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 PRAIRIE DOG TALES  
THE “IN DEPTH” PERIODICAL 

WE BURROW INTO THE ISSUES TO DIG OUT THE DETAILS ON MATTERS AFFECTING PRAIRIE DOGS… AND THEIR PALS. 
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We have all been affected by the events of the last two years: a pandemic, follow-up variants, lock-downs 
and quarantines, masks and social distancing, elections, fundamental changes to our environment and 
lifestyles, openings and closings, arrivals and departures, victories and tragedies…sigh.  As a result, we were 
unable to maintain our annual newsletter; there were just too many things happening.  Thanks to the 
commitment of our editor, Frances G., continued to compile stories of rescues, stewardship efforts, 
outreach events, and achievements during the quarantine/lockdown.  We remain optimistic for a return to 
normal just around the corner.  The daily news might suggest otherwise, but we remain optimistic.  
 
To our volunteers, eyes-on-the-ground folks, stewards and prairie dog lovers, please accept our thanks.  To 
our steadfast donors, thank you, thank you, thank you for your continued support that has allowed us to 
meet the demands of the hungry colonies.  
 
Yips & Nips 
 
Yips to the New Mexico Department of Transportation (NMDOT) for continuing to address animal 
welfare in their projects.  We have met with NMDOT personnel to discuss several projects, including the 
court house intersection in Los Lunas and the bridge renovation project in Albuquerque.  Provisions were 
included in the contracts to move the prairie dogs (and other fauna) out of harm’s way prior to project start. 
 
Yips to the city of Albuquerque Parks and Recreation Department for always calling us whenever there is 
conflict with the prairie dogs. 
 
Yips to Albuquerque Public Schools (APS) for reaching out to us for help to address prairie dog issues at 
our local schools. 
 
We appreciate all of these organizations for taking a humane approach to our local wildlife. 
 
Yips to Dr. B.J. for his generous donations in support of our stewardship and operations programs. 
 
Nips to deniers—those who deny climate change, vaccines and other tenets of science.  Their influence has 
an adverse affect on our environment.  
 
Stewardship 
 
While we relocate as many of Albuquerque’s urban prairie dogs to wild habitat as we can each year, the ones 
that remain live in isolated colonies hemmed in by human development.  Most are adjacent to busy 
thoroughfares where the prairie dogs are in danger of becoming road kill; but the more immediate danger is 
starvation, as vegetation is generally sparse in these areas.  Out stewards are the angels that sustain these 
local colonies—they are the backbone of PDP! 
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With New Mexico’s continuing severe drought, stewardship is more important than ever to keep the prairie 
dog colonies alive.  For years, Becky D. had sustained the colonies around the interchanges at both Juan 
Tabo and Eubank Blvds.  After an injury, she refocused her energies toward our outreach program; 
consequently, we are in GREAT need for volunteers in our stewardship program. 
 
One of our longest serving stewards is Bobbie C.  She has been feeding prairie dogs near the I-40 Tramway 
Blvd. interchange for many years.  This may not sound like a large area, but in addition to the sides of the 
on- and off-ramps, she feeds at the lot south of the off-ramp next to the hotel on Central Ave. and also a 
very large area up on the hill east of Tramway.  Bobbie goes out several times a week. 
 
Mike T. joined PDP a number of years ago.  He assists Bobbie at her sites and also feeds along the Tramway 
Blvd. corridor.  He has also been involved in other aspects of our operations. 
 
Amid the pandemic, many people found unexpected blessings.  For us it was having Lisa J. join our crew of 
prairie dog lovers.  While furloughed from her job, she dove into prairie dog stewardship with a passion.  
Thankfully, Lisa is working again, but her passion for prairie dogs has not waned. 
 
Ray W. has taken over feeding MANY colonies, to include the large colonies at Las Colinas and Sandia 
Vista Park.  He also feeds areas along the I-40 freeway. 
 
We also wish to thank Priscilla T., Veronica W., Frances G., Bonnie P. and Diane M., who work hard to 
provide for a number of colonies around town.  Debbie S. has had to pull back from feeding, but she has 
been instrumental in securing food donations from local grocers.  We are also thankful for the anonymous 
folks we meet out on these sites who bring food to the prairie dogs whenever they can. 
 
We are still in need of stewards.  If you feel called to help the prairie dogs in this way, please contact us.  
 
Spring 2020 
 
On her way to our annual meeting on February 9, 2020, Frances G. spied an early riser on the side of 
Tramway Blvd.  Most prairie dogs were still tucked away in their burrows though, as winter was not done 
with us yet.  By month’s end, it was still quite cold (12 degrees) when C. Rex set out to “awaken” our tanker 
from its winter hibernation.  The hoses, though empty, were frozen stiff, and he had to hack free the wheel 
chocks from the icy ground.  In addition to a bit of thawing, our poor old Suburban needed repairs to get it 
ready for the season ahead: front-end work and new brakes, fuel pump and emissions control. 
 
While the repairs to the Suburban were being done, C. Rex secured a permit from NMDOT to work on the 
right-of-ways along Tramway Blvd. and the I-40 freeway.  It was finally warm enough to start flushing on 
March 3, and C. Rex and Mike T. set out for the I-40/Eubank Blvd. interchange.  They saw a number of 
prairie dogs upon arrival, but by the time they got everything set up, it was a prairie dog ghost town.  They 
only managed to capture three males, but hey, it was a start. 
 
Over the next week, C. Rex and Mike concentrated most of their efforts at the on- and off-ramps at Eubank 
and Juan Tabo Blvds.  They made one trip to the large Las Colinas colony on Paisano St. and another to the 
Cloudview Ave. colony.  Mike finished out the second week trapping three days at Las Colinas.  By March 
14 they’d captured 55 prairie dogs. 
 
Running low on soap, C. Rex made a supply run over the weekend but found that the shelves were bare 
wherever he went.  The public at large was coming to the realization that we were indeed in a pandemic and 
panic buying had set in.  Without soap for flushing, our only option to finish the spring season would be 
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trapping, which is generally less efficient than flushing.  Leave it to Debbie S. to save the day!  She was on 
friendly terms with the manager at her local Dollar Tree store.  When she explained our need for liquid dish 
soap, he located inventory at another store, and Debbie was able to buy enough soap to finish spring 
flushing and some leftover for summer. 
 
With a fresh supply of soap, it was time to tackle the Tramway Blvd. corridor.  The prairie dogs at the 
Candelaria Rd. colony must have been quite busy procreating the previous year; C. Rex and Mike flushed an 
impressive 30 prairie dogs there in one day.  The site at Lomas Blvd. was less active, and they only netted six 
there.  They also made another run at Las Colinas that week, but by Thursday they had to pause operations 
due to inclement weather—wind, rain, snow and temperatures below 50 degrees! 
 
They had planned to spend week four flushing in Bosque Farms, but that’s when 2020 took a radical turn—
with infections rising at an alarming rate, the pandemic brought our operations to a grinding halt.  On 
Monday, March 23, the New Mexico Department of Health Secretary announced a public health emergency 
order restricting mass gatherings and closing all businesses and nonprofit entities except for those deemed 
essential.  Needless to say, our spring capture season was over just as the prairie dogs were becoming more 
active.  Our stewards continued to feed, as the pregnant females needed nutrition to carry healthy pups to 
term.  There was one other essential task to be completed.  On April 7, C. Rex released spring’s 99 prairie 
dogs with the help of two Sevilleta NWR volunteers. 
 

 
        Sevilleta NWR volunteer Tish prepares to release a prairie dog.  
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Debbie’s Rescue 
 
One of the 99 prairie dogs relocated in spring 2020 came to us in a most fortuitous way.  On March 10, 
Debbie S. was driving westbound on I-40 on her way to an appointment when she noticed the body of a 
prairie dog on the shoulder just beside the lane of traffic, no doubt the victim of road kill.  On the way back 
from her appointment, she returned to the scene to remove the dearly departed prairie dog from the road.  
It was still lying there where she’d seen it, and as she approached the little corpse, she could see the bloody 
scrape that extended down its hind quarter.  As she reached down to scoop up the body with a towel, 
Debbie hoped that the prairie dog’s demise had been quick.  Suddenly, much to her surprise, the prairie dog 
started squirming in the towel!  She had assumed that it was dead because it hadn’t made the slightest 
movement as she walked up to it. 
 
What had been simply a stop to pick up road kill was suddenly a rescue mission!  Debbie wrapped the 
prairie dog up snug in the towel and rushed to the staging facility for help.  C. Rex examined the prairie dog, 
an adult male, treated the scrape with Betadine and placed him in an observation cage with food and plenty 
of hay.  Hopefully, the car had only grazed him and he would recover from the shock.  After some rest and 
nourishment, the prairie dog was up and moving around in the cage.  Over the following weeks, he showed 
no signs of disability and was able to join the spring release.  What a lucky prairie dog!  Thanks to Debbie 
for her keen eye and quick action.  She should have a bumper sticker that says, “I brake for prairie dogs.”  
 
Volunteer Still Going Strong 
 
Following the 2020 spring release, C. Rex cleaned the staging facility’s tanks and cages and moved them out 
of the way, happy to reclaim his garage, at least for a few months.  As luck would have it, he had to accept 
one more prairie dog guest when Bob S. brought in a female singleton on April 10. 
 
Bob is one of PDP’s founding members and has been helping prairie dogs for over 30 years!  Back when Liz 
G. founded PDP back in the late 1980s, Bob volunteered as a steward, feeding the prairie dogs along the 
Tramway Blvd. corridor.  He also spent several years trapping at the colonies surrounding the John Joseph 
Dwyer Memorial Police Substation on Montgomery Blvd. just east of Tramway and relocated over 100 
prairie dogs.  The lot on Landau St. south of the police substation was turned into a dog park in 2011, and 
the small park to its west was turned into a parking lot for the substation in 2019.  We were not successful in 
removing all the prairie dogs from the park, and Bob feeds the small colony that remains in a small area on 
the south side of the parking lot. 
 
Across Landau St. from the dog park is Highpoint Sports and Wellness where Bob plays tennis, as do a 
number of folks in the neighborhood.  Just after the spring release, Bob got a call from some folks that he 
knew from the fitness center who lived just on the other side of the fence from the tennis courts.  They 
wanted his help to relocate a prairie dog that had been visiting their yard every day to eat their grass.  Bob 
surmised that it must have gotten separated from the colony when the park was paved over.  He trapped the 
lone female, and she was released to the refuge during 2020’s first summer release. At 83, Bob is currently 
our oldest volunteer!  
 
