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Prairie Dog Pals Updates 
Yips! 
 
Yips to new Prairie Dog Pals (PDP) volunteers Loretta G., Suzy 
G., Mark D., and Janet G.! Loretta joined our dedicated crew of 
site stewards this year and helped out on several releases during 
the summer. Mark and Suzy helped out on the last release of the 
year, and Suzy has agreed to be our Feeding Coordinator. Janet 
helped Jim T. on an outreach event. 
 
Yips to PDP board member Sharyn D. for her marvelous artwork 
featuring anthropomorphized prairie dogs! As the most popular 
posts on our Facebook page (www.facebook.com/prairiedogpals), 
some have gotten as many as 5000 forwards. We hope that these 
cute pictures encourage folks to educate themselves about prairie 
dogs and the issues that affect them. 
 
Yips to G. M. Northrup Corporation for being an environmentally 
conscious company! They provided for the humane relocation of 
prairie dogs from the Lomas/Chelwood site before starting 
construction on a store for O’Reilly Auto Parts. 
 
Yips to this year’s outstanding crew of Sevilleta National Wildlife 
Refuge (NWR) interns! 
 

 
Pictured l. to r.: Marian F., Jacob R., Michelle S., Sevilleta NWR Biologist 
Jon E., Joaquin G., Lauren S., and Angela I. 
 
Nips! 
 
Nips to commercial development companies that give no thought 
to the indigenous wildlife they displace when their bulldozers erase 
yet one more, small pocket of habitat! There are two colonies that 
we fear we will lose this spring just as the prairie dogs are starting 
to awaken from their winter torpor. 
 
Nips, as always, to Kirtland Air Force Base (AFB) for poisoning 
prairie dogs! !  
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Annual Meeting 
 
On February 2, PDP held its annual board meeting, immediately 
followed by the general membership meeting. Both were held at 
our usual venue, the James Joseph Dwyer Police Substation, 
which coincidentally sits adjacent to a prairie dog colony. Here 
are the highlights of the meetings: 
 
Elections: Board members for the 2016-2018 term are: 
President – Yvonne B., Treasurer – Ray W., Private Rescue – 
Margaret D., Stewardship – Graziella S., Artistic Content and 
Media – Sharyn D., Secretary and Head of Operations – Ed U., 
Intergroup Coordination – Phil C. Yvonne thanked Clifford J. 
and Annabeth F. for their service (They had resigned their 
positions during the previous term.)  
 
Stewardship: The board approved continuing through 2016 a 
supplemental feeding stipend. This program provides food for 
prairie dogs along the I-40 and Tramway Blvd. corridors. 
Yvonne thanked the caregivers for their dedicated efforts. 
 
Outreach: Yvonne recognized Margaret and Jim T. for their 
contributions to our outreach program. Jim gave his “Prairie 
Dogs in Peril” presentation to a wide variety of audiences from 
elementary school classes to senior centers. In 2014 Margaret 
guided a Girl Scout troop through the tasks involved in prairie 
dog rescue. Yvonne urged other members to get involved. PDP 
will support any and all efforts for outreach. Jim could use help, 
as he is frequently on his own when performing outreach and 
has to carry prairie dogs, handouts, and audio/visual equipment. 
  
Rescue: Priorities for rescue operations are always a contentious 
issue – members are adamant about which colonies are in 
greatest danger. Ed emphasized that rescue operations have to 
be contingent on available resources (manpower, equipment, and 
funds). He stated that we are not actively pursuing removal of 
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We have other dedicated stewards who feed colonies in need on 
Tramway Blvd. Graziella S. sustains the prairie dogs on the 
north and south sides of Indian School Rd. east of Tramway. On 
the west side, Alice C. takes care of the colony just north of 
Copper Ave., and Veronica W. feeds just north of Lomas Blvd. 
Then there’s Priscilla G. We only just met her in 2015, but she 
has been bringing food to every prairie dog colony she could 
find for years. She feeds at many of these same colonies and 
others, such as Las Colinas. The small scraps of land in 
Albuquerque that are left to the prairie dogs have become 
denuded, so the support provided by our site stewards is critical 
to maintaining their colonies. ! 
 
Spring Operations 
 
As you probably know, our Gunnison’s prairie dogs hibernate 
from about October through February, depending on the 
weather. If it is mild, they may wake up periodically through the 
winter to forage a bit, but usually return to torpor if the weather 
cools down again. Climate change will no doubt have an impact 
on their annual cycle, but for now, this is the pattern. As soon as 
we see prairie dogs above ground, it is time to organize for our 
brief spring capture season. Bragging rights for the first prairie 
dog sighting went to Bobbie C. this year. She spotted the early 
riser at Tramway Blvd. and I-40 on February 1. 
 
On March 10, Margaret D. captured the first prairie dog of the 
year at the Calvary Church on Indian School Rd. You may recall 
the situation a few years ago when the church purchased the old 
Blue Cross Blue Shield property and threatened to exterminate 
the resident population of prairie dogs. In fact, their building 
maintenance person started shooting prairie dogs with a pellet 
gun. Outrage from neighbors and the advocacy of a city 
councilor convinced the church leadership to work with us, and 
we moved 63 prairie dogs to a tract of pristine grassland in 
northern New Mexico. Fortunately, when a lone prairie dog 
found its way onto the church property this spring, it was met 
with more compassion. Church personnel called PDP, and 
Margaret promptly rescued the wayward fellow! 
 
We had hoped to be busy with APS sites in the spring. Over the 
years, Yvonne B. has endured a constant onslaught of phone 
calls from teachers and angry parents complaining about prairie 
dogs on school playgrounds, especially at Chelwood Elementary 
School. We are a not-for-profit corporation and have legal 
responsibilities; we cannot go on school property unless there is 
a contractual instrument in effect. We had given our proposals 
to APS and were waiting for the millstones of government to 
grind out their grist of contracts. All we were told was that the 
paperwork was “in purchasing.” Ray W. even offered to start 
flushing if APS would sign a memo of understanding, but the 
offer received no response. Sigh. APS did finally issue purchase 
orders, but it was on the last day of spring captures, so we were 
unable to capture prairie dogs at the elementary schools until the 
summer season. 
 
So we turned our efforts elsewhere. Graziella S. spent some time 
trapping and caught two prairie dogs at Tramway Blvd. and 
Central Ave. and another five at the colony just east of the 
Valero station at Tramway and Menaul Blvds. Ray and C. Rex 
 

 

the prairie dogs along the I-40 freeway because 1) trapping and 
flushing are minimally effective in these areas and 2) the 
Department of Transportation (DOT) is not particularly 
concerned with moving the prairie dogs, and thus will not 
reimburse us for it unless they have a federally funded project. 
As usual, we planned to do some work in Bosque Farms. Ray 
stated that he was optimistic about getting city and Albuquerque 
Public Schools (APS) contracts. It was agreed that Chelwood, 
Kirtland, and Wherry Elementary Schools would be given 
priority in the coming season if the contracts came through. ! 
 
PDP Welcomes New Board Member 
 
PDP is pleased to introduce to you our newest board member, 
Phil C., who was elected to the board at the annual meeting. Phil 
is a valuable addition to our diverse group of board members, as 
he brings many years of experience in working on animal issues. 
He is a key staff member of Animal Protection New Mexico 
(APNM), a highly successful nonprofit organization with which 
we have collaborated for years. We have relied on APNM’s 
guidance in times of crisis and always found Phil’s advice to be 
both thoughtful and savvy. Recognizing that his primary 
responsibilities demand the lion’s share of his time and attention, 
we are doubly humbled by his generosity to support PDP as 
well. Thank you and welcome, Phil! ! 
 
A Gift to the Future 
 
Recently a couple of PDP members decided to set aside a 
portion of their estate to establish a “legacy gift” as a way to 
support the organization. They had long thought that the 
process would be rather complicated, but it turned out to be 
surprisingly easy. It’s never too soon to create such a bequest, 
but sadly, sometimes it can be too late. Establishing a legacy gift 
provides peace of mind that your wishes will be honored. The 
desire to affect the future beyond our lifetimes is a powerful 
inspiration. Leaving a legacy to a cherished cause can be a source 
of joy, knowing that the means with which we were blessed in 
this lifetime can continue to make an impact on the future. ! 
 
Site Stewardship 
 
Our site stewards are PDP’s unsung heroes. For more years than 
they can probably count, Bobbie C. and Becky D. have fed the 
prairie dogs that reside alongside the I-40 on- and off-ramps. 
Becky fed at both the Eubank and Juan Tabo Blvd. interchanges. 
Bobbie took care of the prairie dogs around the Tramway Blvd. 
interchange, including those that live in the area next to the 
Quality Inn and on the large field east of the Tramway bike path. 
From March through September each year, they spent hours 
each week pulling their carts of food up and down sloping 
terrain to distribute the life-saving rations. For years they toiled 
alone. Last year they finally got some reprieve when Mike T. 
offered to help. This year Loretta G. joined their team. Bobbie, 
Becky, and Mike feed the Tramway prairie dogs on Saturdays, 
and Becky, Mike, and Loretta feed the Eubank and Juan Tabo 
prairie dogs on Sundays. The job takes three to four hours near 
the beginning and end of the season, but about five hours during 
the hot summer months. 
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Team Rescues Prairie Dogs in the Nick of Time 
 
When it comes to habitat loss due to human enterprise, we have 
to be the sentinels for our beloved prairie dogs, keeping watch 
for signs of imminent development. So it was in 2014 when 
PDP board member Graziella S. went out to feed the large 
colony just west of the police substation on Lomas Blvd. She 
spoke to workers that she saw spraying herbicide there and 
learned that the property had reverted to city ownership. 
Knowing that it would not be long before the property would be 
sold and developed, we made it our top priority for relocations 
in 2015 and thankfully were able to re-home 98 prairie dogs to 
safe habitat that year. 
 
