TRIBUTE
Wendy Spencer

onyx

Onyx, one of my very best friends, recently passed
away. 1 have been asked to write a few words to re-
member him by, but alas, find myself struggling to
write a laudable tribute that will do him justice. Ac-
cording to Webster’s Dictionary, a tribute is “some-
thing done, given or said to show gratitude, respect,
honor and praise.” A difficult task to accomplish in just a few
paragraphs.

For many of us who work in this profession, we tend to gravi-
tate toward animals rather than humans, and I am no excep-
tion. My life happily revolves around the care and well being of
my canid friends and over the years 1 have come to view Wolf
Haven as not just a sanctuary for our four legged residents, but
as sanctuary to staff, volunteers and visitors as well. For myself,
this was due largely in part to my relationship with Onyx. When
[ started in Animal Care seven years ago, he was one of the
very first animals to show affection toward me, rather than wary
curiosity (which is so often the case around new people), so
naturally T was drawn to him. I continued to cultivate our
“friendship” by bringing him special treats in the hopes that he
would respond in kind, and respond he did, although I suspect
it had more to do with the food rather than any sense of fond-
ness for me.

All my free time was spent at his enclosure. When his mate
Tahoma passed in the summer of 2002, I can recall being so
concerned that he would miss her gravely, as some of our wolves
are wont to do when they loose a longtime companion. How-
ever, Onyx surprised us all when instead of displaying behavior
that we would typically associate with a wolf who is grieving,
he reverted to an almost puppylike state and became much
more animated, playful and affectionate with his caretakers.

By the same token though, he was beginning to show his age
and because his enclosure was fairly close to the “Howl-In" area,
I decided to move him to a smaller, more secluded one. At the
titne of the move, Onyx was 16, so 1 could only use a mild
sedative, and even that was risky. [ can remember baiting him
into a crate with hot dogs and closing the gate behind him. He
was terrified and [ was rife with guilt for putting him through a
move at his age, albeit one that I knew would ultimately be for
the best.

I sat with him the whole afternoon while the sedative wore off,
worrying that he would never forgive me. I gently stroked his
head as he tried to watch me through groggy eyes while drifting
in and out of a hazy sleep. Each time [ took my hand away, he
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would gently inch his head closer, as if to allay my concerns and perhaps to
let me know that my presence was of some comfort to him.

Maybe it was my way of making amends, but the next day I decided
bring him lunch. 'm a big fan of “Subway” and so that day I ordered my
usual veggie sub and a roast beef sandwich for Onyx — a roast beef deli with
American cheese. He wasn't crazy about the bread, but once he picked out
the meat and cheese, he’d eventually eat it. His face would light up at the
sight, the sound and smell of the bag. He would “dance” from foot to foot
in anticipation and his ears would perk forward at the mere sound of the
paper wrapper. Lunch hour soon became my favorite time of day and I
found myself sitting and chattering away to him — everything from politics
to sports to relationship woes. Onyx became my closest confidante and
our lunch dates became a regular tradition. For his eighteenth birthday we
celebrated with a foot long, double meat roast beef sandwich. It was a
bittersweet celebration, for on one hand we had never had a male wolf live
to be that old, but I also knew that his time was getting close.

Over the course of the next month his vitality began to wane. He strugeled to get himself around his enclosure
and one morning he could no longer get up. Euthanasia is never a decision that we enter into lightly, but looking
into his eyes as he lay in his shelter, I knew it was time. It was the one final gift that I could offer to my friend —
something I could do to show “gratitude, respect, honor and praise.”

This past year has been a particularly difficult one — both personally and professionally — but through it all
there was Onyx. He was my solace and my refuge and while I celebrate his life, I miss him terribly.

TRIBUTES

Chris Lemons

M’1jo

Time here at Wolf Haven is often marked with great
joy at the arrival of new wolves. Equal to the joy we
feel at the arrival of a new animal is the pain we feel
at the loss of an old friend. It is with a heavy heart
that I am informing you of one such time that oc-

curred this past April, the unfortunate passing of M'ijo,
long time mate to Angel.

Mijo’s journey in our world began in spring
of 1993 when he was born in Canada. At a
mere 10 days of age he was taken from his
mom and sold in an illegal pet trade to peaple
in California. At the age of 6 he began show-
ing signs of aggression toward people and so
his life here at Wolf Haven was to start. He
was brought here in 1999 and paired with a
young female wolf, Angel. M’ijo and Angel
warmed up nicely to one another, but M'ijo’s
shyness toward people prohibited him from
being on tour. M'ijo and Angel spent the next
six years together, playing and enjoying one
another’s company.

M’ijo showed no apparent signs of illness. He was
found one morning by Animal Care Staff collapsed
on the ground and was rushed to the emergency Vet.
During a medical exam blood was found in his ah-
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dominal cavity. A decision was made to prevent fur-
ther suffering and, as a result, M'ijo is no longer with
us. It was not until a postmortem exam revealed that
cancerous tumors had invaded his body... It’s difficult
to lose an animal such as M'ijo, a favorite of several of
our staff. He had a wonderful personality, endearing
gaze, and a playful demeanor. He will be missed by all
who knew him.

NooOKsack

It is with sadness that we report the loss of one of our
beloved animals, Nooksack. Affectionately called
Nook, she was a wolf-dog hybrid that had been at Wolf
Haven since April of 1992. Nook has, by far, one of
the most interesting stories of arrival at Wolf Haven
some 13 years ago. Nooksack holds the distinction of
being a wild caught animal. It is suspected that
Nooksack was, at some point, privately owned. She
was spotted roaming the streets and wilderness areas
in Washington where she was captured by government
officials. Rather then allowing her to be destroyed Wolf
Haven decided to offer Nooksack a permanent home

She always greeted her caretakers and meals with ex

citement. While the original plan of having her on

tour never came to fruition, she was a much-loved part

of the Wolf Haven family. Nooksack will be missed .
: o

by all those who came to know and love her. 7
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