 

Animals are more than ever a test of our character, of mankind's capacity for empathy and for decent, 
honorable conduct and faithful stewardship. We are called to treat them with kindness, not because they have 
rights or power or some claim to equality, but in a sense because they don't; because they all stand unequal 
and powerless before us. 
                                                                                                                  ― Matthew Scully 
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Eubank 
 
One prairie dog captured in spring 2020 did not get released.  A juvenile female that had been flushed from 
the I-40/Eubank Blvd. eastbound off-ramp was held back because she did not seem to be walking properly.  
Jim T. volunteered to take her to the vet.  Because veterinary clinics had been closed temporarily early in the 
pandemic, there was a wait to get in, and the earliest appointment Jim could get for her with our vet at 
Southwest Veterinary Medical Center was in September. 
 
An x-ray revealed a broken femur in her left rear leg and a much more serious problem.  Dr. Levenson 
pointed out that her bones did not show up bright white on the x-ray as they normally should, indicating 
weak bones, a condition known as Metabolic Bone Disease (MBD), usually resulting from a calcium 
deficiency.  In an animal with MBD, the bones fracture easily, and it has effects throughout the body’s 
systems.  Dr. Levenson cautioned Jim not to get his hopes up—the prognosis was not good. 
 
The little female, whom Jim called Eubank (for the location where she was found), was obviously not 
releaseable.  He took her home, determined to do his best to care for her.  He suspected that she had been 
orphaned at an early age and missed out on vital calcium from her mother’s milk.  Fortunately, Jim had 
some experience with MBD, having successfully treated tree squirrels with the condition when he was a 
rehabber in North Carolina.  He followed the same routine.  He gave her Metacam daily for pain relief and 
grape Pedialyte to keep her hydrated.  Then he dipped a Popsicle stick in creamy peanut butter and coated it 
with a crushed Tums to supply her with the calcium she so badly needed.  Before long, he’d switched her to 
Henry’s rodent blocks with calcium. 
 
Eubank did not walk normally, but she was able to get around.  Jim combed her matted coat until it was 
silky smooth.  He doted on her, and she began to bond with him.  Eubank would let Jim know when she 
wanted attention, and they would snuggle together on most days.  He played National Geographic’s “Prairie 
Dog Manor” for her, and though he couldn’t tell how much she identified with the prairie dogs in the show, 
she seemed to enjoy watching it.  Each night, Jim would tuck Eubank in under her blankets, so that she was 
snug as a bug in a rug.   
 
  
 
 
Eubank watching Prairie Dog Manor  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

After four months, Jim was pleased with 
Eubank’s progress.  Her broken leg had 
healed, though not straight, and she was 
getting around well.  She didn’t seem to be 
in pain anymore and was exploring more of 
her surroundings.  She’d come a long way, 
all things considered.  She had bonded 
intensely with him and he was looking 
forward to having her accompany him to 
outreach events in the post-Covid era.  He 
thought she’d make an excellent 
spokesrodent for PDP. 
 
Sadly, Eubank passed away suddenly at the 
end of June this year.  Jim thinks she may 
have had a stroke.  It’s hard to say what 
problems she still had internally.  One 
thing’s for sure—Jim gave this little prairie 
dog a year of love and devotion!   

Eubank watching Prairie Dog Manor  
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Jacob 
 
In April 2020, Yvonne B. got a call from Gerry H., a woman who lives on the far west side of Albuquerque.  
Gerry said that her dog, a Rottweiler/boxer mix, had gotten hold of a small critter, and though she was able 
to pry the poor creature from the dog’s mouth, she was afraid that it was severely injured.  Yvonne 
instructed her to wrap the animal in a cloth or towel and bring it to our staging facility. 
 
When Gerry arrived, Yvonne unfolded her small bundle to find a cold, little body curled up in a ball with its 
eyes closed, paws clenched and tail wrapped tightly against its abdomen.  It was difficult to tell what species 
the little ball of fur was and certainly impossible to tell its sex.  C. Rex assumed it was a juvenile rock 
squirrel, the kind commonly found in people’s backyards.  He told Gerry that Yvonne would do her best to 
save the little rodent, but because it was unconscious and so cold, there was a high probability that it 
wouldn’t survive.  She drove away in tears. 
 
Yvonne cradled the little rodent in her hands, looking for obvious signs of injury.  There were no visible 
signs of trauma, but it could have suffered internal injuries from the dog bite.  The first order of business 
was to warm up her tiny patient.  Over the years, Yvonne has developed a method to safely warm up baby 
rodents.  She uses a bandana as a sling to cradle the infant, places it under her shirt and pins the ends of the 
bandana to her bra.  It allows her to go about her business while her body heat warms the little patient up.  
When the babe awakes and Yvonne feels it stir inside the bandana, she pulls the little one out to provide it 
hydration and nourishment with a syringe. 
 
Yvonne employed her tried and true method and sat down to work on her computer.  About ten minutes 
later, she leapt to her feet, suddenly aware of the wild commotion going on underneath her shirt!  The 
squirrel had regained consciousness.  Unlike in Yvonne’s past experiences in which the little ones merely 
stirred, this one was frantically trying to find a way out of the odd, strange-smelling cocoon in which it had 
awakened!  She pulled the bandana to the outside of her shirt, being careful to control the frightened animal.  
At that point, she and C. Rex got a better look at the rodent.  It was not a young rock squirrel, but rather an 
adult male spotted ground squirrel, which is a smaller species of squirrel—and this fellow was well endowed 
and ready to mate!   
 
They placed the squirrel in a cage with food and lots of hay to keep him under observation for a few days.  
Yvonne called Gerry to let her know that the squirrel was doing better and asked Gerry if she would like to 
give him a name.  Gerry asked that we call him Jacob. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Jacob the squirrel 
recovered fully.  C. Rex 
released the randy little guy 
where he thought there 
might be some like-minded 
female spotted ground 
squirrels.  
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Outreach 
 
As you can imagine, our outreach efforts over the last couple of years were quite limited.  There was one in-
person event before “social distancing” became a new part of everyone’s vocabulary.  In spring of 2020, the 
Unitarian Universalist Westside Congregation in Rio Rancho hosted a free family-friendly event called  
Westside Critter Carnival, featuring educational exhibits by many of the area’s animal rescue organizations. 
Watermelon Mountain Ranch provided immunizations and facilitated adoptions for dogs and cats in need 
of forever homes.  The event was well organized and well attended.  Prairie dog pals Becky D., Peggy M. 
and Jim T. represented PDP along with two of Jim’s foster Gunnison’s prairie dogs, Tiny, a two-year-old 
female, named such because she had failed to thrive as a pup and never grew to a normal size, and Snuggles 
II, a one-year-old male, who was making his debut as a PDP spokesrodent. 
 

 
Becky D. shares her knowledge of prairie dogs at the Westside Critter Carnival. 
 
Jim rose to the occasion during the pandemic and created an online studio in his home to conduct Zoom 
events.  In November 2020 and again in 2021, he provided his “Prairie Dogs in Peril” lectures for Bosque 
del Apache’s annual Festival of the Cranes.  The online lectures were well attended and each was recorded 
to allow other viewers to see the lecture after the event. 
 
In October 2021, Jim drove seven and a half hours to Grand Junction, Colorado, to conduct an in-person 
lecture for the local Sierra Club chapter and other attendees from the town.  Following his presentation, he 
ventured on to Denver and met with prairie dog re-locators there.  He toured a local colony and relocation 
sites with members of the Humane Society of the United States (HSUS) and Prairie Dog Action (PDA).  
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Las Colinas 
 
Well, it finally happened—a developer was making plans to develop the six-acre lot on Paisano St. NE that 
is home to Albuquerque’s largest prairie dog colony.  The lot sits just north of what was formerly the Las 
Colinas Senior Living Community. (Now under new ownership, it has since been re-branded.  We still refer 
to this colony as Las Colinas, however, to distinguish it from another large colony next to Sandia Vista 
Park.)  For years we’d expected that someday the lot would be developed; its size and close proximity to the 
I-40/Juan Tabo Blvd. interchange made that inevitable.  We did make a point to thin the Las Colinas colony 
every year, but clearing it would take a considerable commitment of our resources, and there were always so 
many other colonies needing our attention. 
 
Debbie S. saw a bright orange sign indicating that the Albuquerque Environmental Planning Commission 
would be holding a public hearing on April 23, 2020, to discuss the planned construction of a 163-unit 
apartment complex.  Due to the pandemic, the meeting was to be held over Zoom, and Ray W. volunteered 
to represent PDP.  Ray sought and received assurances from city officials that the developer would be 
required to humanely remove the prairie dogs prior to construction. 
 
During our spring season, C. Rex and Mike T. had already relocated 43 prairie dogs and a squirrel from the 
site, but with the impending construction, Las Colinas became our highest priority for 2020.  We had to 
wait, of course, for the pups to be weaned and venture out of their natal burrows.  Graziella S. started 
trapping in early July, and over four days brought in an impressive total of 48 prairie dogs! 
 
Some prairie dogs from the south end of the colony were in the habit of foraging on the adjacent nice green 
lawn at the old folks’ home.  The management there had contracted with us in previous years to remove 
prairie dogs from their property and the area nearby.  When they called again in 2020, C. Rex suggested that 
they might want to wait for the developer to foot the bill for clearing the field.  They didn’t want to depend 
on someone else’s plan that might not come to fruition, so they arranged for us to clear prairie dogs from 
their lawn and a buffer zone of 100 feet on the undeveloped lot.  C. Rex spent a week flushing to clear the 
stipulated area and captured another 43 prairie dogs to relocate to the refuge. 
 
C. Rex and Ray continued working the site through August and September with a bit of help from Mike T. 
at the end.  Together they brought in 118 prairie dogs for summer’s last release.  We relocated a total of 209 
prairie dogs from Las Colinas in 2020, but C. Rex estimated that there were still at least 30 prairie dogs left 
at summer’s end, and considering what we call prairie dog math, probably more!  It’s quite a challenge to 
clear an entire colony of prairie dogs, especially one as large as Las Colinas, so we were relieved when we 
learned that the developer’s financing had hit a snag and construction was postponed indefinitely.  
 
Sevilleta NWR Biologist Nancy S.-M. 
 
