Prairie Wolf
By Corey Lee Lewist

Screams drifted in through the open windows of my folk’s farmhouse, sounding high
pitched and hysterical, filled with pain and fear. Loosely formed thoughts flashed through
my twelve-year-old mind as I sprang from bed and raced, barefoot, out into the darkness.
“What’s that? It’s a woman. She’s hurt. Raped. Being hurt. I'm afraid. She needs help. I'm
small.”

I walked tentatively away from the quiet house towards the direction of the screams,
wondering if I should run ahead to help or run back to get a gun. By the time I had crossed
the moist grass of the front yard though, the screams had begun to take the shape of howls
and wails, and the fog of sleep began to lift from my mind.

“You listening to those coyotes?” My father’s deep voice was calm and reassuring as
he poked his head out the front door.

Suddenly, I recognized the high-pitched wails and yips for what they were—a pack
of coyotes—and the fear and panic evaporated instantly from my mind. Although in time I
would come to love their haunting and melodic voices, they would carry an eerie note of fear
and crisis for years afterward for me. Although I could not have known it then, in the years
to come my fears of rape and the urge to defend would come back to me, carried by the
coyotes themselves. By then, however, they would have taught me not to be afraid. By then,
I would have discovered that I am not small.

Later that same year, I spent a long night serenaded by the same pack of coyotes, and
our relationship began to deepen. Like many boys of that age, I spent much of my time
exploring the forests and fields surrounding my home, often heading out onto the prairie for
a few days camping with only a knife, some matches, and a bow and arrows for supplies. On
this particular trip, I had built a lean-to eatlier in the day, and a bed of thatched grass to sleep
in for the night. I can still recall watching the flickering firelight dance with the deepening
darkness, when a long, drawn out wail erupted in the shadows of the night. In a few more
minutes, several other canine voices had joined the chorus, and the concert began.

Many people are familiar with the call of a coyote, or have heard the howl of a wolf,
but few have ever listened to an entire pack sing and celebrate in the night. It begins with a
series of high-pitched yips and barks that punctuate the stillness of the night and then melt
into a long tremulous howl that is soon followed by others. Their voices rise and fall,
tumbling over each other like playful cubs wrestling outside their mother’s den. When
listening to such a symphony, you feel it in the bones of your genes. The wild voices tug at
something buried deep inside you, resonating with half forgotten genetic memories,
awakening evolutionary origins, reminding you of your kinship with all life.

As my fire died down, the wild voices pulled me up off my grassy bower, and out
into the night. I crept quietly away from the small stand of cottonwood where my camp was
set, crouching in clumps of tall grass and running coyote-like across the open meadows. As I
listened to their song, my chest and throat felt like they were swelling with emotion,
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exploding with an energy that required some form of release. The first howl slipped from my
throat almost of its own accord: a few tentative yips, then a long lonely wail. It was answered
from the side of a nearby hill, and then again by another voice coming off the ridge to my
right. I tried mimicking their voices, emulating the high-pitched yips, and the trembling
rising and falling rhythm of the longer howls. They answered, speaking to each other and, it
seemed, calling back to me. Sitting upright with the prairie-earth under my knees and the
stalks of big bluestem rising over my head, I imagined myself a coyote, embraced by wild,
earthen arms.

In the tales of the Lakota and Ogalala, as well as the Osage and the Patowatamie
who all still live here, the coyote is a hero, and a trickster. They call him “Old Man Coyote”
and he maintains a powerful presence in the lives of all who live on the prairie. According to
some indigenous legends, it was Old Man Coyote who first brought fire to the two-legged-
people, pitying them because of their furless, clawless, and helpless condition. Other stories
tell of the Old Man’s cunning and treachery, his love for disguises and mischief, and still
others praise his ability to keep the balance between the species that share the plains. The
Native cultures that evolved here, that grew out of this landscape, say the Old Man is wise
and should be treated with respect. When angered, they say Old Man Coyote takes revenge
in curious ways.

Recently biologists have begun to learn this lore as they track the same truths with
radio-collars, blood samples, and computerized models. They discovered, for example, that
coyotes “fill in population holes,” that when put under environmental stress — such as aerial
gunning, trapping, and poisoning — they have larger litters than normal. I imagine Old Man
Coyote laughing, birthing two pups for every one killed and I can’t help but smile.