Our fears about the site were confirmed in late March this year 
when PDP received an early morning call from a representative 
of G. M. Northrup Corporation, a Minnesota-based company 
that had been contracted to build a store for O’Reilly Auto Parts. 
The gentleman on the phone inquired about hiring us to remove 
prairie dogs from the planned construction site. It was already 
past the time when we normally suspend spring trapping to 
avoid births in our staging facility. We needed to conduct the site 
survey, submit a proposal, and finalize the contract as quickly as 
possible. Unfortunately, the description of the property led us to 
believe that it was a different parcel of land altogether, and the 
ensuing confusion delayed the process by a day. It took five days 
to finalize the contract, leaving us only a week to rescue the 
prairie dogs before construction would start on April 4. Thank 
goodness that Graziella’s sentinel call had allowed us to rescue 
98 prairie dogs the year before. It gave us a season’s head start 
and likely saved many lives. 
 
We only had a week before the bulldozers would arrive, so there 
was no time to waste. Margaret D. kicked off the rescue effort 
by trapping on Monday, but the site was relatively green, so the 
prairie dogs showed little interest in the baited traps. On to 
“Plan B” – flushing. Clearing a colony by flushing is an iterative 
process. You cover each burrow (fill the opening with dirt) that 
you’ve flushed. The prairie dogs will re-open their burrows by 
the next day, so you’ll be able to tell which burrows are still 
occupied. Then you flush, cover, and repeat. There will be fewer 
burrows to flush each day, but there will also be diminishing 
returns. It took a full day for Margaret and C. Rex to flush just 
¾ of the 2.2 acre field, but by day’s end on Tuesday they’d 
captured 29 prairie dogs. They flushed 21 prairie dogs on 
Wednesday and another five on Thursday. Ray W. continued the 
flushing through the weekend and caught three more. We 
captured 58 prairie dogs that week, but we knew not all of them. 
 
Construction proceeded as scheduled the following Monday. 
The workers drove large earth movers around the site, leveling 
every mound and packing the dirt into a smooth plane. Yvonne 
B. made arrangement to meet the site superintendent, hoping to 
enlist his cooperation for further rescue efforts. While they were 
talking, a very small prairie dog poked its head out of a burrow 
in the now flat dirt and stared at Yvonne for a long moment 
before retreating below ground. After the superintendent left, 
Yvonne and Frances G. walked the entire site and found three 
burrows that had been re-opened since the blading, two near the 
northwest corner and one near mid-field. Over the next few 

embarked on a flushing expedition to Bosque Farms, where they 
caught 31 of our fine furry friends. Ray did some flushing for the 
Albuquerque Acres subdivision, where he caught two. 
 
On March 31, Yvonne received a call from some folks who lived 
off San Pedro Dr. about a mile from Bullhead Park. They related 
how they had seen their Saint Bernard playing with something in 
their backyard. When they went out to investigate, they found a 
slimed prairie dog and a bleeding canine. Margaret and C. Rex 
were out flushing, so Yvonne convinced the homeowners to 
take matters into their own hands. They were able to corral the 
frightened prairie dog in a corner of the yard and steer him into 
a kennel. The rescuers were even kind enough to deliver the 
prairie dog to C. Rex and Margaret. 
 
C. Rex performed a quick health check on the male prairie dog 
in the field. He was covered in dog saliva and blood, but was 
alert and had no obvious wounds. After hearing the tale of the 
altercation with the Saint Bernard, C. Rex surmised that the 
blood was likely from the dog rather than the rodent. He assured 
the rescuers that their dog was not in any danger from rabies, 
but advised them to clean its wounds. As for the prairie dog, C. 
Rex rushed him to the staging facility to examine him further. 
He cleaned the blood off and still could find no open wounds. 
There was still the possibility of internal injuries, but the prairie 
dog was in no mood to be reckoned with; this was a good sign. 
C. Rex called him Sam Pedro, owing to the location where he 
was found. Sam Pedro survived his ordeal and was healthy 
enough to be released with the rest of the spring captures. 
 
Each year we get requests from East Mountain residents to 
remove prairie dogs from their yards. We have mixed feelings 
about these requests. Inevitably, whenever we do work in the 
East Mountains, the coffee shop rumor mongers once again start 
spreading the lie that PDP is dumping prairie dogs on their side 
of the mountains. Be that as it may, a prairie dog in peril is a 
prairie dog to be rescued. C. Rex and Mike T. spent two days 
flushing at a property south of Tijeras and another two in the 
Sedillo Hill area. They caught nine prairie dogs at each location. 
 
Our biggest effort this spring was at the Lomas/Chelwood 
colony, but that undertaking deserves a story of its own. (See 
“Team Rescues Prairie Dogs in the Nick of Time”) 
 
We prefer to release prairie dogs into vacant natural burrows. 
Prior to a release, we scout the relocation area to find and mark 
appropriate burrows. If more are needed, we create shallow 
starter burrows by boring two intersecting holes with a power 
auger. On a cold, windy, and snowy day, C. Rex, Mike, Trent B. 
from Eco-Solutions, and several of the Sevilleta NWR interns 
assembled on the refuge to make the preparations for our spring 
release. The only thing that saved C. Rex from the cold was the 
physical effort of burrowing with the auger; otherwise, he might 
have just rolled up in the back of the truck and gone back into 
hibernation. By the end of the day, the exhausted crew had 
finished about 65 burrows. On April 11, we released the 121 
prairie dogs that we had captured during our spring season. ! 
 

In nature there are neither rewards nor punishments. 
There are consequences. 

R. G. Ingersoll 
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days, Yvonne could not stop thinking about that little prairie dog 
that had popped his head up and looked at her. That weekend C. 
Rex, Yvonne, and Frances returned with the tanker and flushed 
the few open burrows, searching for the small prairie dog. They 
found him at the corner of Lomas and Chelwood Blvds., not far 
from where Yvonne had first seen him.  
 
On the following day, interns from the Sevilleta NWR arrived at 
the staging facility to pick up our spring captures, but we could 
not let the little prairie dog accompany the 58 others from his 
colony to their new home. As a matter of protocol, we do not 
release pups that do not weigh at least 350 grams. This little guy 
was a yearling (born the previous season), but he couldn’t have 
weighed more than 300 grams. Also, when you picked him up, 
he didn’t even put up a fight – he was just limp. C. Rex made the 
command decision to hold the little prairie dog back, and 
Yvonne dubbed him Lomasito. Frances agreed to take him 
home and give him the extra care and feeding that he needed. 
 

 
 
In the week that followed, Frances scouted the site every day 
and called C. Rex whenever she found an open burrow. He’d 
show up with the tanker in the afternoon after the construction 
workers had quit for the day, and he and Frances would flush 
the newly opened burrows. They caught two adult females that 
week. They knew that the site was not yet clear, but they had to 
stop flushing; otherwise, they would risk catching a female after 
she’d given birth, and that would doom her pups to die of 
starvation. Having missed the spring release, the two females 
would have to stay in the staging facility until June when, 
hopefully, we’d be able to capture the remaining prairie dogs. 
 
Meanwhile Frances was tending to Lomasito, feeding him 
Critical Care formula daily in addition to greens and carrots. He 
had a ravenous appetite, causing her to suspect that his low 
weight might have been due to a parasite. She brought a stool 
sample to PDP’s vet, Dr. Levenson at Southwest Veterinary 
Medical Center, who ordered a 10-day course of medicine after a 
test confirmed the presence of a parasite. After treatment, 
Lomasito quickly put on weight and regained full health. He 
wasn’t very happy with his accommodations though, and alarm 
barked whenever Frances was near. She returned him to the 
staging facility, where he could be close to the two females from 
his colony. All three were very stressed, which was not surprising 
considering what they’d been through. 
 
 

We continued to worry about the prairie dogs that remained 
back at the construction site. The workers operated backhoes 
and bulldozers to re-mold the parcel of land, digging a trench for 
the foundation footing and piling the excavated dirt in huge 
mounds. They pounded the foundation area to compact the dirt. 
How frightened the prairie dogs must have been, feeling the 
constant vibrations rolling through their burrows. As the 
footprint of the foundation was revealed, we could see that the 
burrow Yvonne and Frances had seen near mid-field would soon 
be covered in concrete. When Frances found a newly opened 
burrow not far away but outside the foundation footprint, it gave 
us some comfort to think that maybe the prairie dog had moved 
to avoid the constant pounding overhead. Unfortunately, the 
new burrow happened to be where the heavy equipment got 
parked. Each time the machines caved in its burrow, the poor 
prairie dog opened a new door a few feet away. 
 
It became clear that we needed to sustain the prairie dogs until 
we could rescue them. They were too frightened to come out to 
eat, and almost all vegetation on the site had been obliterated by 
the heavy equipment. Frances started visiting the site three times 
a week to deliver sunflower seeds, carrots, and hay, placing the 
rations down the mouth of each open burrow so that the prairie 
dogs could eat without coming out. The prairie dog that lived 
under the heavy equipment always barked when it heard Frances 
kneel beside its burrow door. When the construction company 
put up a chain link fence to enclose the site, Frances met with 
the new superintendent to secure continued access. She always 
walked the entire site to search for any newly opened burrows. 
When Frances left town, Margaret took over feeding, and 
Priscilla G. also brought food to the beleaguered prairie dogs. 
 
