The Great

Buffalo Rescue

Caldwell, Ohio
January 2010

by Annette Fisher Executive Director
Happy Trails Farm Animal Sanctuary Inc.

On Friday January 8th, Happiyrails volunteers
arrived at a property in Caldwell, Ohio, at the
request of the Noble County Sh&sfDepart-
mentA group of farm animals were not being fed
watered or cared for propergnd they needed to}
be removed from their situation of neglate This view is looking down from the top of the driveway to where o
were assured that animal cruelty charges wouldded trailer were waiting.

filed, so we agreed to help.

In the midst of one of the worst snowfalls this wirti&p of our volunteers and their truck and trailer rigs
showed up to help corral and move the abandoned animals to safety .

The property was on a very steep fhitlalled it a mountain)and the drivewagompletely buried in snqw
wound it's way up at a treacherous ange.attempted to get the first truck and trailer up the drivelay
with no luck.We made it about a third of the way up and slid back down. Ph&e&/have to figure out how
to get the animals safely down to the trailers at the bottom of the driveway

If you were to turn around from where we
stood at the top of the driveway and look the
opposite direction, you would see the hill continue
to climb. Even through the trees, you could see it
rise to an unbelievable point. The snow was thick
and made even walking @at ground a chal-
lenge.

Of all the animals, we spotted the bison first.
After several failed attempts to lure her off the hill,
we agreed that we would concentrate on finding
the other farm animals first in the vast fenced-in
area and get them loaded onto the trailers before
dark. It didnt take us long to locate the donkey
the mini horse and four goats. The came bounding
Here Detect|ve Mackie of the Noble County Sheriff's Departmendritsgetaill, fluffy flakes of white snow flying in all
lure the bison to the open gate with a bucket of grain. directions, eager to find something to eat in the
grain buckets that we shook high in the\&ry cooperatively they followed us through the gate of a side
pasture, across the “land of the buffalo”, through the next gate, and down the driveway toward the trailers. The
poor donkey had really badly overgrown hooves and was extremely thin. The four goats were also very under-
weight, the two boys with the giant horns appearing to be in worse condition than thAedife little tiny
female red and white mini was the one animal who was in the best\ithapa/eryone hanging onto a furry




creature, we took turns getting them settled into the trBiey all
got loaded safely and we were thrilled that everything went so
smoothly —success!

Now for the bison. | personally tracked the big girl arounc
the left side of the mountain. She stayed a good distance in front
me, and was very fast for such a big animal. Though | did the be
could to hurryit was dificult (to say the leastp not slip on the iy &
snow-covered terrain. | wound my way through the prickly trees &
and thorn bushes, but the fence and her tracks seemed to go o
forever I finally gave up and returned to the open hill where the
others waited with buckets of grain. “Any sign of her?” someone
called up to me. “Nope. | was hoping she came back here!”

She did surface several times that afternoon, and after
observing her behavior we determined that she wasn’'t aggressi
but more likely just scareVe decided that it would take people
with a lot more experience, equipment and expertise than we ha
complete the buffalo round-up. Before the roads had a chance t
get any worse, we all agreed to take our precious cargo and he
back to Happyrails.

At the sanctuaryhe nervous animals were unloaded into
safe, dry stalls with thick straw bedding. They had water waiting fi*
them(a luxury which they had not known for quite a whaledl |
a mound of hayEveryone dove in.

The next morning, our field service vet, BandyAlger,
came out to give everyone their medical check-up and health
evaluationsTemperatures were taken and ribs were felt, and the
information we needed to proceed with the court case was re-
corded.

Now to figure out what to do about the bison we left
behind.

| talked to Detective Mackie of the Noble County Stierif | =5
Department who originally called us for help. He was extremely
helpful in arranging for hay and water to be left in a smaller pen wj
the gate open in hopes that the bison could be lured in the feedl(
her hungerDetective Mackie also was able to get a load of gravels
dumped on the driveway to give our rescue rigs traction to make
up the very steep hill. It would cost us about $100 total — well
worth the hay and gravel to make our jobs easier!

Everyone settled into warm, dry stalls aliddégpy gave the first
group of farm animals whtgrand named theffle donkey and the
male goats were in the worst shape, the vet rating them between F*
1Y% on the body score chart, with ribs and hipbones clearly visiblefg
felt underneath their coats.



Amazingly enough, he called me the next day to
me know that our big buffalo indeed entered the smalle

a big concern here.