In fact, the coyote is so cunning that it has actually expanded its range while being
targeted by the largest extermination program in human history. Bounties have been paid for
killing coyotes and other native predators since the early 1600’s, and in 1915 the U.S.
government created the Animal Damage Control branch of the United States Department of
Agriculture (USDA) to carry out strychnine poisoning campaigns against a wide variety of
native species. Between 1915 and 1975, over 3,973,558 coyotes were killed by the U.S.
government. In 2004 alone, 75,674 individual coyotes were killed, costing taxpayers almost
$50,000,000.00.

The methods used to exterminate these animals are as horrific as the numbers of
deaths themselves. Government trappers have regularly laced animal carcasses with
strychnine, or broadcast compound 1080 (sodium monoflouroacetate) from airplanes, over
private and public lands alike, to exterminate their prey. Other techniques have included the
M-44, a device spring loaded with sodium cyanide, as well as denning (burning pups alive in
their mother’s den), and aerial gunning (chasing adults to the point of exhaustion and
shooting them from helicopters and planes). In 1972, after much public protest 1080 and a
variety of other poisons were outlawed, but many of the un-retrieved devices still lay out on
the prairie, waiting for a child or dog to pick them up, and in 1985 their use was legalized
once again. Like a battlefield cleared of corpses but still hiding land mines and unexploded
ordinance, much of the Midwest is peppered with poison. The analogy is particularly apt in
the case of compound 1080, which was developed by Nazi Germany for use in WWII; it is
colotless, odotless, and tasteless, has no known antidote, and requires less than 1/ 500" of an
ounce to kill a full-grown adult. Once ingested by the unwary coyote, family pet, or child,
compound 1080 begins working slowly, causing the victim to suffer hours of prolonged
convulsions, increasing failure of the nervous system, and finally cardiac arrest.”



Unfortunately coyotes aren’t the only victims of this all-out war against the American
land. Almost every native predator of the Americas has become a target and a victim from
bears, wolves, and foxes, to cougars, bobcats, and lynx. In addition, such poisoning
campaigns kill indiscriminately, taking the lives of millions of other animals, from weasels,
badgers and skunks, to hawks, eagles and owls. In all, human industrial activity has caused
the extinction of over 36 mammalian species on this continent. Along the way we have also
driven over 31 species of fish and 47 different types of birds into the darkness of oblivion.
It is a total war, a physical and a spiritual war that we are waging on our own land, in our
own homes, and against ourselves.’

As the coyotes and I grew closer, I came to identify more with them and less with
my fellow farmers, ranchers and property owners. I invented what I called “coyote
camping,” a practice primarily made up of hopping fences and hiding. Like the coyotes I
paid little attention to property lines as a youngster, exploring, camping, and living off the
land wherever it seemed to guide me. I would often pretend that I was a fugitive being
chased from the law, or a soldier deep behind enemy lines, my adolescent imagination
adding a hint of danger to my play. Local land-owners became the enemy then, the nameless,
faceless force against which I must strive and hide.

Sometimes it takes an act of imagination to see the real world though. The idyllic
agrarian landscape of my childhood was really a landscape of war, a battlefield brought back
from Europe, a pocket of WWII still raging on into the 21% century. In fact, the same
compounds and chemicals used in the trenches and on the front lines, had been brought
back here, to the American heartland, and used ever since.

It’s ironic, but not surprising, that when the same technology used to fight WWII,
the most destructive war in human history, was applied to agriculture, it created the most
destructive form of food production in human history. Almost all of the petroleum-based,
carcinogenic chemicals used on today’s industrial farms can trace their development back to
chemical warfare experiments conducted during WWII. To corporations and consumers
they carry names like “Arsenal, Assault, Bicep, Conquest, Rambo, and Squadron,” while
toxicologists call them organochlorides, DDT, triazines, dioxins, and perchlorate, and
oncologists and ordinary citizens know them as non-Hodgkin’s lymphoma, leukemia, and
breast cancer. Of the 75,000 chemicals now in commercial use, about 10%, or 7,500, are
known or thought to be carcinogenic. To date, only 200 fall under any form of health and
safety regulation, while less than 10% of all pesticides currently in use have been adequately
tested for their ability to cause cancer. In industrial countries, farming is one of sixty
occupations that carry an elevated risk of cancer, which should be no surprise since 66
known carcinogens are routinely sprayed on food crops as pesticides. In 1988, for example,
researchers found significant links between high pesticide use and abnormally high cancer
rates in 1,497 rural American counties.

