voelker developed his own
line of slightly different Malamutes, the
larger M’Loot. A third line, the Hinman
strain, involved only a few dogs. Blending
Hinman with the Kotzebue and M’Loot
lines produced excellent dogs, which
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On October 17, 1915, the Antarctic Ice
Pack crushed the Endurance, Shackleton’s ship on his disastrous Antarctic
Expedition. There were 69 sledge dogs
on the Endurance when she was trapped
in the ice. The crew survived. The dogs
didn’t.

Taking a break

“Kim” aboard the Byrd Expedition
made great contributions to the breed. But
let’s get back to the main story, shall we?
AKC recognition came in 1935. However, the registration period was brief,
allowing only enough dogs accepted to
develop a small foundation stock. Many of
these Malamutes sent to Antarctica did not
return; they were destroyed, largely due to
a tragic bureaucratic decision. This decision nearly destroyed the breed as well,
as many of the best Malamutes died. The

AKC then reopened breed registration using
tighter restrictions, and quickly closed them
again. It was within this short time frame that
the M’Loot and Hinman lines combined with
the remaining Kotzebue dogs and produced
our modern Malamute.
A very old
postcard depicting an Arctic sled dog
mail run
To be continued in
the next FLA
Newsletter Part II
— The Modern
Alaskan Malamute
Copyright ©2004,
Margie Serage
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The Guessing Game
Try to guess the mix and content of these canines.
Answers on page 8

B

AA

D

C
E
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We Are Not Ready for Delisting Wolf
By Jay Moynihan

They are not vicious, they are not kind. Some hate them,
some love them, very few understand them. They are a question. They pose a query of the nature of our hand upon the
land, our maturity, our imagined future. Wolves.
I have seen a wolf three times up here. On one occasion
I was not in a car. I was off trail in the Chequamegon Forest. I
was taking a break on a solo hike, sitting on a fallen tree trunk.
Without a sound, seeming to float, a wolf entered my view,
going right to left. It stopped, turned its head and stared at me.
No, actually, it stared through me. In its gaze was utter indifference. It then loped on its way. My blood was full of adrenaline. My neck was warm, trying to raise the long gone guard
hairs that covered the neck of my distant ancestors. Yes, it was
pretty. It was also frightening. To it, I was a momentary anomaly. Neither food nor threat, and not pack. Irrelevant. I was
once told that hate and love are not opposites. The opposite of
each is indifference.
I was visiting a river ecologist. He had never attended college. But through self education and drive become a card carrying researcher. His beat was the Mississippi, on which he
had run river barges for 20 years. During his time he had
watched as river "management" had turned the Mississippi into
an ecological and flood control nightmare. He asked me, "If we
are the ones with the big brains, why can’t we design our boats
for the river, instead of changing the river for our boats?" He
had heard the question the wolf asks.
All lands are now managed. Even "wilderness," is
bounded and set aside. The real challenge, the question, is how
we live upon the land. We are the exotic species without peer,
which erupted from Africa, and remade the land. We are the
ones with the big brains, at the top of the food chain. It is a
position envious, if there were any others capable of envy, and
delicate. We rely on all else.
When asked to explain the difference between our minds
and the minds of most other animals, I usually say, my dog
knows, but I know I know. So the wolf to us poses the hard
question, how are we to live upon the land? The wolf does not
care. Deer, voles, calves are food. It is indifferent to our classification of utility. It seeks the slow, the weak, the injured. It
cares not a wit if it deprives the human of its game for sport or
farmer of its cow before the time of human slaughter. While
some humans imitate it with their dog packs and pick-ups, pursuing bear, it is a pale, lazy imitation. The wolf lives in deadly
earnest. It is a four-legged meat inspector that allows no errors.
De-list the wolf? No, not yet. The recent statements of the
most vehement opponents of the wolf show we are not ready.
We are not mature enough yet to deal with the wolf’s indifference, let alone the question it poses. A child removed from a
home because of abuse would not be returned unless the
chance of further abuse in that home was gone. Ask the delisting question again later, maybe 50 years.
How we answer the wolf's question, how we live upon the
land is crucial to us, but not the wolf. You see, we can eradicate the wolf. But it needs a level of biotic quality, that we can
measure by its presence. We keep the wolf for ourselves, not

for it. We can also pay so little heed to the land and water,
that we too, pass away. If that happens, great also will be the
fall of our allied species. But some will survive. Some dogs
will prosper. Through the endless genetic dance of adaptation, the dogs will change through time. Buried in your dog is
the wolf genetic tool kit. Something like a wolf would again
pad across the land. Like all of nature apart from us, the wolf
does not care either way.
Jay Moynihan lives in Ashland, Wisconsin.
Copyright © 2004, Jay Moynihan and reprinted with permission.