I began calling everywhere for help. | contacted| . -
sanctuaries across the United States — big ones, smal|. .
ones and everything in between. No-one wanted to helf
with the bison and no calls were coming back in quick '
enoughWe sent out emgency emails and called every 1L N ; '
rescue group we could think 9¥e neededtogether B8 "  *F77 i
moved asap. T :fsﬁgﬂﬂw

Out of a sense of urgency and not wanting her to starve to death, | began contacting bison farms. During
this search for help, | ran across two of the nicest people you'd ever want to meet — one guy operated a bufalc
farm located in Michigan, and the other one was Greg Ellis who owned and operated The Bison Ranch, located
only about 20 minutes away from Happils.We decided to work with our local friends first to see if to-
gether we could rescue the big furry creature.

| can only imagine what Greg thought when | left my first distressed message. It included the fact that




though we needed help to rescue the bison
we also wanted to find her a place where s
could live in peace and comfort and not be
butchered or eaten, and we would need hinj
to agree to that and please would he take H
Amazingly enough, Greg called me back.
Sure they would hel@And they would allow
her to live out her life as one of their perma-
nent residents.

Seriously?A bison farm that would
help ugescue bisorandallow it to live
with their permanent resident bison for as
long as she liveg®o way! We were re-
lieved, not having a long list of kind and
generous people wanting to heldo home  Andrew guided Ed as he maneuvered the big steel trailer to within inc
the large, dangerous animal. the gate on the squeeze chute.

So the great bison rescue was set upliarsdayJanuary 14t he Happyfrails volunteer crew
would meet The Bison Ranch work crew in Caldwell, and work together to get the giant beast loaded carefully
into a trailer and on her way to safdtige entire time | was thinking that this was truly a strange mix of people
coming together for the good of an animal — a sanctuary that encourages folks to adopt a vegetarian diet, and
business that sells bison meat but was willing to allow her to be a permanent resident. The universe works in
mysterious ways, and it was bringing us all together for the ultimate good of a living creature who would other-
wise have starved to death this winter on the side of the mountain, with no food, nandaterother bidlo
as her companions. | was thinking, thank God for Greg Ellis and his crew!

ThatThursday morning, Happiyrails volunteers, Kevin Bragg and Safdtken, and freelance re-
porter Julie Smeiles, loaded into the Hadjpsils pick up truck. | drovdwo and a half hours later we arrived
in Caldwell to see the Bison Ranch folks with their trailer already backed up and in place next to the feedlot.

“She’s a jumper!” was the first
thing we heard! Great. The buffalo had
effortlessly leaped over the fence and
was now in the pasture up front near
the road. Not a good place for the
bison to beWe then met Ed Goldner
Bob Lindquist and\ndrew\Wurcho,
our buffalo rescue team.

Eventually we were able to lure
the bison back into the feedlot, and got
the gate closed once again to that
paddock. Now what? There was a
squeeze chute that lined up with the
side door of the massive steel trailer
How would we get her to choose on
her own to head down that narrow
opening?




Standing on the outside of the fence and
leaning over the top rail, getting ready to go
in the paddock with the buffalo, Bob lit up
a cigarette. “gu never know if this will be
my last,” he joked. Everyone joked.

Making light of a dangerous situation is
often the way most rescue people get
through the task at handle all joked
quite a bit that day

The hungry girl only weighed about 800
Ibs. and didn’t have any horr@3nly Bob
said.Onlyabout 800 IbsAt that time, we
were all grateful that she wasn’t a 3,000 Ib.
bull with a serious attitude that was left on

. - the side of the mountain.
Though she was small (about 800 Ibs.) for a buffalo, with her ribs clearly

visible from lack of food and,atesheer size and stature was overwhelné- L.
ing and intimidating up-close. ob wentin first to test the waters and

see what she would do, slowly waving an
arm here or there to gauge her reactions.
She would move away from him, as he tried to herd her toward the Edijemed in the herding. Howeyer
she would only get so far away from them, and then turn and run back between them going the opposite direc-
tion to try to get awayt was clear we would need more people and some visual barriers to detsaher
visual barriers because there was no physical barrier that was going to stop a stampeding buffalo.

The feedlot was strewn with debris — parts of old fencing, splintered pieces of wood, and odd shapes
of metal roofing, all frozen into the snow (see photo below). This made running to herd the buffalo dangerous as
well as nearly impossible for us in certain ar@asne-out was called and the guys worked on moving as much
of the material as they could from the frozen ground.

Since herding her over toward
the trailer was obviously not
working very well, | thought of
getting some applea friend of
mine had suggested that buffalo
like apples, and if she was
hungry maybe that would do the
trick. Just prior to this, Detective
Mackie had just pulled up in the
cruiserAfter giving me direc-
tions to find the local Save-A-
Lot, | left in search of apples to
try to lure the bison into the
squeeze chute.