Industrial agriculture does more than poison farmers, however; it spreads throughout
every level of our ecological and social systems. Triazines, for example, are found in 98% of
all Midwestern surface waters, infecting both our natural river systems and our municipal
water supplies. The application of these deadly poisons is so widespread, in fact, that every
spring there is a dead zone the size of New Jersey in the Gulf of Mexico caused by pesticides
from Midwestern farms, and over 40 potential carcinogens exist in most Midwestern water
supplies. This is a war that strikes close to home, and close to the heart, because it involves
the most intimate and necessary of acts: eating, drinking, and breathing. We all carry body
burdens of these toxins. Each of us has been physically invaded by these chemicals. For
those of us born after 1950, this onslaught began before birth, as many of these carcinogens



have been shown to cross the placenta barrier, infecting children even in the womb. In fact,
99% of all breast milk analyzed in the U.S. contains PCB’s, and 25% exceeds the legal limit
allowed for human consumption. Today, over 177 different organochlorides can be found
in the average middle aged American.

This process of industrializing agriculture has not only been a major contributing
factor to the highest rate of extinction in 65 million years, but it has also decimated the
American family farm along with countless rural communities. Meanwhile, it has left us with
the most militant and dangerous form of food production ever devised by man, one that
continues to poison those it professes to feed. In 2005, there were over 1,370,000 new
incidents of cancer, and more than 570,000 deaths caused by the disease in the U.S. alone.
And despite the myths promoted by the mainstream media about the causes of cancer,
toxicologists estimate that anywhere from 90-95% of all cancers are caused by the chemicals
we are putting into our air and water, and onto our food. It has taken over fifty years, but the
war that we have been waging against our land has become a war against ourselves.

Now that the battle lines have shifted and the war is turning back upon us, native
species aren’t the only ones being driven from their homes. Moving hand in hand with the
militarization of agriculture has been its corporatization. The days of the American family
farm, the original backbone of our democracy, are long gone. In 1910, over 30% of the U.S.
population was involved in farming or ranching; by 1969 that number had plummeted to
about 5%, and today less than 1.8% of Americans are involved in the agricultural industry.
Industry it is, and a nightmarish industry it has become. With ever-expanding corporate
farms getting more subsidies and capturing larger shares of the market, the family owned
farm is disappearing as rapidly as native predators once did. Over 70% of the nation’s farms
make up less than 7% of the agricultural market, while 7% of U.S. farms receive over 70% of
the agricultural Gross Domestic Product. This has caused millions of families to lose their
homes, farms, and livelihood, such that over 650,000 people per year emigrate from rural
areas in search of work and sustenance. If these rural refugees were all to settle in the same
place, they would create a city larger than Denver or Kansas City, larger than Memphis or
Milwaukee, each year. This is far more than the entire population of New Otleans, which
was so tragically displaced by Hurricane Katrina in 2005, except these refugees can never
return home, and the displacement continues year after year. For those who stay, tenant
farming, the south’s original form of raceless slavery, has become the only option, so that
over one-half of all American farmland is worked by people who don’t own it. For the
American consumer it means that we get over 50% of our food items from 10 multinational
corporations, and we live in a world where out of the largest 100 economies, 76 are
corporations not nations.”

This corporate machine continues to roll across the American prairie, a leviathan
devouring everything in its wake: land, water, and wildlife, as well as people, health, and
hope. In time, survey stakes and bulldozers began punching their way into the wilderness
where the coyotes and I once howled, hunted and ran. The city kept pushing westward,
growing like a cancer on the land, sprouting subdivisions on foreclosed farms and
abandoned ranches along the way. By then, however, I had been running with the pack for
too long to rejoice in the city’s growth. I had spent too many nights on the open prairie, and
remembered too cleatly the original form of the flint hills to welcome the developers with
open arms.

Thus, on one day, I belly-crawled over the bruised ground and torn-up topsoil
towards the shadow of the big, yellow CAT, with a pound of sugar, a funnel, and a variety of
wrenches and wire cutters in the small pack on my back. Not twenty feet behind me lay a



vast expanse of virgin prairie and my pack’s favorite hunting grounds, watering holes, and
birthing dens. Before me, stood the enemy.