June finally came, and we were able to flush without endangering 
the pups. C. Rex and Margaret flushed all the open burrows and 
captured an adult female and five pups. The prairie dog that had 
lived under the heavy equipment was a mom, and one of her 
pups was extremely small and weak and needed special care. (See 
“Three Pups and a Pearl”) Margaret re-checked the site and 
found no open burrows. Frances, having returned from her trip, 
stopped by the site a few days later. The superintendent told her 
that he thought there were two prairie dogs left. Frances spied a 
prairie dog standing next to a cactus near the southeastern 
corner of the lot and found two open burrows there. C. Rex and 
Frances flushed them, but the foam overflowed immediately, 
indicating that the burrows had been backfilled a few feet down. 
They covered the openings, and neither burrow appeared open 
again. We hope that come spring we’ll get a call from someone 
in the neighborhood saying that they have a prairie dog in their 
yard so that we can take them to the refuge as well. 
 
Graziella, Yvonne, C. Rex, Margaret, Frances, Ray, and Priscilla 
all played a part in this rescue. You’ve no doubt heard the saying, 
“It takes a village to raise a child.” Well, it takes all of us in PDP 
to sustain and rescue the prairie dogs here in Albuquerque, and 
we’re always looking for people to join our team. ! 
 
In remaking the world in the likeness of a steam-heated, air-conditioned 
metropolis of apartment buildings we have violated one of our essential 
attributes–our kinship with nature. 
                                                                       –Ross Parmenter 
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Baby Bunny Rescue 
 
PDP is dedicated to the preservation of prairie dogs, but we’re 
often called upon to help other wildlife in crisis, usually rodents 
and rabbits. On April 16, we received such a call from a familiar 
voice. Horseman’s Feed and Supply is one of the establishments 
where we have bought supplies for the many prairie dogs that 
pass through our staging facility each season. As a member 
Horseman’s wonderful staff, Luke B. had loaded many a bale 
into the back of our vehicles. This time he needed help from us 
– to save the lives of four baby bunnies. 
 
Luke and Ashley lived in a part of town where lush foliage 
affords habitat for many small animals, so they were quite 
surprised when a mother rabbit built a nest right next to their 
front door and gave birth to four babies. The tiny little kits, as 
baby rabbits are called, were as cute as could be. Luke and 
Ashley delighted in catching a glimpse of the little family 
whenever they came and went, but took the utmost care not to 
disturb or frighten the mom and her brood. They could not have 
been more gracious hosts. 
 
Nearly two weeks after the birth of her kits, the mother rabbit 
disappeared! When there had been no sign of the mother for 
two days, Luke called PDP for help. Yvonne B. expressed a need 
to be cautious, as she did NOT wish to be a party to “wildlife 
kidnapping.” Luke explained that he had laid a ring of leaves 
around the nest, and the leaves remained undisturbed; he was 
sure the mother had not returned. Furthermore, after examining 
the kits, he was worried that they were becoming dehydrated. 
Yvonne was convinced and agreed to take care of them until 
they could be released. 
 

 
 
Though apprehensive about the task, Yvonne knew several 
rabbit experts that she could consult. Weighing only 60 grams 
each, the kits would need to grow to at least twice that size 
before they could survive on their own. Yvonne provided a dish 
of soft greens, moistened guinea pig grain, and a mixture of 
pureed baby food vegetables, but the little bunnies would not or 
could not partake of the bounty. She would have to feed them 
liquid formula until they were able to eat solid food. Syringe 
feeding baby animals can be a nerve-wracking experience, as one 
has to be extremely careful not to aspirate the tiny patients, who 
often squirm and struggle to avoid the unnatural plastic syringe. 
These little guys were champion squirmers! 
 
 

The kits had lost their mother, but they had each other. 
Huddling together seemed to give them a sense of comfort and 
security. Yvonne continued to provide fresh greens and grain 
daily while she was syringe feeding them. Then one day they 
finally began to nibble from the dish. Yvonne was so relieved to 
not have to handle the little squirmers anymore. More important, 
refraining from handling them once it was no longer necessary 
was important to preserve their wildness and ultimate survival. 
Once on solid food, their size and weight doubled in short 
order, and it was soon time to set the little foursome free. 
 

 
 
Yvonne chose May 8 for the happy day. C. Rex filled a large 
plastic tub with hay and other food. They would leave it at the 
release site to provide for the bunnies until they learned to 
forage on their own. Transferring the four skittish kits from their 
cage to the tub was quite difficult, and one almost got loose in 
the process. C. Rex carried the tub to the release site, an area 
with dense shrubbery and large rocks that would provide lots of 
places to hide from predators. He removed the cardboard that 
covered the hole in the side of the tub, and he and Yvonne 
retreated to watch from a polite distance. One by one, each little 
bunny emerged, looked around, and hopped away. Over the next 
few days, Yvonne and C. Rex were delighted whenever they 
caught a glimpse of one kit or another as they began to explore 
their surroundings. No matter how much sleep is lost or stress 
endured caring for orphaned animals, the reward of seeing them 
survive and return to the wild makes it all worth it! ! 
 
Advocates Take a Stand for Prairie Dogs 
 
A couple of years ago, Yvonne B. met Yoshi K., a fellow lover 
of wildlife, who called to say that she was interested in learning 
more about prairie dogs. She and Yvonne talked for quite some 
time about their shared love of animals, and Yoshi even came to 
see our staging facility. In late May this year, Yvonne received a 
frantic call from Yoshi pleading for her help to stop prairie dogs 
from being poisoned. Yoshi and her friend and co-worker Mike, 
both graphic artists, worked for a contractor on Kirtland AFB. 
There was a lively prairie dog colony outside their office that 
they enjoyed seeing when they came to work each day. She 
explained to Yvonne that she had seen a man placing flags 
beside each burrow and found out that he was preparing to 
poison the prairie dogs. Yoshi begged him to delay the action 
until she could talk to the Kirtland environmental department. 
 
Yoshi made numerous phone calls to the base’s environmental 
department and got assurances from two of the staff there that 
they would postpone the poisoning until after they talked to 
Yvonne. At the same time, they were busy ignoring all of 
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Yvonne’s phone calls. Yoshi was desperate to save the prairie 
dogs, so she and Mike decided to take matters into their own 
hands. She asked Yvonne if they could borrow some traps so 
that they could catch the prairie dogs before they were poisoned. 
Yvonne expressed her concern that the pups probably weren’t 
weaned yet, and trapping the moms would doom the pups to 
starvation. Yoshi renewed her frantic calls to the environmental 
department in hopes of finding out when they planned to 
poison; maybe she and Mike could postpone trapping until after 
the pups emerged. 
 
Yvonne and Yoshi tearfully decided that it was better to save 
whatever prairie dogs they could from the impending poisoning. 
Mike and Yoshi showed up at the staging facility on Friday 
afternoon, and Yvonne and C. Rex gave them a crash course on 
trapping and how to safely transfer prairie dogs from traps to 
kennels. Mike carefully loaded 20 or so traps and several kennels 
into the back of his pickup truck, and he and Yoshi departed on 
their mission of mercy. When they showed up at the site at 7:30 
AM on Saturday morning, the man charged with the job of 
poisoning was already there. Yoshi and Mike convinced him to 
leave, and then spent all day Saturday and Sunday trapping. 
Sadly, they only caught one prairie dog. 
 
Yoshi and Mike brought the prairie dog to the staging facility, 
where Yvonne determined that it was an adult female that was 
underweight and seemed lethargic. Yvonne told Yoshi that we 
often confer a name on a prairie dog if it resides in a singleton 
cage in the staging facility, so Yoshi dubbed the prairie dog Lil’ 
Puddin’. At 9:00 AM the next morning, Yvonne checked on Lil’ 
Puddin’ and found that she wasn’t moving. Hoping it might help 
the little prairie dog, Yvonne rushed her inside to administer 
subcutaneous fluids. Fearing that Lil’ Puddin’ might be dying, 
she contacted the VCA veterinary clinic on Montgomery Blvd. 
and secured an emergency appointment with Dr. Rasmussen, the 
closest vet with experience treating prairie dogs. Dr. Rasmussen 
did what she could, but Lil’ Puddin’ couldn’t be saved. Yoshi 
and Yvonne were overcome with grief both over the loss of Lil’ 
Puddin’ and the thought of losing the entire colony. 
 
Yoshi and Mike sacrificed a second weekend, again trapping all 
day on Saturday and Sunday, but with no success. It was telling 
that in four days of trapping Yoshi and Mike were only able to 
catch one prairie dog, and that prairie dog died within 48 hours. 
Yvonne believes that base personnel had performed a stealth 
poisoning while assuring Yoshi that they would postpone it. For 
over a week, the company for which Yoshi and Mike worked 
threatened to fire them and/or have them criminally charged for 
trespassing. Yoshi and Mike laid everything on the line to save 
these defenseless animals. We share their grief over the loss of 
these prairie dogs, and we consider them heroes! ! 
 
Pogo 
 
Just as our busy rescue season was starting, one of our many 
compadres in the rescue world contacted us with an unusual 
request – would we consider fostering a pocket gopher? They 
would soon be driving to Albuquerque to deliver an injured 
raptor to a rehabilitation facility and could bring the pocket 
gopher with them if the answer was yes. 
 
 

The male pocket gopher had been rescued when he was a very 
young juvenile from a site where there were no other pocket 
gophers. Perhaps he had been swept away from his family by a 
flood or scooped up in a transport somehow and later fell to the 
ground. In any case, he had been rescued over a year prior and 
was now full grown. Having been raised in captivity since 
infancy, he was a poor candidate for relocation. So, would PDP 
consider fostering him for the rest of his life? Whenever 
possible, our default reply to such a question is “Yes!” 
 