In April 2020, in the midst of the first surge of the Covid-19 pandemic, a new biologist joined the Sevilleta 
NWR staff and has worked closely with us these past two years.  Nancy S.-M.  Nancy hails from southern 
Indiana.  She earned her bachelor of science degree in Wildlife Science (with additional courses in forestry) 
from Purdue University.  Before landing here in New Mexico, Nancy worked for various state and federal 
agencies around the country and had the opportunity to work with several endangered and threatened 
species, which she describes as both a gift and a heartbreak. 
 
Nancy was drawn to wildlife from an early age.  She grew up in a wooded, rural area that had two creeks on 
it.  She says that she was one of those kids whose mother had to drag her inside when it got dark—there 
was just too much exploring to do in the woods!  Although her mom had a big part in it, it was her dad who 
was most responsible for inspiring her love of the natural world and all the animals in it.  She describes him  
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1st Summer Release of 2020 
 
At the Inn of the Prairie Dogs (our staging facility), tanks and cages are filled with timothy hay, which 
provides bedding as well as forage, and the guests are fed grain and carrots every day.  By mid-July, we were 
accommodating a little over 300 of our furry friends—the inn was full!  C. Rex was dishing out 35 pounds 
of carrots a day and about the same in grain.  In addition to feeding, on days when he cleaned the tanks, it 
took four hours to complete both jobs.  It was time for a release! 
 
With Covid-19 running rampant throughout the country, the first release of summer 2020 would be no 
ordinary release.  C. Rex conferred with refuge staff on how to accomplish the release safely for both people 
and prairie dogs.  Considering the pandemic, it was advisable to employ as few people as possible; they 
decided to limit the release crew to six, but that posed another issue.  With only six people, it would take a 
while to release 300+ prairie dogs.  Since they are extremely susceptible to heat stress/stroke, it’s important 
to get the prairie dogs out of the kennels and into burrows as quickly as possible.  July had already been 
quite hot with some triple-digit days, so the group agreed to spread the operation out over three days to 
limit exposure to the heat for both man and beast.  As a bonus, the releasers would be able to feed 
previously released prairie dogs on subsequent days.  The planned release was scheduled for July 28-30. 
 
On day one, C. Rex and Frances G. met in the staging facility before dark and loaded 104 prairie dogs into 
kennels.  It was drizzling in Albuquerque, and the rain continued on and off on the drive down.  As they 
neared the refuge, they saw a huge dark cloud with a grey curtain below it and fully expected that they would 
have to work in a downpour, but when they reached the release site, the rain had subsided to a light drizzle.  
On the way in, they spotted a couple of pronghorn antelope, always a nice benefit to visiting the refuge. 
 

as a true ethical hunter, who instilled in 
her those first concepts of conservation 
and respect for nature.  Even before she 
started kindergarten, she enjoyed looking 
at his wildlife books. 
 
Given the restrictions in place early in 
the pandemic, Nancy was initially 
confined to telecommuting from home, 
but she soon hit the ground running at 
the refuge.  Though her favorite species 
is the cougar, Nancy says that since 
working with prairie dogs she has grown 
quite fond of the little guys.  She said she 
feels blessed to be able to hold one and 
to hear them barking at her even though 
she’s sure the sentiment isn’t mutual.  It 
saddens her to know how humankind 
has been so short-sighted, so selfish and 
cruel in their treatment of prairie dogs 
(and a whole lot of other species).  It 
annoys her that some humans cannot 
appreciate the intrinsic value of wildlife 
for its own sake and the enrichment it 
provides our souls.  
 

 
Sevilleta NWR Biologist Nancy S.-M. with prairie dog  
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C. Rex and Frances met up with the rest of the crew on site: NWR Biologist Nancy S.-M., Visitor Services 
Manager Jeannine K. and two refuge volunteers.  The area had not been used for a release for some time, so 
Nancy and the volunteers had spent a considerable amount of time flagging usable burrows the day before.  
The flagged burrows were spread out over a large area, so the group split up into teams of two, grabbed the 
kennels they could carry and headed off in different directions.  The rain had stopped, and the clouds were 
clearing.  The group made quick progress, and all the prairie dogs were in the ground by 9:00 A.M. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The third and final day went very smoothly.  Nancy, Kim, C. Rex and Frances were joined by Ray W. and 
Andy A.  C. Rex and Frances were relieved to be working closer to the road, and Kim relieved the team 
working farther out by ferrying the kennels to them on her ATV.  The group quickly got all 108 prairie dogs 
safe into burrows before the heat set in.  
 
Antique Connection 
 
As luck would have it, Las Colinas was not to be our only large project during such a challenging year.  The 
home of another large colony was also in danger of imminent development.  There had always been a “For 
Sale” sign in front of the three-acre lot behind the Antique Connection on Central Ave.  A few years ago, C. 
Rex called the phone number listed on the sign to see if they would allow us to trap and flush there.  The 
real estate agent who represented the owner gave him an unequivocal “No!”   
 
Save for some weeds popping up each spring if there was any rain to speak of, the lot behind the Antique 
Connection was fairly barren, hardly suitable habitat for the large number of prairie dogs that called it home.  
By the middle of November 2019, when all the prairie dogs in other colonies had retreated below ground 
for their winter torpor, Frances G. noticed that the Antique Connection prairie dogs were still up trying to 
forage.  Worried that many would not survive the winter, she decided to engage in a stealth feeding 

On day two, C. Rex and Frances loaded up 
100 prairie dogs for the trip to their new 
home.  Because Jeannine’s duties required her 
presence elsewhere, the crew was down to 
five, so they split into only two teams.  It was 
a clear day, and without the cooling rains of 
the previous day, it was heating up quickly.  
Carrying the kennels took a toll on the crew, 
as the available burrows were much farther 
away from the road than those of the 
previous day.  C. Rex and Frances had a 
couple of runners—prairie dogs that slip your 
grasp as you’re trying to get them into a 
burrow.  As a matter of course, we don’t 
chase after runners on a release; but because it 
was so hot, open burrows were sparse in the 
area and these escapees were walking rather 
than running, C. Rex and Frances decided to 
try and recapture the two wayward prairie 
dogs.  Fortunately, they were able to get each 
of them into a nice cool burrow.  Day two 
was the hardest day of the release, but in the 
end, it was successful! 
 

 
Frances G. about to release a prairie dog. 
 



Prairie Dog Tales  11 

program.  Yvonne B. was equally concerned by their late torpor and agreed to the provision of sunflower 
seeds and grain in addition to hay. 
 
Our 2020 season was almost over when steward Lisa J. approached the owner of the Antique Connection 
about relocating the prairie dogs.  This is when we learned that ownership of the three-acre lot was split 
between two owners.  The acre directly behind the building belonged to the Antique Connection proprietor, 
while the back two acres belonged to the individual from whom we had previously requested access. 
 
In most years, we suspend captures in mid-September because the prairie dogs need time to acclimate to 
their new surroundings prior to torpor; but having secured our long-desired access to the Antique 
Connection colony, we began trapping in earnest on September 10.  Since we had not trapped or flushed at 
this colony before, the prairie dogs were unfamiliar with our tactics, and our initial attempts were quite 
successful.  On their first outing, C. Rex and Frances were able to trap 50 prairie dogs in six hours.  Two 
days later, they trapped another 31.  Graziella joined Frances on the third day, and they brought in 25 prairie 
dogs.  Having caught the majority of the prairie dogs from the field, it was time to turn to flushing.  Over 
the following four days, C. Rex and Mike flushed 16 prairie dogs.  Frances made two more attempts at 
trapping and caught one prairie dog each day, bringing our final tally to 124.  
 
2nd Release of 2020 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The next challenge was finding enough kennels to transport 338 prairie dogs!  Though we prefer to use 
medium kennels that can accommodate five to six prairie dogs, we have in the past sometimes used larger 
kennels that can hold ten prairie dogs.  Quite frankly, none of us can carry a full one of those anymore!  We 
sent out a request to borrow medium kennels, and the House Rabbit Society, Animal Humane New Mexico 
and the Parrot Rescue Group were each gracious enough to loan us some medium and small kennels (the 

By late September, we had 338 prairie dogs 
to be released.  Since CDC guidance on 
outdoor activities had loosened somewhat, 
we felt that we could safely accomplish the 
release with more volunteers while still 
employing masks and social distancing.  
Despite having more volunteers, our 
second release of summer 2020, in many 
ways, was more challenging than the first. 
 
The release site was in an area where we 
had not released in some time, and there 
were few suitable burrows available; 
consequently it required a lot of prep work.  
C. Rex, Mike T. and a refuge volunteer 
named Larry spent several days digging 
starter burrows.  They used a variety of 
digging implements, including a hand auger, 
rock pick, and large and small shovels.  It 
was very hard work!  By Saturday, 
September 27, they had flagged 363 
burrows, the starter burrows they had 
excavated plus a number of abandoned 
kangaroo rat mounds.  
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small ones are for singleton prairie dogs), and Frances G. and Graziella S. each pitched in a couple more.  
With a total of 70 kennels, C. Rex felt there just might be enough! 
 
On Monday, C. Rex and Frances spent an entire afternoon staging kennels for the following day’s release.  
They had to determine how many kennels each group of prairie dogs would require.  By adding an extra 
prairie dog to this kennel and that, they finally came up with a plan that would work with the number of 
kennels that they had.  They attached a color-coded duct tape label to each kennel to indicate the colony 
source and the number of prairie dogs that should go into that kennel.  They checked their figures three 
times to be sure.  Then they stuffed all the kennels with hay—it took two bales of Timothy—and set them 
next to the tanks or cages that held the prairie dogs to be loaded.  Everything was set for morning. 
 

 
                         It takes a lot of kennels to move 338 prairie dogs! 
 
At 5:00 A.M. on September 29, our volunteers (C. Rex, Mike, Frances, Ray W., Graziella S., Lisa J., Jim T. 
and Andy A.) gathered at the staging facility to load the 338 prairie dogs into kennels and the kennels into 
vehicles.  Everything went smoothly—in just 45 minutes everything was loaded and the caravan hit the 
road.  As they drove south, the volunteers were treated to a wonderful sunrise.  Larry met the caravan at the 
refuge gate, and they proceeded to the release site, where Nancy and Kim were waiting.   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Release crew, 
masked and  

socially distanced, 
receives safety briefing. 
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2021 Operations 
 
By February 25, C. Rex had completed all the pre-season tasks—checked the fluids in the Suburban, 
retrieved the hoses, kennels, nets and towels from storage and moved the livestock tanks into the staging 
facility.   Everything was ready to go.  On March 5, he scouted a number of sites; there was no activity at 
any of them except Las Colinas, where he spotted seven prairie dogs.  Lisa J. reported that the prairie dogs 
were up at the lot behind Sandia Vista Park and a few were emerging at the I-40/Eubank Blvd. interchange.  
With the few prairie dogs that were up, our stewards started limited feeding at any sites that were active. 
 