They are not brethren, they are not underlings;
they are other nations, caught with ourselves in the
net of life and time, fellow prisoners of the splendor
and travail of the earth."
Henry Beston, The Outermost House

Lessons I've Learned from Kamooks
By Link Shadley
We've worked really, really hard at bonding and socialization, so
this may not be typical. Kamooks rides in the back seat of a club cab
pickup, usually.
On drive-thru — Expect him to stand in your lap, wedged between you and the steering wheel, so he can stick his head out first
at the drive-thru window (really good things come from humans inside those glass cages). Ice cream cones taste better with fang
marks.
When buckling up your seat belt after paying the human in the
glass cage with one hand, holding the burger in the other, you may
notice the meat has been deftly removed from your bun.
Double check the bank transaction because drive-thru bank
personnel frequently get rattled when a WD head is all they see in
the window. The true test of the customer service skills (and courage) of a gas station attendant — Oregon does not have 'self-serve'
gas stations — is when they start to hand you a doggie biscuit and
you simply open the car door and suggest they hand it themselves to
the huge unknown animal inside.
On outdoor life — Walking across the back yard at night is
much more interesting. There will be a new hole or two every night
big enough to hide a Saddam or Osama. Plants advertised to be
resistant to canine urine aren't. (The military should investigate this
organic defoliating herbicide which is much more effective and safe
than Agent Orange.) Life will be simpler if you only get toys and balls
larger than the openings in the mesh fencing, and taller than the
space between the ground and the backyard deck. WD paws are
designed with incredible traction plus the ability to carry more mud
from the back yard into the house than most small dump trucks.
WD's do not really understand the difference between a rawhide
chew toy and those $35 deer skin gloves you left on the 5th rung of
the pruning ladder which you mistakenly believed was out of reach.
On indoor life — There is no need for a carpeted floor. It is
easier to shovel the mud from a bare floor and there will always be a
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nice soft and warm layer of discarded fur rivaling the most expensive rugs.
Budget for a 'King' size bed which will
hold 4 humans, or 1 1/2 humans with a WD in
between. The unlucky 1/2 person will have
their butt sticking out in the cold. Buy more
coats. By the time you get the furnace/heat
pump thermostat or the automobile air conditioner cranked down low enough for your WD
to be comfortable, the human will require
goose down coats and artic underwear.
On training — Humans learn that long
term, consistently rewarded requests may
result in some minor behavior modifications in
their WD's. WD's learn that a 1 second "That's
a stupid idea, why would I do that” expression
will terminate most efforts noted in the line
above. Humans will eventually learn that a
soft low “rooof' means “please,” a soft whine
means “please, but right now” and a loud high
pitched whine means “stop and let me out”
because something very gross is about to
come out one end or the other. A second
lesson is rarely required on that last point.
On friends — Prepare to lose about 3/4
of your close friends. Not because they have
allergies or fear of large animals, but you will
soon realize about 1/2 of them are not nearly
as loyal and another 1/4 not nearly as intelligent as your WD.
On psychological health — If you go
into much detail during your small talk conversations about your WD before meetings or
conferences about how you've modified your
house, modified your life, modified your car,
modified your furniture, changed your ward-

robe, and altered
your vacation
plans; be prepared for a challenge that suggests you may
not be navigating
the rivers of life
with both oars in
the water! Ain't it
wonderful !!!
Copyright 2004 ©
Link Shadley and printed with permission

Armadillo in a Can
By Joan E. Ford
It was 12:30 a.m., and my son and I
were settled in watching a flick on TV, when
my daughter, who lives next door, rang the
bell and said the dogs were making strange
noises. Now the dogs involved are among
the quietest I’ve ever owned, never barking,
sometimes howling, but only occasional
emitting a "strange" noise. Mark and I
rushed into their pen to find them quite
literally having a tug-a-war with an armadillo,
one dog pulling on the head, the other on
the legs or some other part in the nether
region.
I started screaming at the dogs, "Drop
It," and I still can't believe that they did.
We got them into the kennel, only to
ourselves next chasing a frantic armadillo
with a "get me outta here" attitude.

Now armadillos don't score high on the
animal I.Q. test — not exactly in the realm
of brilliant to burrow into a dog pen. And
although it was trying to dig its way out, I
was pretty sure that since it had managed
to claw in, it would only turn around and
come back in through its original burrow. I
could see one huge vet bill on the horizon
if that creature returned and the dogs decided they each had first dibs.
It seemed best to catch the thing
somehow and put it – hmmm! put it where?
The two of us, with a rake and a shovel,
managed to get it into a trashcan. Unfortunately, for the armadillo, the trashcan was
the pretty-full poop can, but, frankly, my
dogs' not getting into a "discussion" about
who owned the armadillo was more important to me than the well-being of that hard
headed and hard shelled critter.
The next morning it was still alive,
although floundering in, uh, the stuff in the
can, That evening we took it far out into the
country and dumped it.
I hope it wasn’t armadillo mating season — unless wearing a thick overcoat of
dog poop is an armadillo turn on; if so, this
one had it made.
But even if
armadillo cleanliness is next to
armadillo godliness, it still might,
I hope, lead a
very long, if very
lonesome, life.
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