The pocket gopher joined the menagerie of un-releasable furry 
critters in C. Rex and Yvonne B.’s “rodent room,” and was 
christened Pogo (short for pocket gopher). He’s actually not the 
first Pogo. In 2015 Yvonne had tried to save a tiny orphaned 
pocket gopher that Frances G. had called Pogo. Yvonne liked 
the name, and it just seemed to suit this new family member.  
 

 
 
As for daily care, Pogo has proved to be the lowest maintenance 
resident of the rodent room. Yvonne provides him fresh food 
every day, but because he is a nocturnal animal, she rarely sees 
him. During the day, Pogo generally stays tucked inside his 
wooden castle or tunnel hidden from view. It brings to mind the 
classic movie “Harvey,” in which there was a large white rabbit 
that only James Stewart’s character could see. To prove to 
skeptical visitors that Pogo does indeed exist, Yvonne likes to 
play a little game; she’ll gently push a handful of hay into his 
castle. He is very particular about the arrangement of his 
amenities, so within a few seconds he will very resolutely and 
adamantly push the hay back out! Yvonne respects Pogo’s 
introverted nature, but she loves him and will make sure he lacks 
for nothing as long as he lives. ! 
 
Three Pups and a Pearl 
 
Throughout the rescue season, PDP is often besieged by phone 
calls day and night. On June 13 the phone rang at 9:20PM. The 
temptation to let the call go to the answering machine was quite 
strong, but intuition prodded Yvonne to pick up. It turned out 
to be a matter of life and death. A kindhearted young man 
named Dane S. relayed how a tiny animal had crawled up to him. 
It was so small that he couldn’t tell if it was a prairie dog pup or 
a baby squirrel. He dribbled a couple of drops of water along the 
side of its mouth, in case it was conscious enough to swallow, 
but he feared that it was near death. Dane asked if we could save 
the little foundling, to which Yvonne replied that we would 
certainly try. When Dane arrived well after 10:00 PM with his 
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wife, Samantha, and young daughter, Hayden, the little creature, 
a juvenile female squirrel, was cold and barely moving. Over the 
years, we have taken in many baby animals, including some that 
were simply too close to death to save, and we feared the worst 
for this little squirrel. If she did survive, she would owe her life 
to this wonderfully compassionate family of “first responders.” 
 
No matter how many years of experience one has doing it, 
rehydrating a barely conscious animal is nerve-racking. If they 
have trouble swallowing, the tiniest drop of liquid could go 
down their windpipe and cause them to aspirate. The first 24-48 
hours can be the beginning of a recovery, or progressive 
weakening till death. Rehabbing baby mammals seems to work 
better if the patient is not alone. When three little prairie dog 
pups that would also need syringe-feeding arrived the next day, it 
may have tipped the scale in favor of the little squirrel’s recovery. 
There were two male pups that had been captured at a site on 
Menaul Blvd., one obviously underweight compared to its 
siblings, the other not horribly underweight but suffering from 
diarrhea, a very dangerous condition for a pup. The third pup, 
one of the last ones rescued from the Lomas/Chelwood site, 
was an extremely underweight female. All three of the tiny 
patients easily fit in the palm of one hand, so Yvonne placed 
them in a small herbivarium, nestled in the folds of soft flannel 
bedding. Within minutes they huddled together, not seeming to 
notice that one was NOT like the others. 
 

 
 
Yvonne would syringe-feed them day and night until they could 
eat on their own. She would give each one in turn a syringe of 
milk replacement formula, and then repeat the process with a 
second and third helping. Holding the baby animals still enough 
to safely deliver the formula was difficult. For awhile they 
struggled to avoid the syringe, not recognizing it as a source of 
food. Once they came to that realization, they squirmed with 
every bit of their strength to grab the syringe and suck down the 
precious liquid as fast as they could. It became difficult to 
remember whose turn it was; so after dispensing a syringe of 
formula, Yvonne would roll the recipient in flannel like a burrito 
until it was his or her turn for another helping. As they grew 
stronger, they began to squirm free from their flannel burritos to 
search for the syringe, resuming the confusion of whose turn it 
was. Yvonne came up with a new solution to the problem, 
slipping each little one into a tall glass vase (dry, of course) after 
receiving his or her serving. As they waited to be scooped up 
 

 
 
again for another turn, they would watch Yvonne through the 
glass with such anticipation, clambering over each other and 
leaving white feathery prints on the vase with their little milky 
paws. Once they all had full tummies, they were returned to the 
herbivarium with fresh clean bedding. 
 
Though they were still very small, Yvonne let out a sigh of relief 
when she was finally convinced that they would all survive. She 
transitioned them to solid but mushy foods. For some time they 
remained confused about whether to eat or wear the food. 
Yvonne would have to wet them down with warm water and 
brush food particles from their fur with a baby toothbrush. 
Their recovery was uneven. The larger male pup from Menaul 
got past the diarrhea and quickly put on weight. The other boy 
was not far behind, and happily both were able to rejoin their 
colony members in the staging facility before being released. 
 
The two females remained in Yvonne’s care for much longer. 
Frances G. started calling them “Pearl the squirrel” and “Itsy 
Bitsy Betsy.” Nothing seemed to move the needle on the scale 
for either of them. While still a miniature version of a squirrel, 
Pearl’s energy level went into overdrive. As the rambunctious 
squirrel raced around the cage, she would frequently send the 
poor little prairie dog tumbling. Yvonne moved Betsy into a cage 
with her elderly black-tailed prairie dog, Prince, who was very 
feeble and blind, hoping that the company would benefit them 
both. We had hoped that Betsy would achieve the minimum 
weight (350 grams) required for release in time to be reunited 
with her colony already settling in at the release site. Sadly, she 
remained a remarkable miniature of a proper Gunnison’s prairie 
dog until well after the last possible release of the season. She 
has grown a little since then, but is still pup-sized and has a very 
thin coat. Her growth was probably stunted, and she’ll likely 
always be a rather small prairie dog. Frances agreed to be Betsy’s 
foster parent and take care of her for the rest of her life. 
 
When it happened, it seemed to happen overnight; Pearl hit a 
growth spurt. Gone was the vision of a tiny creature next to 
death that had crawled up to the feet of a man. Pearl had 
become a boisterous, unstoppable, healthy squirrel. There were 
no lingering issues to prevent her release, but one that made it 
extremely difficult – she had stolen the heart of her caretaker. 
Yvonne was fraught with anxiety as she struggled to choose the 
perfect release site, for she wanted Pearl to have every advantage 
for a long and healthy life. On the appointed day, C. Rex carried 
 
 



Prairie Dog Tales  8 

  
Pearl’s cage to the release site, a very small clearing next to an 
area of dense shrubbery that would provide shelter and safe 
haven from predators. Often temporary foster animals leap to 
freedom as soon as they are offered an open cage door. Pearl, 
for all her unbridled vigor, suddenly seemed uncharacteristically 
shy. Yvonne gently lifted the bewildered squirrel from the cage. 
For the barest few seconds, she closed her tiny paws around 
Yvonne’s hand and then darted under a nearby bush. Yvonne 
bid her dear Pearl goodbye and good luck! ! 
 
A Lesson on the Pareto Principle 
 
Since 2003 PDP has worked intermittently with APS to relocate 
prairie dogs from some of its facilities. At the beginning of each 
year, PDP sends a letter to the superintendent of APS advising 
him or her that we are available to relocate prairie dogs and that 
we can dedicate resources to their facilities if they’ll issue a 
purchase order. Unfortunately, the collaboration has been 
intermittent. APS administrators have historically not thought 
about taking action until just prior to the start of the school 
session. By the time the paperwork is done, the prairie dogs are 
ready for their winter slumber. If you are a regular peruser of our 
newsletter, you may remember the story about our Sisyphean 
efforts to clear the soccer field at Hayes Middle School. It took 
ten years to clear that site because purchase orders were often 
issued near the end of prairie dog season or not at all.  
 
Another problem is the lack of follow-up. If there are prairie 
dogs adjacent to a school, clearing the school grounds once is 
not enough. Inevitably, prairie dogs from the adjacent area will 
move to the schoolyard, especially if there is more vegetation 
there. Thus we advise APS that they need to issue purchase 
orders for maintenance work before they have another full-scale 
occupation. We cleared the field at Chelwood Elementary 
several years ago, but a few prairie dogs remained on the un-
landscaped embankment east of the playground. Those prairie 
dogs eventually moved onto the playground and were fruitful 
and multiplied. We were again besieged by phone calls from 
teachers and parents, but APS administration, presumably not 
wanting to spend the money, waited years to call us back. We 
would have preferred to start flushing in the spring so that we 
could reduce the number of fertile females prior to pup season, 
but APS did not issue the purchase order until March 31, the last 
day of our spring season. This summer we worked at four 
schools: Chelwood, Kirtland, and Tomasita Elementary Schools 
and Kennedy Middle School which is located next to Tomasita. 
 
Even without the complication of repopulation, clearing a site is 
never easy. There is a term called the Pareto principle, which 
states that 20 percent of the invested input is responsible for 80 
percent of the results obtained, and by corollary 80 percent of 
the effort is spent on 20 percent of the outcome. We have 
experienced this principle firsthand. We can generally clear about 
80 percent of the prairie dogs from a site in a few days, but the 
remaining 20 percent take much longer to capture. The prairie 
dogs become “trap-smart,” finding ways to steal bait from a trap 
without getting caught, or they learn to quickly close their 
burrow as soon as they hear the sound of our tanker’s generator. 
Prairie dogs are smart, and the ones who evade capture the 
longest are the smartest ones. They are the 20 percent. 
 