As is often the case in the spring, a singleton arrives before our crew even makes it out into the field.  The 
first capture of the 2021 season was made on March 5 by a couple living on Carlisle Blvd. who discovered a 
prairie dog in their garage and were able to apprehend the rodent intruder.  Fortunately, they called PDP for 
help, and C. Rex was dispatched to the scene to pick up the wayward prairie dog.  It was a male in good 
health and very obviously ready to breed.  C. Rex figured that he probably had come from the nearby air 
force base.  Maybe in competition for a mate, he had been chased away by another male and lost his 
bearings.  We’d introduce him to a new “dating pool” out on the refuge. 
 
It wasn’t long before the Carlisle prairie dog had roommates in the staging facility.  Our crew started work 
the following week.  The NMDOT had a road project near the Rail Runner station down in Los Lunas, and 
they had stipulated that the contractor have any prairie dogs in the construction zone humanely relocated.  
We were happy to oblige.  Ray W. and C. Rex made at least three trips to the site in March and rescued nine 
prairie dogs from the construction zone. 
 

The group unloaded the 70 kennels, grouping them 
according to the color-coded labels, and proceeded 
into the field carrying their precious cargo and 
feedbags.  Into each burrow went a handful of grain 
and a half cup of diced carrots and apples, then the 
prairie dog and lastly a handful of hay was placed 
lightly on top. 
 
The release took a bit longer than usual, and there 
were a few snags.  Windy weather the day before had 
knocked down some of the flags, making it difficult 
to find the burrows.  Because most of the burrows 
being used were short starter burrows, some of the 
prairie dogs did not stay in them.  A new idea to 
have the volunteers leave empty kennels in the field 
and have Kim come behind and retrieve them did 
not work quite as planned, but the crew made 
doubly sure that no kennels were left behind.  As 
they left the refuge, there was one more dilemma to 
deal with—one of the vehicles, a van on loan from 
Debbie S., got a flat tire.   No one could find the 
spare, and with spotty cell reception on the refuge, 
they couldn’t get through to ask Debbie where it 
was.  Finally, Jim’s call went through, and they were 
able to get the van back on the road.  

 
 Lisa J. releases a prairie dog. 
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Most of our spring work was out of town, with C. Rex working primarily in Bosque Farms.  He did work 
for a private land owner who had a field with lots of burrows, but most turned out to be inactive; he caught 
two.  Also, Karen D. asked that we again thin the prairie dog population behind the McDonalds on NM 
Highway 47 in Bosque Farms.  C. Rex made four trips to the site and was able to flush out 26 prairie dogs.  
Our one effort in town was at the I-40/Eubank Blvd. interchange, where C. Rex and Mike T. flushed six 
prairie dogs.  By the last day of our spring season, March 31, we’d captured 45 prairie dogs.  It had been a 
challenging season, as the weather had remained cold and the prairie dogs were inactive for much of the 
month.  We suspend our spring operations at the end of March each year to ensure that we do not bring in a 
pregnant female, and we do not start summer operations until the weaned pups emerge from the burrows, 
generally in mid-June. 
  
Midway through the spring season, Sevilleta NWR biologist Nancy S.-M. requested a meeting with PDP.  
After having noted a high degree of predation after our last release of 2020, Nancy wanted to find ways to 
increase the prairie dogs’ long-term survival rate on the refuge.  She’d given thought to the issue and wanted 
to meet to discuss her ideas and brainstorm.  C. Rex and Frances G. met with Nancy on March 17.  Many of 
the ideas brought up had been tried before in some fashion or another; still, you never know when a tweak 
to some technique might yield superior results.  One major effort discussed was artificial burrows, which 
give the prairie dogs a safe place to retreat from predators while they are getting acquainted with their new 
surroundings and excavating their new homes.  Some had been installed on the refuge years ago under a 
prairie dog reintroduction program spearheaded by biologist Ana D., but those had long since deteriorated 
or been dug up by badgers.  Nancy had the idea to “harden” the artificial burrows by adding a metal barrier 
around the burrow opening to discourage digging by badgers and coyotes.  She sketched out her design for 
artificial burrows that would consist of nesting boxes with multiple access points.  She’d also done research 
on historical locations of colonies on the refuge and had surveyed the areas to find a good location for the 
installation.  In addition, she wanted to do more supplemental feeding post-release and during birthing 
season.  As the effort would require a lot of funds and labor, C. Rex agreed to take the proposal back to the 
board to see if there was buy-in. 
 
Once the plan was approved, there was a lot of preparation needed prior to the installation.  C. Rex and 
Nancy coordinated on sourcing the materials.  The design called for 5-gallon lidded buckets for nesting 
boxes with 4”-diameter plastic corrugated tubing providing multiple access routes to the surface.  The 
badger barriers would be 3-foot square sections cut from panels of livestock fencing with one bar cut out in 
the center to accommodate the tubing.  These would be secured with metal tees hammered into the ground 
at each corner.  C. Rex would make the tees by welding two pieces of rebar together in the shape of a “T.”  
The refuge would provide the backhoe to dig the trenches. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

On March 29 the work crew assembled on the 
site.  The Sevilleta NWR contingent consisted of 
Nancy, equipment operator Pete M., maintenance 
mechanic Shawn W., visitor services manager 
Jeannine K. and volunteers Dean, Dawn, Don 
and Cathy.  Pete had already completed most of 
the trench excavation, so the crew set to work 
installing the nesting boxes and tubes.  Once 
those were in place, Pete backfilled the dirt.  
Next, the volunteers wrangled the badger barriers 
over the ends of the access tubes and secured 
them to the ground at each corner by hammering 
in a rebar tee. 
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Nancy was keen to try out the new artificial burrows, but the most recent captures would have to wait to 
complete the required quarantine period; so she decided to have two small releases instead of one.  She also 
decided she wanted the spring prairie dogs micro-chipped, in case she might trap them later to gain insight 
into their rate of dispersal.  (This is something we had done in the past.)  Nancy made the trek up to our 
staging facility on April 1, where she was joined by C. Rex, Yvonne B. and Frances, who would be assisting 
with the micro-chipping.  She noted that some of the prairie dogs were a bit dehydrated, which is not 
completely surprising considering the continuing drought conditions here in New Mexico.  To improve 
their condition prior to release, we increased the variety of their food to include some higher moisture items 
and provided supplemental water. 
 
On April 6, Ray and Frances drove the first group of spring prairie dogs down to the refuge.  It was a very 
small release, with only 18 prairie dogs, mostly males, to be introduced to the artificial habitat.  The 
volunteers who had helped us build the burrows were there to help us release.  Shawn even brought his kids 
to witness the auspicious event.  After releasing the prairie dogs, the volunteers deposited food into the 
nesting boxes through the upright tubes, which had been installed for the purpose of monitoring occupancy.  
Lastly, they turned on the motion-activated cameras that Nancy had installed to observe the comings and 
goings of the new residents. 
 
On April 12, Nancy reported that the prairie dogs were out and about and seemed to be starting some 
burrows of their own.  On one trip out to the site, she discovered that a couple of the artificial burrows had 
been damaged.  When she reviewed the cameras’ memory cards, she was shocked to learn the identity of the 
culprits—a pack of feral dogs!  In one image she counted nine of them!  The poor creatures were obviously 
abandoned pets and their offspring left to survive on their own.  Though their digging did do some damage 
to some of the tubes, the dogs were unable to get to the prairie dogs—a successful first test of Nancy’s 
badger barriers.  Still, it was quite disturbing to think of a pack of wild dogs roaming the refuge.  They 
would pose a threat not only to the prairie dogs but to other wildlife and people on the refuge as well. 
 
Nancy came up with a plan to build exclusion fences around the burrows.  We could use the same livestock 
fencing panels that we were using to cut badger barriers from.  The openings between the welded wires 
were big enough for prairie dogs to pass through but not their predators.  The 6-foot by 20-foot panels cost 
$100 each, so it would be expensive, but the fences would be temporary and the panels moveable and re-
useable.  PDP agreed; our highest priority is the survivability of the prairie dogs. 
 
C. Rex, Ray, Mike and Frances met up with Nancy and Shawn, the refuge’s maintenance mechanic, on April 
22 to start building the enclosures.  The work involved setting metal fence posts using a two-handled 
cylinder that’s open on one end to pound the posts into the ground.  Then we used heavy wire to attach the 
fencing and hammered in stakes to secure the bottom edge to the ground.  Some animals could dig under, 
but it would at least slow them down, and then they’d have to contend with the badger barriers surrounding 
the tubes.  We fashioned a hinge on one section of each enclosure to make a door so that feeders would 
have access to the burrows.  We met the following week to finish the project.  Our thanks to Shawn because 
he was a great help to us in this endeavor!   
 
On the last day of April, Frances drove the last 27 of the spring prairie dogs (mostly females) down to the 
refuge.  Nancy was there with Dean, Dawn, Don and Cathy.  As before, it was a quick release, followed by 
feeding and camera maintenance.  Nancy and her crew provided supplemental feed, slowly tapering off over 
the following three weeks.  When feeding, she could hear the prairie dogs “talking” in the burrows, caught 
sight of a few above ground at times and even noticed new excavation of some natural burrows. 
 
The wild dogs were not seen or captured by the cameras near the artificial burrows again, but they were 
spotted on the refuge some distance away.  The cameras did get shots of oryx, pronghorn antelopes, mule 
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deer, ravens, a rather large coyote and a badger.  When she surveyed the area, Nancy found that the badger 
had made attempts at three different burrows but had been thwarted by the barriers.  It did excavate one of 
the trenches where the dirt was not as packed but got no further than the bucket.  The exclusion fencing 
was taken down not long after the second release.   
 