In the parking lot of the Save-
A-Lot, | saw a gentleman quietly
eyeing the HappYrails truck. |




was hard to miss, with the new white truck with big search lights on top and the sides plastered with giant green
and yellow Happyrails logos and the address to our website. He was staring very curiously at the truck, and in
my hurry into the store, | tried my best to ignore him. “Hayeee,” he called. Great. Here it catiless péttin
Zz00000007?” he drawled. In my head, my automatic response would have been to explain to him what Happy
Trails was all about. | opened my mouth and started to sayl hgot out was the “n” sound. | was in a hurry

“Y es we are!” came out instead, and | kept walking. Had to get the apples. Godjivé foe I'm sure.

| pulled up to the top of the hill, just in time to see Ed, Bob and Kevin each holding on to the ends of
giant pieces of plastic called visqueen that rattled in the breeze between them. What a great visual barrier! It
looked like it was going to work! | held my breatimey walked slowly toward the coand as she eyed the
entire situation you could see her mind working. She would take a few steps away from them, and then whirl
around in circles, not sure what she should do next. Ed and Bob kept talking softly to heiGk ttl. Go
into the chute. Go get your grain.” Lies! It was all lies! How dare they say such things! She was sure there
would be no grain! She whirled and spun and with head-dowmgethtre center of the visqueAs.the guys
let go, it went flying up in the air over her head. Phoblegugh this method was attempted twice more, she
was on to their silly plan and easily blew threw the plastic with ease. She outsmarted them. They needed a new
plan.

We had found several metal gates laying on the ground that they planned to use again as visual barriers,
but there still wasn’t enough gates to create the funnel that was needed to encourage her to enter the squeeze
chute. “What about taking some of the pasture gates off their hinges and using them?” | suggested. Ed went to
work with the tools he had brought and in no time, we had three additional gate panels at our disposal.

Sarah joined the crew inside the pen to help hold and position the gates, while | continued to work the
side of the fence where the bison kept thinking about jumpingldafe to confess thatsttather intimidating
to have a very lge bufalo running at you with gusto whilesttonsidering jumping over the fence that separates
you from her Waving my arms and running back and forth seemed pretty lame, but if it worked, she would stay
in the pen. Ifit didn’t work, | would be flat as a pancake when she cleared the fence.

Although the apples were laid in a pile the squeeze chute as well as tossatémsharet smell of
freshly cut apples didbstrike her as interesting whatsoe®arah decided to squat down in front of her and
offer her a bit of her appl&hough she was mildly curious, thefal was not interested in moving clasgie




was, thankfullyalso not interested in
chaging anyone eitheYay!

By now hours had went by
from when we first started working
with the big girl. OK, one more try
Everyone was in position — four
people working the gate panels inside
the feedlot, one guy was working the
door to the trailed was working the
fence line on the hill, the reporter was
higher up the hill shooting footage and
the bufalo was near the trailetood
deal. Lets go. Slowly the moving
panels, we slowly penned in the cow
closer to the traileHer tail went up.
Not a good sign. Head went down.
aﬁVi’kes. Everyone stopped and froze.
She calmed down, and this game
played out for a little while. More slow moving toward her and the r&ilgrshe finally decided she had just
had enough of this game. She began to spin, and we all knew what comes next. There was a lot of waving and
jumping as she would run toward somedfoi could see her eyeball the peopio was the weakest link?
Not that it mattered. She could have plowed through anyone at any time. More spinning and Méurtogld
feel the tension in the aifhe folks in the feedlot were now very close to the frustrated bison, with nothing to
protect them from her wrath. She was d&eey done. She decided that the game was up, and she spun one
last time, and ran at full speed directly into the squeeze chute and didn’t even stop. She landed with a clatter of
front hooves in the trailednbelievable! Bob sprinted at Olympic speed behind her and helped slam the trailer
door shut. For a moment there was dead silence. No-one could believe what we had just witnessed. Then the
cheer went up from everyon¥bu could feel the mixed emotions — joglief, a sense of accomplishment, and
the pride in arescue well done! The
buffalo was safe. The people were
safe Allwas well in the world!

A visual barrier is truly all the gate panels were, because the strong buff
could easily have tossed the gates out of her way

Of course we all got up close
and stared in amazement at her in th
trailer and tried to reassure her that
she was going someplace safe and
where she would have buffalo friends
Hay was tossed in to hedong with
more apples. She was locked into thp
front half of the trailerand gates were
secured with heavy chains for her
safetyAnd away we went!