Our experience at Chelwood Elementary was a perfect example 
of the Pareto principle. Ray W. spearheaded the effort starting 
on June 24. He and three Sevilleta NWR interns captured 78 
prairie dogs on the first day of flushing. During the next week, 
Ray spent four more days flushing solo and brought in another 
41 prairie dogs. Over the next five weeks, Ray made at least 
seven more trips to Chelwood, either alone or with Mike or C. 
Rex. In addition to flushing on the field, they climbed walls and 
fences to cover the embankment east of the school grounds. By 
early August, they’d only captured 18 more prairie dogs, and by 
that time were only bringing in one prairie dog at a time. 
 
Not to be discouraged, C. Rex, who was a veteran of the hard 
fought battle at Hayes Middle School, took over with the help of 
Frances G. The prairie dogs had become very wary, so Frances 
would scout the site in the morning to find the burrows that had 
reopened since their last trip; that way they could have the hose 
nozzle ready at that burrow before they started the tanker 
generator. The strategy helped, but they still came home empty 
handed as many days as not. School started August 11, forcing 
them to limit trips to weekends and after school. They caught 
the last prairie dog on the field with the help of C. Rex’s niece 
Elizabeth, who was in town for a weekend visit. After that, every 
trip involved climbing the fence, trying to find those last elusive 
prairie dogs on the embankment. They caught one more prairie 
dog, bringing their yield to 11 prairie dogs in over 20 trips! 
 
We removed 148 prairie dogs from Chelwood Elementary. 
Significantly, 119 of those were captured during the first five 
days of flushing. Hmm…119 is…you guessed it…80 percent of 
148! There’s a good example of the Pareto principle in action. 
We wish that we could claim total victory, but unfortunately, 
there is at least one more prairie dog up on that embankment. C. 
Rex and Frances were unable to catch that last smartest prairie 
dog. C. Rex, like the Terminator says, “I’LL BE BACK!” 
 
Ray thought that we’d have hundreds of prairie dogs from 
Kirtland Elementary School, and we actually bought more tanks 
to accommodate them. Unfortunately, the base poisoned after 
his spring visit, and the once teeming population was decimated. 
Survivors of poisonings become extremely wary, causing them to 
build longer and deeper burrows with multiple entrances and 
exits, and making them more difficult to catch. Ray and Mike 
made five trips to Kirtland Elementary in July. One day they 
caught ten prairie dogs, but the other days it was no more than 
three. Ray made another trip in early August, but returned with 
only one prairie dog. It was even worse when C. Rex and 
Frances gave it a try. They spent a soul-sucking afternoon 
draining a full tanker-load of water without catching a single 
prairie dog, though quite a few of the wily critters poked their 
heads out of the burrows to taunt them. Our total for the season 
from Kirtland Elementary was only 19 prairie dogs. 
 
The situation was much different at Tomasita Elementary and 
Kennedy Middle School. We had cleared both sites a number of 
years ago, but prairie dogs from the adjacent freeway easement 
had moved into the lush green fields. Flushing was a new 
experience for the newly arrived prairie dogs, so they were no 
match for a skilled flusher like Ray. He captured 18 prairie dogs 
on both his first and second days of flushing. Three more trips 
brought the total to 43. ! 
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An Epic Release 
 
For about ten years, we have been relocating Gunnison’s prairie 
dogs to the Sevilleta NWR, an area that was once part of their 
natural range. We generally try to relocate 100-150 prairie dogs 
per release since studies have shown that the more prairie dogs 
released at a relocation site at a time, the better their chances of 
getting established in the unfamiliar territory. Logistics 
constraints deter us from performing larger releases, but this 
summer we had a special reason to do so – Sevilleta NWR 
biologist, Jon E., and his colleagues had plans to do a dispersion 
study. On our first relocation of the summer season, we released 
300 prairie dogs! 
 
The researchers wanted to find out how doing controlled burns 
to reduce vegetation height would affect the settlement behavior 
of the Gunnison’s prairie dogs that we relocate to the refuge. 
Such studies have been done before with black-tailed prairie 
dogs, but those results may not be applicable to Gunnison’s 
prairie dogs since there are decided differences in behavior 
between the two species. In preparation for our release, the 
researchers had already taken the preliminary steps of their 
study. Last winter they conducted a survey of the vegetation in 
their study area. In the spring they divided the study area into six 
plots and completed the prescribed burns on three of the plots; 
the other three would serve as the controls in the study. 
 
For our part, we needed to solve some logistical issues, not least 
of which was maximizing capacity in our staging facility, which 
also happens to be C. Rex’s garage. He asked friends to provide 
temporary storage for vehicles and motorcycles, and we brought 
in additional livestock tanks to accommodate the extra prairie 
dogs. Tasks such as cleaning tanks and cages and the daily 
feeding of all the prairie dogs took much longer to complete. 
 
PDP volunteers and Sevilleta NWR staff worked together to 
complete the remaining pre-release tasks. Processing the prairie 
dogs took on a whole new level of complexity. In addition to 
weighing, sexing, and micro-chipping each prairie dog, we 
needed to paint a number on each side of its body with a non-
toxic henna dye. The visible identification marks would facilitate 
the tracking of individual prairie dogs during the dispersion 
study. Imagine the difficulty of holding a wild animal still while 
painstakingly painting a number on its side. Even with more 
than a dozen people, processing for this release took three days! 
 
Site development required more manpower and time as well; it 
took a crew of eight people two days to complete. A couple of 
people manned power augers to bore the intersecting holes for 
starter burrows – a truly back-breaking task! Other folks cleared 
dirt out of the augered burrows or searched for suitable natural 
burrows that could be used. By the end of the second day, they 
had 300 burrows (natural or man-made) ready for the release. 
 
The next hurdle was getting the prairie dogs to the refuge. We 
have a reasonable inventory of kennels, but not enough to 
accommodate 300 prairie dogs. Eco Solutions of Santa Fe 
loaned us enough kennels to meet the requirement. Next we 
needed to find enough vehicles for transport. The solution again 
was to split the task in two by moving 100 or so prairie dogs 
 

to the refuge the day before the release. The remaining prairie 
dogs traveled in a six-vehicle caravan the following day. 
 
The big day had finally arrived. To reduce the possibility of the 
prairie dogs suffering from heat stress during transport or 
relocation, we always start early in the morning. Our prairie dog 
caravan left the staging facility at 5:00 AM sharp. We 
rendezvoused with Sevilleta NWR staff and volunteers at 6:00 
AM. As soon as the vehicles were unloaded, everyone gathered 
around Jon for a briefing. Each kennel had been color coded and 
pre-assigned to a specific plot to assure that an equal number of 
prairie dogs were relocated to each study plot. With 22 people on 
site that day, the relocation proceeded swiftly. All the prairie dogs 
were in the ground by 9:30 AM.  
 

 
The Epic Release Team 
 
After the release, Sevilleta NWR staff monitored activity in the 
study area from a raised platform. They could record observations 
of individual prairie dogs based on the numbers painted on their 
sides. Following their standard protocol, they conducted trapping 
approximately two weeks after the release. Their initial 
observation based on the post-release trapping was that more 
prairie dogs remained on site after two weeks than had after 
previous releases. This could have been due to the larger release, 
habitat improvements, or a combination of both. The researchers 
are now analyzing the data from treated and control plots to 
determine what effect reducing vegetation height by controlled 
burning had on the prairie dogs’ post-release behavior. We hope 
the knowledge gained from this study will optimize the 
management of relocation sites for Gunnison’s prairie dogs. ! 
 

 
The latest look in prairie dog fashion. 
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Summer Singletons 
 
In late June, Margaret D. and her god-daughter, Michelle, were 
going to the Walmart at I-40 and Eubank Blvd. As they were 
getting out of the car, Michelle spotted a prairie dog on the 
parking lot. Margaret keeps her car stocked with a trap, a net, 
gloves, a kennel, and sunflower seeds, in case she has to respond 
to a call to catch a singleton prairie dog. Unfortunately, she was 
in Michelle’s car and had nothing with which to catch a prairie 
dog, except maybe her hat. She did indeed try to snag the prairie 
dog with her hat, but each time, it ran a little further away. The 
futility of trying to catch a prairie dog with a hat was soon 
apparent, so Margaret went into PetSmart to ask the staff if they 
had a net. They said they didn’t, so she returned to the parking 
lot to resume the chase. By the time she and the prairie dog 
made it to the gas station area in front of Sam’s, one of the 
PetSmart employees had found a net and showed up to help. 
Margaret finally caught the desperate prairie dog about an hour 
after Michelle first spotted it. She talked PetSmart into loaning 
her a kennel because she needed to get the prairie dog to the 
staging facility as soon as possible. The poor little rodent was 
surely exhausted and likely dehydrated. Yvonne B. rehydrated 
and cared for the female prairie dog, who Margaret dubbed 
“Sam of the two Marts.” Miss Samantha recovered from her 
ordeal and was eventually released on the refuge. 
 
We collaborate with any group, organization, or individual that is 
willing to give animals, wild or domestic, a second chance. When 
we received a call from the Espanola Animal Care Center about 
an injured prairie dog, we were more than willing to take it in. 
They couldn’t tell us much about the circumstances of its injury 
or how it had been captured. They had taken the prairie dog to a 
vet, who determined that it had a broken rib and needed two 
weeks of confined rest to allow the rib time to mend. An 
Espanola animal control officer delivered the prairie dog, a 
handsome robust male named Dennis (the name bequeathed by 
the daughter of one of their volunteers). We kept Dennis for the 
prescribed recovery period and released him at the refuge. ! 
 