There were no howls or screams of rape on this night, but the evidence of it was all
around me: smoke still rose from a massive pile of trees that had been bulldozed together
and burnt while still alive. Many of these I had known. Young willows that once lined creek-
sides and old, gray-barked cottonwoods that cradled squirrel nests and beehives in their
hollow limbs, all lay now burnt to ashes on sterilized ground. The dry ridges that were once
covered with the medicinal Purple Coneflowers, or Echinacea, had been scraped to the bone,
while remnants of rich topsoil fled like refugees on the wind. The moist river bottoms that
had once been brimming with big bluestem were torn up and tracked out by the heavy,
grinding tracks of the massive CATs. The stream where we used to drink, on hands and
knees our pink tongues lapping up the cold, clear water was now no more than a coffee-
colored trickle, choked with sediment and stained by soil.

This time, however, I was not afraid. Instead a reckless and burning rage erupted
inside me, a desire to defend, an urge to attack. Once I reached the first dozer, I crept quietly
under its shadow, and moved up to the gas tank. The smell of burnt oil and hydraulic fluid
hit me hard in the face, as I twisted off the gas cap and began pouring the sugar. As the fine
white grains of machine-inducing death rained down, I couldn’t help but smile, a white
toothy snarl full of violence and joy. After finding a large bucket, I went for the backhoe
using the same quick, crouching run I had seen the coyotes use when hunting on the short
grass sections of the prairie. Once upon my prey, I wriggled underneath to get at its soft
belly. Pulling a large monkey wrench and a cheater bar from my pack, I clamped hold of the
oil pan’s drain plug and dug my teeth in. After a few minutes of scraping my knuckles and
blinking sand out of my eyes, the plug dropped and the machine’s life-blood poured out and
on top of me. I slammed the bucket in place, but not before the warm liquid sprayed across
my mouth and throat, soaking my shirt and the soil beside me. I emerged from under the
machine, spitting oil out of my mouth and licking it from my lips, like a blood-thirsty canine
rejoicing in the kill. Then, with a full-throated howl, I loped off into the night.

The campaign continued for years. Over time I began building a pack, and we
refined our hunting techniques. We learned to work in pairs and groups, calling to each
other in soft howls, short barks, and memorized bits of birdsong. We hiked for hours across
the open plains, leaving our vehicles miles away from the ambush sites, and always
approaching our prey from behind, under the cover of night. We followed old game trails
through densely wooded river-bottoms and hidden sinuous canyons, and let our wild allies
teach us the terrain.

Wolves, as well as many other large carnivores, used to call this prairie home.
Although it is hard for many Americans to imagine, the Great Plains were as wild as the
Serengeti. During his explorations of the West, for example, Zebulon Pike once stopped
here in the flint hills to record every animal he could see from the top of a small bluff. From
this single vantage point, he saw thousands of bison, hundreds of elk and white tailed deer,
dozens of pronghorn, a few black bear, a mountain lion, several wolves, a smattering of
coyotes and foxes, and innumerable species of songbirds, waterfowl and raptors. Most
Midwesterners think of their land as a place for cars, corn and cattle; few perceive it as home
to bison, bear and wolf. But it belonged to them before, and it will again.

Before the slaughter began, there were 31 to 75 million bison, and over 400,000
wolves, in the lower 48. Between 1868 and 1881, however, over 31 million bison were killed
on the Great Plains, and by 1889, the vast herd of the heartland was nearly extinct with only
1,100 individuals left. Similarly, before European settlement, wolves ranged from central



Mexico all the way to Greenland, inhabiting almost every region of the United States. By
1970, however, all the red wolves had been killed or driven out, and only 1,000 gray wolves
remained in northern Minnesota. The Great Plains Wolf, or the Buffalo Runner, is one of
eight sub-species of wolf that Americans have driven to extinction. Like the coyote, the
lethal combination of government extermination pogroms and public ignorance took a
heavy toll on the wolf. It is impossible to say how many wolves were killed in the U.S., but
estimates range from 1 to 2 million. The fervor with which wolves were targeted, and the
hatred with which they were killed, surpassed that of even the coyote. Wolves weren’t merely
killed; they were tortured. People burned them alive, tore their jaws off, ripped them in two
with ropes tied to trucks, and set packs of dogs on them. Bison were similarly shot for sport
and spite, or killed just for their tongues and hides, and left to rot on the prairie by the
millions. Every autumn the big bluestem burns bright red, stained with the memory of
blood.”