174

The Happyfrails crew
followed the Bison Ranch crew back
to Ellsworth, Ohio, not too terribly far
from Ravennale had been having

Once she was safely in the tthigewarm sun shined down on top of her head li
a ray of hope, letting her know she was going to a safe place.



difficult coming up with just the right
name for heDetective Mackie had
been calling her “Buffalo Sally”, but
she seemed to have so much more
depth to her than that. Buffalo love to
stay in herds and do best with others
of their kind for companions, and she
had been alone apparently for quite
some time — alone, on the side of a
mountain, with the ground covered in
many inches of snqwvith no water
and no foodYet, there was some-
thing in her that trusted us enough to
allow us to help her inthe end. She
needed a name that was mystical and
full of good enayy. The word
‘Arizona’ kept coming to me all day
(from left) Kevin Bragg, Ed Gotdmkew Wicho, Sarakitken, Bob Linquist but that name still didn’t quite seem
to be right. HoweveSarah and |

both recalled a trip that we had taken out west to a place that was both mystical and had good energy — a

place connected withrizona. The place was called Sedona, and it was the ideal name for our resé¢aied buf

Sedona was perfect!

Arriving at The Bison Ranch, Greg Ellis greeted us with his giant buffalo residents in the background.
The truck backed up to the gate, and the permanent residents gatheréd/asithdre a big girl bi&lo in the
trailer? Why yes there was, and
when the back gate to the
trailer was finally opened, she
came flying out of there at fulll
speed and smack into the
middle of three much bigger
curious buffalo. Excited, they all
took off trotting across the
field, eager to get to know their
new friendA big bull with
giant horns couldn’t figure out
what all the excitement was
about. He lumbered slowly into
view in my camera lens.
Sensing that he was missing out
on some kind of drama, he
finally clued in that he had yet
another herd mate, and he too
took off trotting across the
pastureAfter about five

minutes of playing follow-the-
leaderthey all settled down Sedona led her new herd of friends as they circled the field. She seemed complet:
and stood happily together home and very happy with her new dachillgey seemed equally smitten with her!




As | watched Sedona make friends with her herd, the old song kept playing thruogh my head...”"Oh give me a hom
the buihlo roam...” Here at her new home, she actually had friends to roam around with — no moréohelgg the solit:
buffalo on the hill.

The second her hooves hit safe ground, | had tears in my eyes. She now had friends and a family — a
family that wasn’t going anywhere and friends that she could bond with. She seemed happy and content the
second that she saw everydie.all stood and watched for a very long time, watching the dynamics of the
herd. Everyone was polite. No-one attempted to hurBiveryone had horns except for Sedona, but itdidn’
seem to make a difference. There was no signs of aggression — only curiosity and friendship.

We will continue to work together with Greg, Ed, Bob Andrew at the Bison Ranch to help tell
Sedonas story as it unfolds and how she continues to blend with her new.family

One of my very favorite pictures of the entire rescue is the photo of the Hagpyescue truck sitting
underneath the big signdiiie Bison Ranch in front of their retail stofae photo drips of ironyan animal
sanctuary truck sitting in front of a store that sells buffalo meat. But it also is a very real and very encouraging
example of people who come from all different mindsets regarding animals, reaching out to each other and
working togetherSedona didm’survive her ordeal on the side of the foothill for no apparent reason —to me
she survived her ordeal to allow us the opportunity to show the world that people who are in different places in
their journey through life can come together and work in harmony for a higher good. Sedona made that all
possible!

We would really appreciate it if you would help us thank the good folkseaBison Ranch for their



help, their friendship, their cooperation, and for putting their safety on the line to help us capture a hungry and
neglected animaY.ou can send them a note of thankslioe Bison Ranch, 5880 Salemayken Road, North
Jackson, Ohio 44451; you can send them an email them through their website at info@thebsisonranch.net; or
you can give them a quick call to say “Thanks for your help guys!” at 330-538-0760.

And from the folks at Happirails, we couldrt’have helped rescue Sedona without the guysTian
Bison Ranch, Greg, Bob, Ed alwddrew — on behalf of the now-happy falb, wetruly appreciate what you
did to help out!

See more photos on following pages!



*Photo complimens of freelance reporterJulie Smeiles.



(Above) Getting the gate panels in place (left to right) Bob, Sarah, EAnasttenyself,

(Belowleft to right) Sedona of colile@i Sarah, Bob and Ammette. Contemplating Plan B.

*Photos on this page complimenbf freelance reporterJulie Smeiles.



Taking a break between PAdaargd B, Bob (far right) tries to simply reason witiélegorshe is not amused. Ed (far

left) and Kevin (center) are there for moral support.

*Photos this page complimestof freelance reporterJulie Smeiles.

A happy crew after
getting Sedona safely
secured in the trailer
(left to right) Me -
Annette, EAndrew
Sarah, Bob and Kevin.



Beautiful Sedona, up close and personal.

*Photos this page complimestof freelance reporterJulie Smeiles.

Heading back to Portage County on the,higftingy 7 North, we followed at a safe distance and watched
Sedona’s journey to her new home.