Summer Operations 
 
In addition to the schools, we worked at these sites this summer. 
 
East Mountains: Generally we get a scattering of calls from 
homeowners in various areas, anywhere from Albuquerque east 
to Edgewood. Mike T. did remove five prairie dogs from a 
property in Tijeras Estates, but all of the other requests for help 
this summer came from one area – Richland Meadows, a 
subdivision near Sedillo Hill. It’s a very nice neighborhood with 
large houses surrounded by wide open spaces with horses…and 
prairie dogs. This area was home to prairie dogs long before the 
developer ever sold the lots. Many of the human residents have 
poisoned their prairie dog neighbors, as a number of them have 
admitted. We take on jobs for those who have chosen the more 
compassionate option. We do what we can for these 
homeowners, but there are definite challenges – the main one 
being that prairie dogs reside throughout the neighborhood. 
Even if we are successful in removing all the prairie dogs from a 
homeowner’s lot, it is highly likely that it will eventually be 
repopulated by prairie dogs from a neighbor’s lot. 
 
 

There are two other challenges to working in the East 
Mountains. The abundance of natural vegetation provides an 
ample food source, making trapping generally ineffective, to 
which Mike can attest. The other problem is experienced prairie 
dogs. When our Suburban and tanker show up at a parcel of 
land where we have flushed before, the prairie dogs disappear 
underground and block their burrows. We had moderate success 
in the Richland Meadows subdivision. C. Rex and Mike removed 
seven prairie dogs from each of two lots, and Mike snared eleven 
prairie dogs from the third lot. On the fourth lot, however, Mike 
was only able to remove one prairie dog and one rabbit. He 
knew there were about 20 prairie dogs there, but they were just 
too savvy and eluded capture. Our work was compounded by 
late summer storms; C. Rex thinks that the intense rains forced 
the prairie dogs to dig in deep. Such is the predicament of prairie 
dog re-locaters. If any you have the pied piper flute that works 
for prairie dogs, please send it to us. 
 
Valero: This colony sits on a vacant lot just west of the Valero 
station at Menaul and Tramway Blvds. C. Rex and Mike flushed 
32 prairie dogs there in mid-June. Frances joined them to flush 
the field in July. While they did catch nine prairie dogs that day, 
C. Rex was caught off guard by the roughly 20 mice and 4 rats 
that ran out of some burrows surrounded by cacti. We regret 
that we did not return to this site before the summer was over 
because we have since learned that a developer is planning to 
break ground there in February. 
 
Bosque Farms: Karen and David D. lead a group of dedicated 
prairie dog advocates in Bosque Farms who protect and care for 
the large colony next to the McDonald’s restaurant on NM 47. 
Through funding and logistic support, they have sponsored our 
efforts to relocate prairie dogs from the site. In late June, Mike 
worked with a couple of the Sevilleta NWR interns to flush ten 
prairie dogs. C. Rex joined them for three more days of flushing 
that added 54 to the tally. Ray and Mike returned in August to 
capture six prairie dogs and again in September for another 
twelve. Mike made one last trip to bring in the last eight of the 
season. Counting the 31 prairie dogs from spring, we relocated a 
total of 121 prairie dogs from Bosque Farms this year. 
 

 
 
Indian School Rd./Tramway Blvd.: You may have noticed 
that we do a lot more flushing than trapping. Generally flushing 
is more efficient, but one PDP volunteer, Graziella S., has great 
success at trapping. In two days, she trapped 19 prairie dogs at 
 

At our last release of 
the season, this Bosque 
Farms male set a 
record by weighing in at 
1840 grams. 
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At the Coronado Historic Site on July 9, Jim gave his lecture to 
some 30 visitors with the help of Snuggles and new volunteer, 
Janet G. Jim always does a great job hawking our plush prairie 
dogs to make money for PDP. He sold three that day and 
received a number of donations as well, bringing in $118. 
 
On August 11, Jim and Snuggles were off to the Meadowlark 
Senior Center in Rio Rancho, where Jim regaled 20 folk with his 
knowledge of prairie dogs and Snuggles charmed their hearts. 
 
The Pueblo of Santa Ana, through its Department of Natural 
Resources, strives to educate its members on environmental 
issues. One of the ways they do that is to hold a yearly 
Environmental Fair, which they have done for the past 17 years. 
They believe in building community partnerships to enhance the 
educational experience for their members. Jim and Ray W. have 
represented PDP at this event for the past three years. This 
year’s fair was held on August 13 inside Santa Ana’s new Tamaya 
Wellness Center. Oh, and of course, Snuggles was the main 
attraction at PDP’s table. 
 

 
    Jim T. and Ray W. table at Santa Ana Pueblo Environmental Fair. 
 
Jim, with his trusty sidekick, Snuggles, hit the road again on 
November 16, driving down to Bernardo, NM, not far from 
where we release prairie dogs. He had been invited to speak to 
two classes of 5th graders at Promesa Elementary, who had 
heard from Sevilleta NWR Biologist, Jon E., the day before. 
These 10-year olds were studying robotics and other advanced 
subjects, so Jim decided to present the lecture he normally gives 
to grades 6-12. He included a video about Con Slobodchikoff’s 
study of prairie dog language. The 29 students and two teachers 
who attended were thoroughly impressed, and of course, they 
loved Snuggles.  
 
This next outreach event is unprecedented, for PDP at least. 
Through LinkedIn, Jim met a lady who produces a podcast on 
compassion fatigue. On December 5, Jim she interviewed Jim 
for her podcast. He talked about why prairie dogs are important 
to grassland ecosystems and how he works with PDP to save 
them. He went on to share about the joys of fostering prairie 
dogs and dealing with the inevitable grief that comes from losing 
them. The interview lasted about 45 minutes and will be distilled 
into a 25-minute podcast due to air sometime in January. ! 
 

the Walgreens on Indian School Rd. just east of Tramway Blvd. 
Two weeks later, she did even better on the north side of the 
road, catching 20 prairie dogs in just one day. 
 
Prairie Dogs Flushed at Other Sites:  
Northeast corner of Candelaria Rd./Tramway Blvd. – 20 
Northwest corner of Lomas/Tramway Blvds. – 60 
Los Altos Golf Course – 14 
Las Colinas – 36 
Copper Pointe – 5 
Private property in Los Lunas private property – 7 ! 
 
Annual Garage Sale 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
negotiate pricing. Nine-year olds Ella W. and Cassidy B. 
contributed to the cause by selling lemonade and zucchini bread. 
We made $435 on the day of the sale. Frances G. consigned a 
few unsold items at a thrift store, bringing in another $16. Also 
Ray W. is trying to sell a few of our unsold “treasures” online. 
We donated the rest of the unsold items to Animal Humane of 
New Mexico to sell in their thrift store. 
 
Thank you to all who stopped by to shop at our sale and 
especially to those who donated items. We will put the money 
earned to good use. From March through September each year 
(about 30 weeks), our site stewards feed prairie dog colonies in 
need of supplemental food. The proceeds from our garage sale 
will provide for these prairie dogs for about nine of those weeks. 
Every little bit helps. Thanks! ! 
 
Outreach 
 
In 2016, Jim T. “sang the praises” of prairie dogs far and wide. 
His first gig was in Albuquerque’s Old Town, where he gave the 
K-5 version of his presentation to four home-schooled children 
and three adults. His foster prairie dogs, Snuggles (a black-tail) 
and Toothless (a Gunnison’s) served as species ambassadors. It 
was a somewhat small audience, but a generous one; they 
donated $45 to PDP. 
 
On April 22 Jim, Snuggles, and Toothless were on the road 
again, this time to the North Valley Academy charter school. 
There Jim gave three back-to-back presentations of his "Prairie 
Dogs in Peril" K-5 lecture. Attending the three sessions were 
112 second and third graders and eight adults. All had a great 
time. The principal told Jim afterwards that the kids just couldn’t 
stop talking about the prairie dogs. Snuggles and Toothless are 
always trying to steal the show. 
 

PDP held its annual garage 
sale on September 17. The 
date turned out to be a 
good one since it coincided 
with a neighborhood sale 
that likely boosted traffic to 
ours. We had a wide variety 
of items for sale and a 
handful of volunteers to  
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that keeping a wild animal was harder than they thought it would 
be. Some of these prairie dogs are passed from person to person 
until they find someone who can adequately care for them. Even 
then, a devoted guardian may have a change in situation that 
forces them to find a new home for their foster prairie dog.  
 
PDP’s foster prairie dogs, especially those in the care of Jim T., 
serve as “spokesrodents” at our outreach events. Their presence 
draws people in, giving us a chance to educate the public on the 
importance of prairie dogs and the plight that they face. Our 
foster prairie dogs are true ambassadors for their species, but we 
love them more just for who they are. 2016 was a tough year for 
us because we lost so many of our foster prairie dogs. Here our 
foster guardians say goodbye to their beloved friends. 
 
Hummer                                          By James E. Trever 
 
In July 2011, I took over care of two older black-tailed prairie 
dogs that were rescued from a hoarding case in Clovis, NM. An 
85-year old lady had died, leaving 142 animals of many kinds in 
her house. One made a noise when she breathed and was not 
able to do the typical jump-yip of black-tailed prairie dogs. I 
think that she had suffered an injury of some sort when she was 
a pup, at least a couple of years or more before I got her. 
Because of the noise that she made, I named her Hummer. The 
other prairie dog I named Snuggles. 
 
