
JT & FAMILY SAVE DUKE THE COYOTE (In JT's own words )

My "dog"... well it's a long story... in the pictur e below he is five
months old. This last winter (2007-2008), in the Su mmit County
Colorado high country, was an uncommon 8 months lon g, and deep with
snow. So my wife, daughter, and I, decided that a w eek long trip in
April to the Four Corners area, of Arizona, Utah, N ew Mexico, and
Colorado, and warm weather would break the cabin fe ver quite nicely.
We were on our way to Flagstaff, to hang out at Met eor Crater and
Lowell Observatory, ending up with the 4 Corners lo op of ancient
Indian dwelling sites. On our first day out, the mo rning of April 7th,
an event occurred on a lonely stretch of two lane h ighway in the high
desert plains of south-western Colorado, that was t o change our lives.

Cruising along, the car crested a small rise that d escended into an
arroyo, crossed a small bridge and began the climb up the other
side... when I noticed a dead animal in our lane im mediately ahead.
Slowing to about 50 MPH, I swerved the car into the  other lane to
avoid hitting it. We continued the short distance t o the top of the
hill for better visibility, where I made a U-turn b ack down, and
pulled off the road across from the freshly killed Coyoté.

I grabbed my work gloves from behind the seat and r ushed over and
pulled the beautiful young female to the shoulder o f the road. She was
obviously killed instantly, maybe 10 minutes before  we arrived. She
was struck hardest through the mid-section at the b ottom of her ribs
on her right side, which broke her spine, and shot her insides out of
her bottom onto the road... or so I first thought. What happened next
can only be described as tragic, yet at the same ti me, miraculous.

             Duke at 3 days old         at 6 weeks old

After placing her onto the shoulder, I went back to  retrieve her
insides from the asphalt, so the carrion eaters, ra vens and such,
wouldn't be surprised while feasting and meet the s ame fate she did. I
reached down to pick up the first piece from the la ne. A shock went
through me...as I realized it was an unborn puppy! It wasn't her
insides on the road at all, it was the life that ha d been inside of
her! The first little one had been run over, so I q uickly moved it to
the shoulder. I picked up two more, both were unope ned amniotic sacs.
I checked them for life... but, there was none. Too  much time had
elapsed, they had drowned, suffocated, or were kill ed by the impact.
The last sac was further down the road closer to wh ere the mother was
first hit. This pup was obviously ejected first and  was mostly out of
the sac. I could hear a faint squeaking and I saw a ll four of the



little boy's limbs in the air slowly moving, as I a pproached. This
little guy had taken his first breath when his mom had taken her
last...

I picked him up and looked him over, he responded a s I touched him. I
blew a breath on his tiny wet face, and he reacted by wincing his
little nose and brow, this one is alive I thought t o myself. Feeling
his little paws and legs, he seemed in one piece, a nd okay. I quickly
pulled out my pocket knife and cut the sac away, an d cut his umbilical
which we tied later. I ran with him in my gloved ha nd, over to the car
and handed him to my wife. I hurried back over to d ouble check, to
make sure that everything was cleaned from the road  and checked the
other pups again, making sure they were not playing  possum, it was not
to be. I arranged the pups around their mom as if t hey were nursing
and looked into her still life like eyes, with a st roke of her brow, I
gave my unspoken promise... then I ran back to the car.

 at 15+ months           JT and Duke

We had a couple of gallons of home town spring wate r with us and my
wife was busy cleaning the little fella up... She i nspected him from
his nose to the tip of his tail. He didn't even hav e a scratch!

He obviously went through one "heckuva way to get b orned," to use an
extremely appropriate country colloquialism. We spe nt the next two
hours driving to the closest town and gathering up all kinds of puppy
supplies, everything from some Puppy formula, which  was all we could
find. A dropper, some towels, a baby bottle for a k itten, the smallest
one we could find, since he was less than 7 inches long from the tip
of his tail to his nose, and maybe 6 ozs in weight!  My wife determined
that his squeaks were sign that he had good lungs, and his heart was
strong, and it was obvious he was as hungry as hung ry could be.
Getting him to drink his first two teaspoons of pup py formula was easy
and he was soon fast asleep inside my wife's cupped  hands. He took to
the little rubber nipple like a pro...

He ate strong from his first feeding, and made hard ly a peep the
remainder trip... he slept with the girls, curled u p on the pillow
nestled in their hair... and saw the sights with us , mostly asleep
snuggled warmly inside our Daughter's sweater. He w as the life of our
vacation...

JT, his family & Duke are about to lose their home.   To help save it, go to:
http://mail.moment.net/~michael/Donate.htm