Some say the wolf and cougar have already returned to the Great Plains, and that the
bear and bison will soon follow, while others believe their ghosts still haunt the flint hills.
Local legends tell stories of people being taken over from the inside, of animal spirits rising
up and into them on the earth’s hot breath. There is more here in the American heartland
than just PCB’s and organochlorides to seep into the bloodstream. A wild spirit still endures
here, beleaguered and beaten, but wild just the same. Local Native nations tell stories of boys
becoming bears and women turning into wolves, tales of connection and kinship, stories we
would do well to remember.

Bear had been running with me for quite some time. A hulking man with a strong
back and even stronger legs, he could cover miles of open prairie with an incessant
lumbering gate that never faltered, slowed, or tired. When on the hunt, we never used our
real names just in case we were overheard or caught. Instead, we knew each other as Bear
and Wolf, names that seemed to come from our own characters. Bear was already broad-
shouldered and barrel-chested, but when he bent low and moved through the shadows with
a pack on his back, he became bearish and wild.

One night while running with Bear, I was stopped short, as if 1 had just hit an
invisible wall, by a line drawn in the prairie earth. A series of scrapers had come through,
cutting off the black topsoil and thick turf of the native prairie, scalping her to make way for
golfing greens and subdivisions. The land spread out before us, like a cadaver on an
operating table, cold and lifeless with her skin peeled back in a grotesque and demeaning
way. Behind us, lay a remnant patch of native prairie, 99.9% of which has already been
irreversibly destroyed. Before us unfolded a vast expanse of tire-tracked clay, alternately
baking in the noonday sun and blowing away in the nighttime breeze. Over 400 species of
grass, sedges, and wildflowers still existed behind the heels of our boots, and in front where
our toes touched the clay, we had only the promise of a single species of grass, pesticides,and
pavement.

Bear and I crouched in the cover of a nearby stand of sumac saplings, blanketed by
the red leaves and berries and looked out silently over the edge. “This is our line, man,” I
whispered. The familiar fury was building inside me, getting close to boiling over, getting
ready to attack. “We didn’t draw it, but you can be damn sure we’re gonna defend it.” Over
1,000 different species of concern lay huddled behind us, their numbers dropping so fast
that ecologists fear many will soon be added to the 85 Great Plains species currently listed
under the endangered species act.’

“That’s right.” Bear grunted. “No more. Not another inch. Let’s go.”



We hit the outlying machinery first, always working our way from the perimeter
toward the middle, like a pack of wolves seeking out the easiest targets on the periphery of
the herd. The most expensive and well-guarded equipment was always kept near the center
of the site, in the same way that a doe corrals her fawns in the middle of the herd. By
working from the outside in, however, we could safely take down the easiest prey while
assessing the defenses we were up against. In this way, if discovered while on the hunt, we
could retreat into the open arms of the prairie with at least a few kills to satisfy our hunger,
to slake our thirst.

We always saved the loudest and most visible work for last. This time it was a
massive billboard, towering over fifty feet high and sitting solidly on a series of at least six
telephone-pole-sized timbers. The fleet of scrapers, dozers, and backhoes had already been
taken care of, and all that remained was for us to fell the sign that proudly boasted of the
prairie’s destruction. The work progressed slowly, as we had to drop to our bellies and hide
in the shadows every time a car zoomed past on the nearby highway. Bear, a seasoned
sawyer, began making pie-shaped face cuts on the downwind side of each massive pole. In a
short while, we were making our back cuts, starting on the opposite side of our face cuts and
sawing toward the center. When we had finally reached the two outer poles, we both began
to cut together, each working his own pole. I pushed and pulled the bow-saw, feeling the
muscles in my shoulders and back stretching and tightening with the rhythm of the work.
My head moved with a similar rhythm, glancing from the smile on Bear’s face to the
billboard that towered and rocked above us. Soon we could feel the kansa, or south-wind,
beginning to pick up, and the timbers started to pop and crack. The massive billboard
swayed back and forth, constantly emitting a series of snapping and popping noises, until
with a splintering crash it came thundering down to the ground. Completely caught up in the
joy of the kill, we both howled as the sign came crashing down, and then jumped on top of
its lifeless form to laugh and dance in the moonlight.