Hummer and Snuggles both bonded closely with me. Hummer 
liked to sleep behind my head next to the pillow. They were both 
key species ambassadors, accompanying me whenever I 
presented lectures or tabled at outreach events. Hummer was 
very active and very popular as a result. She was a huge draw at 
tabling events, especially the Weems Artfest. 
 
Hummer started exhibiting symptoms of odontoma, but 
responded very well to a course of prednisolone, which enabled 
her to breathe through her nose well. I eventually managed to 
wean her off of the steroid, and she was doing fine. Then in 
January this past year, Hummer distanced herself from the other 
prairie dogs, which made me think that she was dying. I was 
unable to get her to resume the steroid treatment. She stopped 
eating and would not take Critical Care formula. She was ready 
to go. On January 16, Hummer passed away peacefully in my 
arms. She is sorely missed. ! 
 

 
 

Celebrate Sevilleta 
 
Once a year Sevilleta NWR staff and the volunteer organization 
Amigos de la Sevilleta host a festival to celebrate New Mexico’s 
most diverse wildlife refuge. They invite the public to enjoy a 
day of fun and educational activities, including exhibitions and 
demonstrations, guided hikes and tours, live music, and a food 
truck. Celebrate Sevilleta was held on September 22 this year and 
featured new events, such as an archery range and ten minute 
talks followed by Q & A sessions. PDP was once again honored 
to participate in the day’s festivities, and Yvonne B., C. Rex, Jim 
T., and Frances G. represented. 
 
The new ten-minute talks were great! Prairie Dogs, being a 
keystone species of one of the refuge’s four biomes, were 
naturally one of the topics. Sevilleta biologist, Jon E., delivered 
the first talk, “Prairie Dogs: Grassland Engineers,” followed by 
Yvonne with a presentation entitled “Talk of the Town: The 
Surprising Language of Prairie Dogs.” During their talks, Jon’s 
black-tailed prairie dogs, Nut and Hatch, tried to steal the show 
with their cute antics. Yvonne and Frances attended other talks. 
They were all excellent! Frances particularly enjoyed “The Secret 
Life of the Desert Box Turtle,” given by Sandy B., herpetologist 
and president of the Rio Grande Turtle and Tortoise Club.  
 
C. Rex and Jim manned our table throughout the day, enthralling 
the crowds with their knowledge of prairie dogs. Celebrate 
Sevilleta is a fun event at which to table because most attendees 
are nature and animal lovers, so “seldom is heard a discouraging 
word.” Nut and Hatch were the perfect spokesrodents, curious 
but not intimidated by the throngs of people. They were, in fact, 
the stars in quite a few selfies taken that day. 
 
Celebrate Sevilleta is also a great place to network with other 
wildlife advocates. Several other members of PDP, Guy and Liz 
D., and Ann A., were there representing other organizations. 
Matt K., who worked with us in 2015 when he was one of the 
Sevilleta NWR summer interns, was there too; he’s now working 
with a group doing cougar research for Turner Enterprises. C. 
Rex was especially heartened to meet a young fellow who was 
there tabling for Valle de Oro NWR, a new wildlife refuge in 
Albuquerque’s South Valley. The young man is working with a 
number of conservation groups to gain experience and prepare 
him for a career focused on environmental issues. Hearing his 
enthusiasm made C. Rex feel that the future looks brighter for us 
all. It was a great day at the refuge! ! 

 
In Memoriam 
 
A few of PDP’s members serve as foster guardians for prairie 
dogs. As we work to relocate urban Gunnison’s prairie dogs to 
wild habitat, sometimes we capture one that we feel should not 
be released. It may be an adult with a health problem or a young 
pup that despite special feeding fails to thrive. That is when one 
of PDP’s foster guardians takes over to provide long-term care. 
In addition, PDP sometimes receives calls about black-tailed 
prairie dogs that need a home. We call these prairie dogs 
“refugees from the pet trade.” Each of them was captured as a 
pup and sold by a pet store to a person who eventually realized 
 
 

Left: This photo shows how 
Hummer responded to me, even the 
day before she died! What a smile!  
 
Below: Peanut snuggles with me. 
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Toothless                                        By James E. Trever 
 
My foster Gunnison's prairie dog, Toothless, was a rescue from 
the field across from the Lomas police substation. He had no 
bottom incisors when caught in 2014. His upper incisors were 
long and curved back to his upper palate. He was starving, so the 
decision was made to have his upper incisors removed so that he 
could eat with his molars. He was also neutered. I provided him 
with cut up carrots, romaine lettuce, Oxbow rabbit pellets, and 
sunflower seeds out of the shell. Initially, I gave him Critical 
Care formula as well. 
 
He never bonded completely with me and remained shy. He 
always seemed depressed to me, which I believe was because of 
the loss of his teeth. Fortunately, my foster black-tails, Snuggles 
and Hummer, accepted him into their cage, something that 
would not happen in the wild. They preened Toothless and 
snuggled with him when sleeping. I was privileged to have all 
three present at outreach events. This was great, as it enabled me 
to share with the public the differences between the two species. 
 
On May 5, I found Toothless unresponsive. His right eye was 
stuck open but did not react to light, and it appeared that the 
entire right side of his head was paralyzed. I believe that he had 
suffered a stroke and slipped into a coma. I did not think he was 
breathing at first, but he had a rapid heartbeat. Later I noticed 
shallow breathing, but could not hear it in a stethoscope. I held 
him for several hours until he passed away. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Peanut                                            By James E. Trever 
 
On July 23, I was given a pet trade rescue, a black-tailed prairie 
dog named Peanut. He was quite thin and had elongated lower 
incisors and no upper incisors. I estimated that he was ten years 
old. Peanut was essentially a hospice case. I promptly got his 
bottom teeth trimmed and proceeded to give him Critical Care 
formula and shelled sunflower seeds. I think that someone who 
had him before me had fed him people food, as he would try to 
get at anything I was eating. 
 
Peanut had a really pleasant disposition and was surprisingly 
feisty for his age. He took to me right away and loved to snuggle. 
I have videos of him “kissing” me and snuggling behind my 
neck. Peanut passed away peacefully on August 26. Even though 
he was only with me for a short time, I miss him. ! 
 

Mechelle and Caroline                     By Frances Gauthier 
 
In early June of 2011, Carrie B., through a series of serendipitous 
events and her uncanny intuition for animals in need, passed by 
a colony on Lomas Blvd. just in time to spy a tiny prairie dog 
darting between clumps of brush. When it ran into the street, 
Carrie put her other superhero skills to use and captured the 
mouse-sized pup with only her wits and a cardboard box. The 
itsy bitsy girl was surely an orphan, for she weighed only 1.8 
ounces, almost half the appropriate weight for a pup at that time 
of the season. She was certainly too small for her mom, if she 
had one, to let her wander outside the burrow alone.  
 
Yvonne B. took care of the orphan pup. It took quite some time 
for her to gain a respectable amount of weight. Consequently, 
she got very used to us and didn’t integrate well when we placed 
her with prairie dogs in the staging facility. As the end of our 
summer relocation season neared, we wavered in our decision to 
release her. She was healthy, but was she wild enough? We did 
take her to the refuge. I lowered her down to the opening of an 
artificial burrow five times. Each time she spread her limbs out 
to keep from going down the hole. When I raised her back up, 
she sat peacefully in my hands. C.Rex said, “Well, she doesn’t 
want to go.” I took her home, and I named her Mechelle.  
 
One of my favorite memories is of Mechelle’s first experience 
with an exercise wheel. Some days I’d let her run around my 
bathroom floor. One day I brought in a rodent wheel that I had 
found at a thrift store. It was free-standing but not very open, as 
I think it was part of a Habitrail system. When Mechelle saw the 
wheel, she ran and hid behind the toilet, only creeping out every 
now and then to sneak a peek at the large scary object. Each day 
she crept a little closer. When finally brave enough to inspect it, 
she did not find the opening to enter the wheel but made her 
own little game out of the crazy contraption. She squeezed her 
body underneath the wheel, came out the other side, and ran 
around it to shimmy under again…over and over. When 
Mechelle finally did discover the opening to the wheel, she loved 
running so much that I worried I might have to take it away 
from her. She would run herself to exhaustion, then get out and 
lay her belly against the tile floor to cool off for a little while 
before jumping right back into the wheel. 
 
When Mechelle came to live with me, I had two other 
Gunnison’s prairie dogs. After they passed away, I was her only 
companion for nine months, but she was still her happy little 
self. Her cage sat next to the front window of my house, and she 
loved to stand on the cage shelf basking in the sun and watching 
the cars and dog walkers go by. Most days I let her run around 
the kitchen for awhile, and of course, she still loved her exercise 
wheel, a new improved one custom-made for larger rodents. 
 
Near the end of the season in 2013, I found Mechelle a 
companion. Caroline was what we call a “singleton” – a prairie 
dog that has been separated from its colony. When we captured 
her, she seemed a bit thin, but not terribly so. Puzzlingly, after a 
week in the staging facility, she looked much worse – like she 
was starving. The vet examined her and informed us that 
Caroline had cataracts and could probably see very little. Perhaps 
she had stopped eating in the staging facility because she was 
 

I never gave up trying to 
snuggle with Toothless, 
but he did not seek me 
out. He would duck into 
the 4" diameter PVC "Y-
shaped tunnel" in his cage 
to avoid being picked up. 
From time to time, I was 
successful in picking him 
up and cuddling briefly. 
We take what we can get! 
I loved him dearly, even if 
it was not reciprocated. ! 