Our 2021 summer capture season commenced on June 25 when C. Rex went a flushing for a couple in Los 
Lunas whose backyard was, well, flush with prairie dogs; he caught eight prairie dogs on his first attempt 
and one on a follow-up trip.  We also got a call from the manager of an apartment complex in Los Lunas 
asking for help.  Ray and C. Rex flushed nine prairie dogs from their lawn in July.  
 
We had a new contract with the city of Belen to remove prairie dogs from Eagle Park, a large recreation 
facility with multiple ball fields.  Under a previous contract, we had removed 165 over a two year period.  
The fields were almost cleared, but by 2021, prairie dogs from surrounding areas had begun to re-populate 
the fields.  Ray and C. Rex made ten trips to the site over the summer to remove another 71 prairie dogs. 
 
We had contracts with the city of Albuquerque and APS.  Ray made eight trips to Phil Chacon Park over the 
summer, flushing 22 prairie dogs.  Between him and C. Rex, they made five trips to Los Altos Golf Course, 
where they flushed 17 prairie dogs.  Ray made five trips to Tomasita Elementary School, flushing 47 prairie 
dogs, and he and C. Rex flushed four times at Kirtland Elementary School, bringing in 18 prairie dogs.     
 
By July’s end, we had almost 150 prairie dogs in the staging facility.  It was time for a release, but first we 
needed to build more artificial burrows.  There were some vacancies in the first artificial burrow town, but 
many of the spring prairie dogs were still using it for safe haven.  In addition, some repair work was needed 
due to predator damage and infill in some burrows caused by heavy rains.  After consulting with Nancy on a 
materials list, C. Rex started purchasing more buckets, rolls of corrugated tubing and rebar.  We saved some 
money by substituting kitty litter bins for some of the buckets.  By the first week of August, C. Rex was 
busy welding rebar tees and drilling the holes in the buckets and bins that would accommodate the tubing.     
 
On August 11, we gathered at the new site to install a new series of artificial burrows.  Pete had dug two 
long trenches the day before with the backhoe.  We assembled the burrows in the trenches, using tubing to 
connect several nesting boxes in line.  In this configuration, if a badger were able to compromise one 
nesting box, the prairie dogs could retreat to another nesting box several feet away.  Pete, operating the 
backhoe, and Shawn, driving a bobcat, followed behind us and backfilled the trenches.  We pried the badger 
barriers into place over each access tube and secured them to the ground by hammering in a rebar tee at 
each corner.  It was a long, hot day, but by 4:30 P.M., we had 30 new burrows ready for the upcoming 
release.  Nancy named the new site Francesville. 
  
On August 19, C. Rex, Ray and Frances met at the staging facility at 6:00 A.M. to load 167 prairie dogs into 
kennels for their trip to the refuge.  They also loaded a large cooler filled with cut apples and carrots into the 
van and were on the road by 6:45.  At the Luna Gate, they met up with Andy and a caravan of refuge 
volunteers and a few invited guests.  Nancy was already on site.  Per the previously discussed plan, C. Rex 
and one of the refuge volunteers split off from the group and drove a small contingent of prairie dogs to a 
site called Old Town and released them into natural burrows there because there wasn’t quite enough room 
for them at Francesville or the initial site which we had since dubbed Edinburrow.   
 
Of course, not every release proceeds without a hitch.  There had been recent rains on the refuge, and while 
that was great for stimulating new foliage growth, it made for rough going on the road to the site.  Frances 
got C. Rex’s van bogged down in some ruts.  After attempts to free the van were unsuccessful, its 
passengers and cargo were divvied up between other vehicles, and the caravan proceeded on its way.  At the 
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release site, things went much smoother.  While there were a few reluctant prairie dogs and the requisite 
screamer, most went into the burrows without objection. 
 
By 10:00 A.M., all the prairie dogs had been released, the guests departed and the crew got to work 
implementing Nancy’s latest scheme.  After the previous release, Nancy considered that some food 
deposited down the tubes might go uneaten and subsequently decay, so she came up with the idea of above-
ground feeding stations.  Each feeding station consisted of a 3’ x 3’ x 6’ cage made of sections of the 
livestock fencing and staked to the ground.  The openings in the wire mesh would afford easy access to the 
prairie dogs but not most other animals.  Once all the feeding stations had been erected at Francesville and 
Edinburrow, the crew dropped a generous amount of grains, peanuts and pieces of apples and carrots into 
the middle of each.  Nancy and the refuge volunteers would replenish the supply over the next couple of 
weeks as needed.  We finished by early afternoon and headed home. (C. Rex did manage to free his van.) 
 
In 2020, the city contacted us about removing prairie dogs from the dirt lot behind Sandia Vista Park.  It’s a 
densely populated area, with many burrows spaced close together but no grass and barely any other foliage 
to support the colony; consequently, the prairie dogs had been infiltrating the grassy park to forage.  Ray put 
in a bid for the job.  Because the colony was so large, he asked that we be able to complete the work over 
three years.  City officials agreed.  By that time, it was late August when Ray, Graziella and C. Rex started 
trapping.  They were able to trap 44 prairie dogs before season’s end.  We were also doing follow-up visits 
to various sites, which added 16 prairie dogs for summer’s last release. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

A week into September, we had another planning meeting 
with Nancy.  She reported that the prairie dogs we’d released 
in mid-August were starting natural burrows but were also 
still using the artificial ones in Francesville.  She felt that we 
would need to build a third town.  Ray proposed a new 
design for the nesting boxes using 50-gallon rain barrels.  
These would give the prairie dogs more room and let us 
release a few more per burrow than we had with the 5-gallon 
buckets and kitty litter bins.  The rain barrels could be cut in 
half horizontally to make a round nesting box or vertically 
for a rectangular one.  (To differentiate, we referred to them 
as round houses and long houses.)  Wood braces would be 
added to ensure strength, and they’d be placed in the trench 
with the open side down.  The prairie dogs would be sitting 
on dirt rather than plastic and would be able to burrow out 
from under if they wanted to. 
 
Everyone approved of the new design.  Ray purchased the 
rain barrels, and C. Rex ordered more rolls of corrugated 
tubing and started welding more rebar tees.  Nancy acquired 
some scrap lumber to use for the braces, and Frances drove 
down to the refuge to pick them up.  C. Rex and Frances 
started work on the barrels in the second week of 
September.  It was slow going, so they called for 
reinforcements.  Mike, Frances, Graziella and Ray continued 
work the following week.  By Wednesday afternoon, they 
had 12 round houses and 14 long houses ready for 
installation, enough to house the last of the summer captures 
and room for prairie dogs at a future release. 

 
 Artificial burrow construction 
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It was critical to get the prairie dogs settled in well before winter, but with one week left in September, it 
started to feel like the fates were conspiring against us.  News channels were reporting the possibility of a 
government shutdown starting on Friday, October 1.  If that happened, no one would be allowed on the 
refuge.  What happened next was the worst possible obstacle.  On Thursday, September 23, Pete had barely 
started trenching when the backhoe’s warning lights came on, and he had to shut it down.  Nancy reached 
out to the staff of Bosque del Apache NWR to see if it was possible to borrow their backhoe. She got word 
from the hardware store that the corrugated tubing had finally arrived, so she drove down to Los Lunas to 
pick it up.  Before the employees could finish loading the tubing onto the trailer, their forklift broke down! 
 
If the government shut down, there was no telling how long that would last; one way or another, the prairie 
dogs had to be released by the end of the month.  Nancy considered her options.  She came up with a 
number of Plan Bs for the release if the backhoe did not arrive in time, but none of them were a great 
option for the prairie dogs.  She asked PDP to deliver the nesting boxes as soon as possible; if they were 
already on site, she’d be able to start work immediately when the backhoe arrived.  Frances and Yvonne 
drove to the refuge on Friday to deliver the nesting boxes and the rebar tees that C. Rex had been welding.   
 
Waiting for word on the backhoe was excruciating, and everyone was starting to lose hope.  Even if the 
backhoe arrived in time, rain could upend the plans.  Thankfully, the backhoe from Bosque del Apache 
NWR arrived on Wednesday around 9:00 A.M., and the skies stayed clear.  Pete was able to complete most 
of the trenching that day, and Nancy and some others installed the nesting boxes.  There was only one day 
left to finish the installation and release the prairie dogs!   
 
Meanwhile, PDP volunteers were preparing for the release.  Frances got the kennels out of storage, stuffed 
them with hay and labeled each with the name of the source colony and how many prairie dogs would go 
into the kennel.  C. Rex cut up a bucket-full of carrots.  Ray picked up 150 pounds of carrots for post-
release feeding (hopefully the refuge would still be open).  On Thursday morning, Ray, Mike, Frances and a 
young man named Robie met at the staging facility to load the last 60 prairie dogs of 2021 into their kennels.  
Andy would meet them at the refuge. 
 
When the PDP crew arrived at on site, they were met by a large contingent of refuge volunteers.  The 
weather was cool enough that the prairie dogs weren’t in danger of overheating while the volunteers 
prepared their new temporary homes.  As Pete backfilled the trenches, the crew followed behind building up 
mounds around the access tubes and installing the badger barriers.  Then they erected the feeding stations.  
By early afternoon, the installation was complete, and the volunteers had the joyful task of releasing the 
prairie dogs into the newly built burrows.   
 
With all the things that had gone wrong, Nancy called that town Murphy (as in Murphy’s Law).  In the end, 
the government did not shut down.  Over the next few weeks, Nancy and volunteers distributed food 
(carrots, grain, peanuts and granola) to each of the sites.  She wanted to make sure the prairie dogs were 
well-fed before winter set in.  She often heard them barking at her from down in their burrows.  Together 
with our partners at Sevilleta NWR, we overcame so many challenges in 2021.  Hopefully the 280 prairie 
dogs we relocated there will thrive for years to come.  
 
 

We cannot win this battle to save species and environments without forging an emotional bond between ourselves 
and nature as well—for we will not fight to save what we do not love. 