Our celebration was cut short, however, by the repetitive “thwack, thwack, thwack”
of a helicopter in the distance. It rose over the dark horizon of a distant ridge and suddenly
we could see it silhouetted against the sky. The bright silvery beam of a spotlight shot out in
front of it, creating a large circle of white light that raced across the plains toward us.
Without a word, we ran for the cover of the thickly wooded river-bottom, splitting up to
make it harder to follow us, and never looking back. The blinding white circle of light
flashed over me a time or two as I ran, just another predator hunted from the air. But before
it could pin me down, I was melting into the shadows of the forest and disappearing from
sight. I followed a creek bed back toward where we had left our truck, slipping on wet rocks
and splashing through the shallows, but all the time remaining invisible from the sky.

When I got back to the truck, Bear was already in the cab waiting for me. We drove
back toward town, on gravel roads without names, keeping our headlights off and using only
the faint glow of light pollution on the horizon to guide us.

“Someday, we’ll even put those lights out.”

“Yeah,” Bear grunted and stared out the passenger window at the prairie as it went
spinning by enshrouded in a mantle of darkness. “Someday, we’ll take it all back.”

When Wavoka came to the Great Plains to teach his Ghost Dance vision for
bringing back the bison, he said stories have a way of getting inside a person, and like a seed,
they grow. Songs and stories, he said, work through people to become real in the world.
Modern readers might liken this to a virus that infects your computer. The change they bring
about lays dormant for quite sometime and then slowly begins devouring files and rewriting
programs, until it takes your entire system over. Or, we might compare it to the silent,



invisible growth of cancer in us all. A little Atrazine here, a few PCB’s and organochlorides
there, a hundred parts per million in our water and on our veggies, a thousand parts per
million in our meat and cheese, and over time, it grows, metastasizing and taking over. Until
we have been changed, and irrevocably altered. Until we are not who we once were.

But Old Man Coyote has always been a trickster, and his stories work in devious
ways. The spirit of the wild still endures here in the heartland. Here in our stories. When one
of the Old Man’s stories gets inside you, it always drops a few seeds. They may lay dormant
for a while, or they may sprout immediately, depending on the fertility of the soil, the
temperament of your soul. Nevertheless, the spirit of the story grows, like wildness inside
you. It rises up from your bowels and swells your chest, like a wolf’s howl, waiting to fill
your throat and escape into the night. It is rising now, a tremulous war cry, begging you to
join battle, in defense of your life and land, in defense of your food and family. This is the
story of Prairie Wolf, growing inside you now. Waiting for you to growl. Waiting for you to
howl.

Notes

Note to readers: This piece belongs to the emerging genre of creative nonfiction
writing, a blend of narrative and scholarship, fiction and fact. For stylistic reasons,
researched information has not been documented in the text, but has been reported
precisely. The following endnotes should help interested readers pursue this research
further. Additionally, as is conventional with this genre, narrative events have been
fictionalized to some degree for stylistic purposes, and especially to protect the
innocent.

2. For history, annual reports on predator eradication programs, and efforts to stop
them, visit the Predator Conservation Alliance at www.predatorconservation.org and
the Animal Protection Institute at www.bancrueltraps.com. Official government
records of Animal Damage Control (now euphemistically called Wildlife Services)
can be found under the Animal and Plant Health Inspection Service of the U.S.D.A.
at www.aphis.usda.gov.

3. For the most reliable data on species extinction rates (and many other global
phenomena) visit World Watch at www.worldwatch.org. World Watch papers 165,
141, 116, 108, and 78 in particular document biodiversity loss.

4. For an excellent exploration of environmental toxicology, cancer and industrial
agriculture, read Sandra Steingraber’s Lzving Downstream. World Watch papers 171,
163, 153, 131, 103 in particular, also document the social, environmental and
personal health costs of industrial agriculture. Also, Wendell Berry’s The Unsettling of
America explores well the loss of family farms and rural communities in the US.

5. For an excellent history of the American slaughter, predator eradication programs,
and human perceptions of predators read Barry Lopez’s Of Wolves and Men.

6. Tor statistics on threatened and endangered species, and recovery programs, visit the
U.S. Fish and Wildlife Service at www.fws.gov/Endangered/wildlife.html.