 
  Toothless (on my shoulder) with Snuggles, 
  his cage companion. 
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terrified by the sound of the prairie dogs alarm barking around 
her that she could not see. It turned out that she had parasites 
too. I doubt that Caroline would have survived through torpor 
that winter if she had stayed in her burrow, so I was so thankful 
that we caught her when we did. 
 
Because of her limited eyesight Caroline would not be released, 
so I took her home and concentrated on restoring her weight 
with lots of fresh grass and forbs. The cataracts did not prove to 
be much of a handicap for Caroline living in a small 
environment. She wouldn’t have been able to spot predators in 
the wild, but could apparently see nearby objects using her 
peripheral vision.She was just as afraid of Mechelle as she was of 
the prairie dogs in the staging facility, so I had to set her up in a 
cage at the other end of the house. Gradually I brought the girls 
together, and Caroline got over her fear of Mechelle. 
 
They became sisters – Mechelle, the younger adventurous one, 
Caroline, the shy older sister. Caroline was less accepting of 
being picked up, but she loved having her cheeks stroked. She 
never took more than one slow stroll in the wheel, but she 
enjoyed daily jaunts around the kitchen with Mechelle. 
Sometimes I’d offer them a treat while they were out. It was so 
cute when Caroline would stand on her hind legs and walk 
sideways to get the treat. The girls loved basking in the sun 
together. We were a family for over two years until, sadly, 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Journey’s End 
By Frances Gauthier 
 
In 2015 C. Rex and I traveled to Syracuse, New York, to 
transport nine black-tailed prairie dogs back to New Mexico.  A 
pet store there had sold over 100 prairie dogs. When people 
started experiencing buyer’s remorse, the prairie dogs started 
showing up on Craigslist, at garage sales, and many were 
probably just let go into the woods. A wonderful lady named 
Christine B. rescued these prairie dogs and gave them love and 
care for five years. A change in her life forced her to find a new 
home for her beloved prairie dogs, and PDP stepped in to help. 
Sadly, we lost four of “The Syracuse Nine” this past year. 
Though we had the pleasure of knowing them for such a short 
time, each of them was special to us and left their little pawprints 
on our hearts. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
John Cena had a mark on his muzzle that was ostensibly the 
reason for his name; whoever bought him from that Syracuse 
pet store must have thought it made him look like the pro-
wrestler/actor with the distinctive dimples. (When Christine 
took over care for these prairie dogs, she kept the names that 
they’d previously been given.) It looked to us that the mark on 
John’s muzzle was probably a scar from a fall he’d taken when 
he was very young. 
 
In the rodent room, John Cena was always climbing on top of 
cages. Because of his daredevil ways, Yvonne suggested that we  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Mechelle 

Caroline passed away at the 
end of January this year. I 
lost Mechelle in June. I miss 
them both so much. ! 

Though all nine were roughly 
the same age, Perry seemed 
to be the “teenager” of the 
bunch. He was a little smaller 
than the others and had 
boundless energy. We could 
instantly spot him among the 
group by the striking black 
blaze on his head. When he 
stopped moving, which was 
rarely for more than a few 
minutes, he liked to jump 
into a lap to get a quick 
cuddle before darting off on 
his next mission. 

Reno was a large handsome 
male who was quite shy 
around people. He was 
always the hardest to get 
back into the cage when play 
time was over. For awhile he 
lived with Jim T., who doted 
on him as he does all his 
prairie dogs. He lost his 
shyness, and Jim could hold 
and pet him. When I visited, 
Reno would turn his backside 
to me to let me know that he 
wanted to have his rump 
scratched. He loved that!  

Caroline 

change his name to that of 
another actor – Tom 
Cruise. Unfortunately, his 
propensity to climb likely 
left John with more than 
that distinguishing mark on 
his muzzle. We could tell 
right away that he had 
odontoma, so we knew that 
he was living on borrowed 
time. I wanted to give John 
more attention, so I offered 
to foster him at my house 
along with two of the girls. 
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John Cena was an incredibly sweet prairie dog! He loved to be 
held, and he was always the first to “woo-hoo” in greeting. One 
time I came home after having not latched the cage door 
properly. I thought that I would have to spend hours looking for 
the prairie dogs. John heard my voice, and suddenly a bag of 
scarves on the floor of my closet lifted up with a “woo-hoo.” 
 
Even with the long slow decline of odontoma, you are never 
ready when the time comes to say goodbye. The cage sat next to 
an east facing window, so it only afforded a few hours of 
sunshine in the mornings. When the sun crept over the roof that 
day, I wrapped John Cena in a blanket and took him outside. I 
wanted his last experience to be of the two things he loved the 
most, being held and feeling the sun on his fur. ! 
 
P.S. I’m going to let Yvonne tell you about our fourth special 
friend from Syracuse. 
 
 Hotei                                                By Yvonne Boudreaux 
 
On February 8 this year, we lost one of the most empathetic and 
beloved members of the “Syracuse Nine.” He came to us with 
the name “Calamity.” (Several of the nine had names inspired by 
Old West figures.) Calamity had a misshapen jaw and an exposed 
curving tooth that gave him a devilish demeanor. However, 
nothing devilish could ever have been discerned from his sweet-
natured personality. His distorted alignment gave him a sort of 
crooked grin that endeared him to all. Within the often chaotic 
bustle and frenzy the newly swelled ranks of our “pet trade 
refugee camp,” we began to notice what a serene and gentle soul 
he was. In between his joyful explorations of the large multilevel 
habitat, Calamity would bed down with my two elderly black-
tails, Prince Pooh-Bear and Li-Too, who had been rescued years 
before from a neglectful situation by a devoted animal advocate. 
Though the two older prairie dogs may have been taken 
somewhat aback by the horde who had taken over their home, 
they were unruffled by the presence of Calamity who snuggled 
with them and gently groomed them. His gentle nature inspired 
me to change his name to “Hotei,” after the manifestation of the 
happy, benevolent Buddha.  
 
After Li-Too passed away, Hotei continued in his role of 
protector. Prince’s advancing age and worsening cataracts made 
him a poor companion for the wildly rambunctious new rescues. 
Often he would be tumbled by the others’ shenanigans, and 
would be found righting himself in bewilderment. On these 
occasions, Hotei would groom and comfort him until Prince 
would retreat to safer corners on wobbly legs. I hated to put 
Prince through the stress of a nail trim, but his overgrown claws 
were beginning to impede his mobility. I cradled him as 
comfortably as I could in a flannel hammock in my lap and 
proceeded with the trim as gently as I could. What happened 
next was astonishing! When Prince began to squirm and weakly 
protest the procedure, Hotei stood tall on his little hind legs, 
gripped and riveted by the scene unfolding before his eyes. In a 
flash, he raced across the top floor of their habitat and scooted 
down the tube to the bottom floor. From there, he raced for the 
opening that led to the larger communal room and sprinted 
across the room to where I was sitting with Prince. In one 
bounding leap, he reached my lap – in three more heroic, vertical 
 

scrambles, he was on my shoulder. With the most sincere 
warning barks and chirps, he began to slap his little paws against 
my head, as if to say, “DON’T HURT PRINCE!” It took a few 
moments to untangle Hotei from my hair, whereupon I placed 
him in the flannel hammock beside Prince. I finished the 
procedure under Hotei’s watchful eye, and from them on always 
consulted with him whenever Prince needed maintenance care. 
 

 
 
With great concern, when we noticed that the lump on Hotei’s 
cheek seemed to be getting larger. A vet appointment and x-ray 
confirmed our worst fear. His bulging jaw was the site of a 
rapidly growing dental tumor, different from the odontoma 
syndrome that often results from a fall and shortens the lives of 
so many captive prairie dogs. In the hope of saving his life, or at 
the very least, easing his discomfort, we had surgery performed 
to remove the tumor. Hotei came home sporting a rakish look as 
a kind of pirate with stitches marching across his face. The 
surgery, however bold, could not prevent fluids from rapidly re-
filling the cavity, and soon he was back for another consultation. 
While he was anesthetized for the withdrawal of fluids, we 
discussed whether to proceed with further medical intervention. 
Would letting him go cause the untimely death of Prince who 
enjoyed the gentle solicitude of his friend? But, we knew the 
answer had to be whatever would be best for the gallant little 
defender, whom we had come to love in such a short time. With 
breaking hearts, we held him once more and then returned him 
to the isoflurane tank that would put him to sleep forever. ! 

 
Future Plans 
 
Annual Meeting:  February 5, 2017, 1:00 P.M. 
at the James Joseph Dwyer Memorial Police Substation 
12700 Montgomery Blvd. NE. 
 
Spring Trapping: late February-early April (depends on 
weather, temperature, and when the prairie dogs emerge from 
hibernation). PDP has contracts with the city and may have 
other work as well!   
 
Summer Trapping:  Mid June-Mid September. 
 
Stewardship: Site feeding will begin in March and end in 
September, depending on weather. 
 
Education:  To Be Determined. ! 
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Are you a supporter of 
Prairie Dog Pals? 
Here’s how you can help: 
 
Volunteer to be a steward, outreach spokesperson, 
relocator, or other prairie dog pal! 
Use your administrative skills to help us with our web site, 
PR, outreach, and more! 
Make a donation to support our work! 
 
We also accept additional donations of food and other 
needed supplies.   
 
I would like to support Prairie Dog Pals.  Enclosed is my 
check for $ ______ 
I would like to volunteer to help Prairie Dog Pals. Please 
contact me at the following:  
Name        

Phone        

Address       

City, State, Zip      

E-mail        

Send your tax deductible contribution to: Prairie Dog Pals, 
PO Box 14235, Albuquerque, NM 87191 
 

 