 
                                                                                             Stephen Jay Gould 
                                                                                             Paleontologist and Evolutionary Biologist 
 

http://www.azquotes.com/quote/598451
http://www.azquotes.com/quote/598451
http://www.azquotes.com/author/5759-Stephen_Jay_Gould
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Lazarus 
 
In late July, 2021, C.J. M. was travelling north on NM Highway 41 when she spotted what she assumed to 
be road kill.  She stopped to remove the body from the road and was shocked when it moved.  She scooped 
up the prairie dog quickly because there was an 18-wheeler bearing down on both of them, and there wasn’t 
much shoulder on the two-lane road.  The prairie dog. a male, was bleeding from his nose and mouth.  By 
the time C.J. got home, he was somewhat shaky but mobile and aware!  She called PDP to let us know that 
she was bringing him down from Santa Fe.  During the interim, C.J.’s dog, Pabu, stood watch over the 
struggling prairie dog.  By the time the trio arrived at our staging facility, the prairie dog was alert.  All his 
limbs seemed okay, and there were no serious abrasions; so maybe he’d just received a glancing blow.  In 
any event, Yvonne B. gave the fellow a dose of pain meds.  He started eating hay, which was a good sign.  
After a brief rehab, we released the lucky prairie dog back to the wild.  Thank you, C.J., for your quick 
thinking and compassion!  
 
Walgreens 
 
Historically the sites at the northeast and southeast corners of Tramway Blvd. and Indian School Rd. were a 
haven for prairie dogs and prairie dog lovers.  The sites abounded with greenery and the resident prairie 
dogs were legion.  People would come from the city, state and all over the country to watch their activities.  
The prairie dogs, so accustomed to humans, would come up and take food right from your hand.  It was a 
natural attraction! 
 

 
 
Over the years, however, things changed.  With the failure of the irrigation system, the native plants and 
grasses gave way to Chinese sumacs (invasive plants commonly called “trees of heaven”) from the local 
neighborhood.  After awhile, rather than healthy items like carrots, some people were starting to leave 
rotting fruit, vegetables and clippings from their lawns and gardens.  Even worse, litterers were dumping 
beer cans, soda bottles and an array of bad (even for humans) junk food. 
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In response to complaints from the neighborhood associations, a plan evolved to rid the area of the Chinese 
sumac.  Unfortunately, the herbicides employed were LIBERALLY applied, resulting in the death of the 
flora and a good part of the fauna as well.  They had achieved a moonscape. 
 

 
 
 
In 2017, NMDOT contracted with us to remove prairie dogs from the area.  It was planned to landscape 
the northeast corner.   That year we removed 125 prairie dogs from the four corners and were able to 
completely clear the northeast corner (adjacent to CVS Pharmacy).  There were still a few prairie dogs left 
on the southeast corner next to the Walgreens Pharmacy.  C. Rex worked hard through 2018 to catch these 
last holdouts and removed another eight prairie dogs plus three squirrels.  Frances G. caught two more in 
2019.  Graziella S. kicked off our 2020 summer season by trapping at Walgreens.  She caught two prairie 
dogs, and C. Rex flushed two more in early September.  There are still prairie dogs at that site, a prime 
example of just how hard it is to clear a well-established prairie dog colony.  The landscaping was eventually 
completed three years later, and there are still some resident prairie dogs and squirrels near the Walgreens. 
 
Concurrently, and for no known reason, the population at the prairie dog colony a block east of the 
Walgreens site precipitously declined.  Over the years, we had annually thinned the population so that no 
one would complain, but from about 2019 to the current day, it dropped from teeming to nonexistent.  The 
landowner was sympathetic, so it is doubtful that any aggressive population control was employed, but we 
just don’t know.  
 
Emergency Squirrel Relocation 
 
Like a number of other establishments, the AA Chinese Buffet restaurant on the corner of Juan Tabo and 
Lomas Blvds. did not survive the pandemic.  Frances G. passed by the building every day and had often 
spied a squirrel there.  When a sign went up on the corner announcing that it was the future site for a Burger 
King, Frances made it a point to pay more attention.  She could see that there were several burrows right up 
against the building on either side of a bush, and she started noticing little heads poking up from them.  The 
ground sloped down from the building to a retaining wall that rose three feet above the street.  Both levels 
were covered in gravel and there were a scant number of weeds poking up among the rocks—very little for 
the squirrels to forage on.  It was unlikely that a Burger King franchise would be satisfied to move into the 
increasingly rundown building, so Frances knew that the squirrel family would be in need of rescue.   
 
When Frances saw workers on the roof in the first week of August 2021, she feared that she had lost the 
opportunity to save the squirrels.  Fortunately, the crew turned out to be a subcontractor doing some 
hazardous material abatement prior to demolition.  Frances drove straight to PDP’s staging facility that day 
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to load some traps and kennels in her car.  She checked back at the site a couple of times before finding that 
the workers had left for the day and she could lay out her traps.  With so little available forage, the squirrels 
were quite hungry, so Frances was able to capture three on her first attempt—a small adult (possibly a 
yearling) and two obviously malnourished juveniles.  She also found the remains of an adult squirrel lying a 
foot from one of the burrows. 
 
Because she had no idea when demolition of the building might begin, Frances trapped every day for the 
rest of that week.  She waited for the workmen to leave each day, laid out her traps and stayed until the sun 
sank low in the sky.  She caught an adult female on the second day and two more underweight juveniles on 
each of the following two days. 
 

 
                       Some of the little squirrels looked malnourished. 
 
When the work crew stopped coming, it gave Frances more flexibility as far as time of day to trap, but also 
made her nervous about when a demolition crew might arrive.  By that time, she wasn’t sure how many 
squirrels were left because they became exceedingly hesitant to leave the burrows.  Frances monitored the 
site a couple of times a day; if she saw a squirrel, she laid out traps and sat and watched.  It took her two 
weeks to catch two more skinny little squirrels.  Not long after that, a fence was erected around the building 
blocking her access to the burrows.  Frances continued to scan the site each morning but, thankfully, never 
saw another squirrel.   
 
C. Rex is not fond of keeping squirrels in the staging facility; when he catches them, he releases them right 
away.  Adult squirrels are very high-strung, much more so than prairie dogs.  When you open the cage door 
to fill their food dish, they generally spin around the cage like they’re in a blender, leading you to fear that 
one will come flying out into your face.  So, when Frances called C. Rex that first day to let him know she 
was bringing in three squirrels, his only response was, “Why?”  To which she said, “Because they’re little 
and skinny and they need some groceries on them before we release them!”   
 
C. Rex, of course relented, and cared for the squirrels for the following weeks.  In the end, he had to admit 
that Frances’ squirrels were quite well behaved and never gave him any trouble.  Sadly, one of the little 
squirrels died; it may have just been too compromised by malnutrition to recover.  The rest of them gained 
weight and strength in the weeks that followed.   
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In September, Frances decided that it was time for the nine surviving squirrels to make their own way out in 
the world and get well established in a new home before winter.  The cages were large and bulky, so she 
decided to enlist help.  She called Lisa J., who enthusiastically accepted to help with the release. 
 

 
                           Little squirrel ready for release 
 
The two ladies met at the staging facility on the morning of the release to load the cages into Frances’ car 
along with towels to cover the cages and plenty of food.  To Frances’ surprise, Lisa had already that 
morning surveyed the area that C. Rex had recommended, and she’d found the perfect spot.  It was a little 
rise where there were several large rocks under which a squirrel might hide, and it was shaded by several 
small trees. 
 
They decided to release the larger squirrels first.  As Lisa opened the first cage, Frances stood by to take 
video with her camera.  The large female immediately dashed out the door and bounded up the hill.  As is 
often the case when releasing several squirrels from a cage, some see the path to freedom faster than others.  
To get the second squirrel out, Lisa had to take out most of the hay and tip the cage a bit to encourage it to 
leave, but it eventually did.  They carried the second cage to the same spot, ready for release.  Frances was 
about to hand her camera over to Lisa when she realized that she had never hit stop.  As the camera had 
swung from the strap on her wrist, it had captured the ground, the sky, the trees overhead, her rear…  
Frances handed the camera to Lisa, opened the second cage and proceeded to encourage three squirrels out 
as Lisa had done.   
 
Because the squirrels don’t leave the cage together, they often don’t run off in the same direction.  The last 
cage contained the four smallest squirrels.  The day before, Lisa had expressed her concern about this; she 
hoped that we could get the little ones, at least, to stay together.  Frances had also worried about this and 
had come up with a possible solution.  She’d brought along two eight-sided folding animal playpens.  The 
ladies used them to form a chute leading away from the door of the cage and covered it with towels.  They 
kept the far end of the chute closed until the last little squirrel had run out of the cage.  Once all the little 
squirrels were at the far end away from the cage, the ladies open the chute and watched them scurry away in 
the same direction. 
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Frances and Lisa were very pleased with the release.  They pulled the rest of the hay out of the cages and 
laid it in a pile along with carrots and grain and sunflower seeds.  When Frances checked the video that Lisa 
had taken of her releasing the second cage of squirrels, there was plenty of audio, but the only image was of 
Lisa’s finger.  In Lisa’s defense, she hadn’t used a camera in years since getting a smart phone.  The ladies 
had a good laugh at their video blunders, but were still riding high from the successful release.  They were so 
happy that the squirrels had such a wonderful new home!  
 
A Tale/Tail of a Different Color 
 
On August 30, 2021, Yvonne B. had her hands deep into birthday cake batter when an urgent call came in 
for a prairie dog rescue.  It was near the end of PDP’s relocation season, but whatever time of year, we’ll 
answer a call to rescue an animal in duress.  On the other end of the line was a well-spoken, compassionate 
teacher, who, in a surprisingly calm voice, reported that a prairie dog was running loose through the 
classrooms and halls of her school.  A shocked Yvonne responded with a series of questions, “What?!  
Where?  Are you sure it’s not a squirrel?  Can the animal be safely cornered for capture?”  Throughout the 
conversation, Yvonne could hear the squeals of children in the background; that would have struck her with 
panic had they been sounds of fear, but they were instead squeals of childish delight! 
 
Margaret D. dropped everything and rushed across town to retrieve the mysterious creature.  In what had to 
have been a time speed record for rescue, she scooped up the wayward rodent.  Yvonne was shocked again 
upon hearing Margaret’s report: “I’ve got him—he’s a black-tail!”  Since black-tailed prairie dogs are not 
indigenous to this area, the only logical conclusion was that he had been trafficked in the pet trade.   
Yvonne sequestered the occupants of the rodent rescue room in their large cage so that she could assess the 
new arrival.  The young prairie dog, likely a yearling, was soon tumbling, flipping and running zoomies 
around the room.  He had no sign of any injury, nor did he appear to be dehydrated or malnourished.  The 
separation from the other residents (standard protocol for any new prairie dog guest in the rodent room) 
turned out to be especially important in his case because the little black-tail had a horrific infestation of, not 
one, but two kinds of fleas!  His underside was covered in a species of fleas (and their eggs) commonly 
found in chicken coops.  Yvonne wondered if he had been held captive in one or found food and refuge in 
one after escaping from a home?  She had so many questions about his early life. 
 
Two days later, this young prairie dog that had exhibited such boundless energy upon arrival fell into a deep 
lethargy and could not be roused for anything!  Thus began a 41-day struggle to keep him alive.  Yvonne 
kept him swaddled in a treatment cage, pulling him out up to eight times a day to provide food and water 
with a syringe.  With what little energy he could muster, he fought against the syringe every time.  Yvonne 
was at a loss to understand what could be making him so sick.  Was he dying of flea anemia?  When Frances 
G. heard about his dire condition and how quickly he had deteriorated, she suggested that he might have 
gotten into rat poison.  If so, there was no time to spare!  Yvonne brought the prairie dog to PDP’s vet, Dr. 
Levenson.  A blood test showed a packed cell volume so low that the good doc was surprised the little 
fellow was even alive!  Dr. Levenson administered an injection of vitamin K.  The only thing left to do was 
wait and hope.  
 
Over the coming weeks, Yvonne tried desperately to keep the increasingly weak prairie dog alive.  She 
continued to brush his fur looking for every last flea to remove.  She tried giving him every high-calorie 
healthy food that she could think of, but the only energy he ever exhibited was to struggle against the 
syringe without even opening his eyes.  Frances gave her a tube of baby food to try that consisted of kale 
and blueberries.  It was the first thing that he accepted without fighting so much.  But still, he became so 
lethargic that his body was limp.  Yvonne, C. Rex and Frances became convinced that he would surely die.  
Frances thought that maybe the vitamin K had worked so well that he had developed a blood clot in some  
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critical location, and she had an idea.  She knew of a supplement that some people take to combat blood 
clots.  Giving the prairie dog a human supplement in any amount would be far too dangerous, but what if 
they offered him the food it was made from and see if he would eat it.  It was a long shot, but he was dying.  
Frances brought Yvonne some natto, a Japanese food of fermented soybeans.  He accepted several pieces of 
natto.  In the days that followed, he began to show improvement.   
 
Yvonne continued to tend her little patient.  She still struggled to find a food that would pique his appetite.  
She tried a broad variety of foods including grasses, grains, seeds, shredded carrots and various commercial 
mixes designed for rabbits and all manner of rodents.  One day when Yvonne picked up the prairie dog 
after having eaten some cashews, he enthusiastically grasped and nibbled at her fingers.  It was certainly not 
proper food for a prairie dog, but maybe someone in his previous life had fed him nuts.  If that’s what he 
would eat to regain some body mass, so be it.  She was so happy to have found a food that sparked his 
appetite after such a long battle.  She decided to name him Cashew.  As he gained weight, he did learn to eat 
kale and carrots and rodent kibble, and Yvonne gave him the occasional cashew.  Once he had regained his 
health, Cashew was able to return to the rodent room and join the two male Gunnison’s prairie dogs, two 
geriatric female black-tails and a rabbit (honorary prairie dog) that make up Yvonne’s coterie. 
 

 
                         Cashew, fully recovered  
 
Annual Meeting 
 
PDP held its annual meeting on February 7, 2021, via Zoom.  Here are the highlights.  In her opening 
statements, President Yvonne B. gave thanks to our donors who continued to sustain our efforts. She 
thanked the volunteers and stewards that contributed to PDP’s achievements throughout the year. She 
identified a few of the new volunteers, Amy, Andy and Lisa, noting that they had helped avert a crisis during 
which one of the stewards was incapacitated. She thanked the guardians whose vigilance and eyes on the 
ground averted many situations that would have proved detrimental to the prairie dogs.  
 
Finance:  Ray W. reported that food expenses were again higher than budgeted during 2020, but the 
increased costs were offset by donations and contract payments.  PDP ended the year with a $1500.00 
surplus.  Ray was optimistic about 2021, as we had cleared a few sites, so stewardship costs in the coming 
year should be somewhat less.  
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Site Stewardship:  More volunteers are needed to help feeding.  Ray mentioned that he had gotten a lot of 
excess produce from Whole Foods and Costco in 2020 and would follow up and try to expand on what we 
are getting during 2021.  To volunteer call (505) 296-1937 or email prariedogpals@prairiedogpals.org (please 
include your name and phone number) and the message will be passed on to our stewards.   
 
Legal:  C.J. M.:  Carolyn reviewed and revised the PDP protocol and updated it to accommodate Covid and 
state and federal guidelines, the goal being to protect the volunteers and the prairie dogs.  Covid can be 
transmitted to certain animals, and we want to make sure we don’t transmit the disease.  
 
Private and Singleton Rescue:  Margaret D. reported one squirrel and a number of mice rescued during the 
year.   She added that singleton rescue is difficult and time consuming.  When clearing a colony, 80% of the 
effort is expended catching the remaining 20% of the prairie dogs, but with singleton rescue 100% of the 
effort is expended trying to coax an unwilling critter into the trap.  
 
Media:  Sharyn D. continues to develop artwork for our Facebook page 
(www.facebook.com/prairiedogpals) that generates a lot of interest. The page is kept up to date with 
information about prairie dogs and related species.  Our website (www.prairiedogpals.org) is up to date, and 
there is a wealth of information on it; however, we get few visits. Still, this is our “OFFICIAL” site, and we 
will maintain it.  
 
Operations:  PDP remains committed to protecting the urban prairie dogs by relocating those threatened 
with loss of habitat and thinning to avoid road kills. Yvonne reminded the group that no prairie dog dies of 
old age.  Several proposals had been or were in the process of being submitted to various agencies within 
the state so the year should be quite busy with relocations.  A total of 749 prairie dogs were relocated from 
sites in and around Albuquerque to the Sevilleta NWR during 2020. Captures include: NMDOT (180), 
Belen (70), Phil Chacon Park (56), Antique Connection (125), Bosque Farms (71), and Las Colinas (252).  
750 were captured and 749 released as there was one tank death.  
 
Future Plans: 
We are planning to resume in-person meetings once the Covid threat has passed.  We also plan to conduct 
garage sale(s) during 2022.  We did not sell calendars in 2021 due to a number of issues, but hope to resume 
their sale in 2022. 
 
In Memoriam 
 
Farewell to a Prairie Dog Pal 
 
In November 2020, we lost our dear friend Dick W., who passed away at the age of 96.  Dick was one of 
the founding members of PDP and was instrumental in starting our relocation program. 
 
He had lived a full life, replete with purpose and adventure.  He was born in 1924 and grew up in Kenosha, 
Wisconsin.  Following high school, he enrolled at Marquette University and was accepted into the U.S. 
Navy’s V-12 program (similar to the Army’s Reserve Officer Training Corps).  In 1945, he graduated with a 
degree in Civil Engineering, was commissioned an ensign and assigned to the U.S.S. Rockbridge, on which 
he served as forward watch deck officer.  The ship traveled to the Philippines, Japan and many Pacific 
islands, carrying supplies out and bringing soldiers home.   
 
After his Navy service, Dick married and raised four children while working at a steel products distributor 
and later a metal fabrication company.  After many years in industry, he opted for a new career in academia, 
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passing on his considerable expertise in purchasing and inventory control to young folks just starting out.  
He designed a new curriculum for a vocational/technical school and taught there for eight years.  Dick 
continued his own education, earning a master’s degree in vocational education from the University of 
Wisconsin and then taught there for over ten years.  He was highly respected in his field, recognized as a 
fellow of the American Production Inventory Control Society.  He sat on one of its standing committees for 
five years, spoke one year at its national conference and formed its first student chapter in the nation.  
During his teaching years, he also continued to consult for a number of companies, including the iconic 
Harley Davidson. 
 
Dick was a life-long learner and seeker of new experiences, and was always willing to share his knowledge 
with others.  In high school, he learned to golf and to play the accordion.  He was a member of the swim 
team and a Red Cross Certified Water Safety Instructor.  As an adult, he learned to sail and taught classes in 
sailing for the Red Cross.  He sailed on Lake Michigan with the local Sea Scout troop.  He took advanced 
courses in boating (including power boats) with the U.S. Power Squadron and then became an instructor 
teaching their basic course.  He earned a coast guard license and ran a charter fishing boat on Lake Michigan 
for several summers.  He enjoyed playing duplicate bridge.  After retiring from academia in 1995, he moved 
to New Mexico.  He took some time to travel, taking trips to Europe, South America, Tahiti and Bora Bora.  
When not traveling, he volunteered: two years with the New Mexico Natural History Museum, a year 
helping out in the clinic at Animal Humane New Mexico and three years with Albuquerque Senior Affairs 
Department’s peer counseling program.  He even bought a horse and learned to ride in his late eighties! 
 
Dick was 77 years old when he first started volunteering with prairie dogs.  A lady named Liz G. had for 
many years been feeding the prairie dogs along Tramway Blvd. and had enlisted a small group of volunteers 
to help her feed.  In 2001, Dick met one of those volunteers, Kay S., and started helping her feed a colony 
at the intersection with Indian School Rd. and another next to the fire station one block to the east.  In the 
spring of 2002, the group held a meeting in an effort to get better organized and elected board members.  
Liz was elected president and Dick vice-president. 
 
During his time as vice-president, Dick worked on two projects.  Liz had previously developed a web site, 
but it had since become inactive.  Dick made copies of the existing web pages and sent them to the other 
board members for additions and corrections.  He then enlisted the help of a web site developer who had 
worked with several other animal groups to make the revisions.  Thus was born prairiedogpals.org. 
 
Dick also took on a project to erect informational signs about prairie dogs along the Tramway 
walking/biking trail.  The hardest part was coordinating with the Albuquerque Parks and Recreation 
Department and the New Mexico Department of Transportation to get permission and allowable 
specifications.  Dick designed a sign that was two feet wide and three feet high with white letters on a green 
background and had four of them fabricated by a commercial sign company.  Then he built the frames and 
supports out of four by fours.  He installed the signs with the help of C. Rex U. and Bob S.  They selected 
sites where the path ran through the larger prairie dog colonies.  These signs still stand to this day.  
 
The biggest impact that Dick made to our organization came about because of an incident that happened on 
the Friday before Labor Day, 2002.  One of the areas where Dick had been feeding prairie dogs was next to 
Sandia Vista Park.  On that fateful day, he saw two men dropping pellets into burrows and several young 
people supervised by a man in a Parks & Rec. uniform filling the burrows.  In one of the burrows that had 
not yet been covered, Dick found a canister marked “POISON” in big red letters.  He asked the men to 
stop, but the uniformed man told him that they had been ordered to kill the prairie dogs and fill the 
burrows.  Dick called Paula M., a biologist with whom PDP had been consulting.  She explained that the 
poison being used would cause the prairie dogs to bleed to death but that if he could re-open the burrows 
some prairie dogs might be saved. 
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Dick called feeders, Lynn L. and Sandy K., to help him uncover the burrows.  They came right away, but 
some of the prairie dogs were already dying.  After the three of them had opened all the burrows, they went 
to Dick’s house where Lynn called one of the local TV stations to come out and report on the issue.  She 
called the mayor’s office, but it being Friday before Labor Day, no one was in.  Lynn and Yvonne B. 
reached someone on the following Tuesday and got an assurance that there would be no more poisoning.  
Shortly after the poisoning, PDP members met with people from the Parks & Rec. department.  It was 
agreed that PDP would capture prairie dogs from city parks and athletic fields and relocate them to the city’s 
open space area on the West Mesa, which was suitable habitat. 
 
Thus began our relocation program.  The first prairie dogs were captured using humane traps baited with 
carrots and apples.  Paula, the biologist, showed C. Rex and Dick how to “flush” prairie dogs from their 
burrows with soap foam.  C. Rex purchased a used Chevy Suburban, a trailer, a generator and a 500-gallon 
tank.  He mounted the generator and tank on the trailer, and it has served PDP well for many years.  C. 
Rex’s garage then became PDP’s staging facility.  He purchased livestock water tanks to hold the prairie 
dogs while they were waiting to be released. 
 
Again, based on Paula’s recommendation, C. Rex constructed artificial burrows out of 4-inch plastic tubing 
connected to 25-gallon plastic garden pots for the nesting boxes.  The city provided a Bob Cat driven by 
their personnel to excavate the holes and trenches in which the artificial burrows were installed.  With their 
help, C. Rex and several volunteers developed a 10-acre site with about 250 burrows.  In those early years, 
they used cages over the burrow openings to keep the prairie dogs confined and well-fed for their first few 
days on the mesa.  By 2006, over 1000 prairie dogs had been released there; so in the fall of that year, C. Rex 
and Dick marked out another ten acres to the north of the first area and with volunteers prepared another 
250 burrows. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
It was such a privilege to have known Dick.  We admired his sense of service, his can-do attitude and 
certainly his stamina.  Dick continued feeding and helping capture prairie dogs until his mid-eighties.  What 
an example of a life well-lived!  Adios Dick!  Farewell and following seas.  
 

 

 
Dick and C. Rex flushing 
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Prairie Dog Friends We’ve Lost 
 
Over the years, Jim T. has cared for a number of black-tailed prairie dogs.  These are animals that had been 
sold by pet stores and found their way to Jim when their “owners” were no longer able or willing to care for 
them.  He also takes in many of the Gunnison’s prairie dogs that we catch but deem un-releaseable.  Either 
way, they often have health issues, and though their lives may be short, Jim does his best to care for them.  
He certainly gives them much love.  Earlier in this newsletter, you read the story of Eubank, the little female 
Gunnison’s prairie dog that Jim provided loving care.  Over the last couple of years, Jim has had to say 
goodbye to a number of his prairie dog friends.  
 
In March of 2018, Jim took over care for four adult prairie dogs that had not lived in the wild but in a 
constructed outdoor habitat.  Jim had no idea how old they might be.  He named them Sweetie, Fussy, 
Sleepy and Comfy.  Sweetie, as her name implied, was a gentle soul.  Sadly, she passed away not long after 
Jim brought the four home.  He named Fussy based on her propensity to chatter.  She turned out to be 
Jim’s best spokesrodent.  At outreach events, she was calm but engaging, often “talking” to her audiences.  
Jim was very close with Fussy.  They snuggled together several times a day.  Much to Jim’s sorrow, Fussy 
passed away in May 2020.  He lost Sleepy later that year and Comfy the following spring. 
 
At the start of summer season in 2018, two very small female pups were captured.  They failed to grow, and 
by season’s end, when they were five months old, they weighed considerably less than the 350 grams 
required for release.  Their legs appeared unusually short, and they had some difficulty walking.  They were 
placed in Jim’s care, and it was a scant two months before one of them died. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
In the latter part of 2019, someone brought Jim a large black-tailed prairie dog named Rosebud that they 
had nursed back to health after she had been hit by a car.  The accident had left her partially blind, and her 
sight continued to deteriorate.  Jim developed a special relationship with Rosebud.  She didn’t like to be 
held, but definitely liked to be petted.  She would get in her wheel and move it slowly to let Jim know she 
wanted attention.  He would massage her neck and back and love on her face, and she would put her right 
forepaw into the palm of his hand.  Rosebud lived with Jim for a little over a year and a half until her death 
in April 2021. 
 

Jim named the surviving pup Tiny.  She 
eventually put on some weight, which 
made her legs look even shorter in 
proportion to her body.  A squirrel 
rehabber friend of Jim’s told him that she 
had seen this type of birth defect before in 
some squirrels, which she referred to as 
dwarfs.  She told Jim not to get his hopes 
up because dwarf squirrels did not usually 
live very long. 
 
Despite her handicap, Tiny learned to get 
around her multi-level cage pretty well.  
She was a spirited little prairie dog, 
frequently engaging Jim with her chatter.  
She lived to the age of two, passing away 
in May of 2020. 
 

 
Tiny 
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                                     Rosebud 
 
We always try to avoid pups being born in our staging facility, but in 2019 we were surprised when two 
females that we’d captured during that spring season each gave birth to five pups during the first week of 
April—earlier than we’d ever seen pups born before.  Since there was scarce foliage at the site where the 
two females were captured, they likely suffered from malnutrition, which had grave consequences for their 
offspring.  The pups in the first litter were born with misaligned incisor teeth.  We tried trimming their 
teeth, hoping that as they started eating hay the alignment would improve, but it soon became apparent that 
the incisors would have to be removed.  Jim took in four of these pups, but sadly, they did not live very 
long.  There’s no telling what other defects they suffered because of their mom’s malnutrition. 
 
The second mom who had given birth that first week in April died a few days later.  Most likely, she didn’t 
have enough body mass to sustain both her and her nursing pups.  We were unable to integrate her orphan 
pups with an adoptive mom, so Yvonne B. took over the job of feeding the little orphans by syringe.  The 
original plan was to release them, but by the time they were weaned, they had become quite habituated to 
humans.  At that point, we decided to place them in foster care as well.  Jim adopted one of the orphan 
pups and named him Chippie.  The little guy was Jim’s constant companion during the pandemic lockdown.  
He would lean against Jim whenever he wanted to be picked up.  Jim was heartbroken when Chippie passed 
away in June 2020.  They had developed a bond more intense than Jim had had with any of his other 
Gunnison’s prairie dogs. 

 
                                             Chippie 
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In 2017, just as it was time to suspend operations for the year, Yvonne B. dispatched Margaret D. to capture 
a singleton in a residential neighborhood far away from any known colony.  The prairie dog waddled into a 
baited trap without the least bit of hesitation and seemed totally unconcerned when Margaret walked up to 
transfer it to a kennel.  Yet in the staging facility, the female seemed quite distressed and ate very little.  A 
few years prior, we had seen similar behavior in another singleton that we knew had lived alone for quite 
some time; after being placed in the staging facility, she refused to eat and became emaciated.  With no other 
intervention except removal from the staging facility, she regained her appetite and soon flourished.  We 
became sensitive to the possibility that singletons that have been separated from prairie dog society for 
some time may indeed be frightened by the cacophony of the many prairie dog “voices” that they hear in 
the staging facility. 
 
Based on her demeanor at the trap site and during in-processing, we suspected that the newly captured 
female might even be habituated to humans.  It seemed that the kind thing to do was to leave her in human 
company.  Margaret adopted the prairie dog and named her Madeleine.  It was apparently the right decision.  
Madeleine let Margaret pet her right from the start and never tried to bite.  She squeaked whenever Margaret 
entered the room and stopped as soon as she was given attention.  There was no way to tell how old 
Madeleine was, but she thrived in Margaret’s care.  Margaret had to say goodbye to her dear friend 
Madeleine in 2020. 
 
Yvonne B. and C. Rex fostered two of the orphan pups (Chippie’s littermates) that were born in 2019.  C. 
Rex named them Wallace and Grommit.  Wallace passed away suddenly in 2021 with no apparent cause.  
When the mother is malnourished during gestation, who knows what lifelong deficits her young will have.  
Happily, Grommit still shines his cute little face in the rodent room.  When Yvonne gives out treats, he 
hides his behind him and reaches out his paws as if he didn’t get one. 
 

 
                                 Wallace with his brother Grommit 
 
Around 2010, a pet store in Syracuse, New York, sold more than 100 black-tailed prairie dogs.  When 
people started experiencing buyer’s remorse, the prairie dogs started showing up on Craigslist and at garage 
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sales, and many were probably just let go into the woods (un-suitable habitat for a plains animal).  A 
wonderful lady named Christine B. rescued ten of these prairie dogs and gave them love and care for five 
years.  When a change in her life situation in 2015 forced her to find a new home for her cherished friends, 
she reached out to prairie dog advocates around the country.  C. Rex and Frances flew to New York and 
drove back to New Mexico with nine prairie dogs (one had passed away before they arrived).   
 
Most of the Syracuse Nine, as we called them, have passed away in the intervening years.  By 2021, only one 
male, Duke, and females Vega and Delilah remained.  Just like old people, they’d lost quite a bit of mass, 
especially Duke.  They didn’t get around quite as well as they used to or see very well due to cataracts—they 
were, after all, at least eleven years old.  But they still expressed joy, regularly woo-hooing for Yvonne 
(though Duke would always lose his balance in the process and fall over).  Sadly, in 2021, we lost Vega and 
Duke, leaving Delilah as the last surviving prairie dog of the Syracuse Nine. 
 

 
                                      Dear old Duke 
 
Two others of our prairie dog family were lost in 2021, though we’ve lost track of when and why they came 
to us.  Frances G. lost her beloved Caleb in January 2021 and Yvonne’s little girl Carmelita left this world a 
few months later.  
 

           
Caleb                                                                                                                                                           
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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 
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