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Editorôs note: 
I welcome your articles, poems, information, questions and artwork.  We are pleased to print articles from our 
members, but caution each reader that NYSWRC is not responsible for the accuracy of the content or information 
provided, and does not necessarily endorse the policies proposed. Submissions should be sent to: nisseq@aol.com, or 
to NYSWRC, PO Box 62, Newcomb, NY 12852.    

Important Dates: 
NYSWRC Board Meetings are open to everyone. 
E-mail Kelly Martin, President (kmartink@midtel.net) 
to join us.  May 1, Aug. 7, Oct. 2, & Nov. 5 
 
August 4-6, 2011 Conference: International Society of 
Anthrozoology, Human-Animal Interactions Challenges 
and Rewards, Indianapolis, Indiana, USA,  
Contact: Conference Organizers, ISAZ 2011  
 
Nov. 4-6, 2011 NYSWRC Annual Seminar:             
Lake George, NY  
 

Our NYSWRC Mission: 
NYSWRC, Inc. is a not for profit membership organiza-

tion dedicated to the education of wildlife rehabilitators, 

improvement of the field of wildlife rehabilitation, and 

the protection and preservation of the environment. 

Many of you will have just returned from the National 
conference as you read this issue. We at NYSWRC 
hope you had a terrific time and learned a great deal that 
will help in your rehabilitation work.   
 
Those who attended the NYSWRC conference learned 
about, and participated in, discussions regarding the 
ñnew rulesò being proposed by the U.S. Fish and 
Wildlife Service. The NYSWRC Board has spent 
considerable time writing individual comments on these 
proposed avian regulations by the Federal Government. 
President, Kelly Martin wrote the official response, and 
it can be found on the home page of our website at 
www.NYSWRC.org.  Any rehabilitator or educator who 
handles birds needs to be aware of the potential changes 
in the regulations.  We will keep you apprised of 
additional information as it becomes available.  
 
Speaking of birds, you may want to look into the 
Cornell Lab of Ornithologyôs ñCelebrate Urban Birdsò 
project.  They are accepting applications for the mini-
grant program ($240-$500) which are used to fund 
neighborhood events that promote an appreciation for 
birds and nature. Information is available at: http://
www.birds.cornelledu/celebration/community/
minigrants/mini-grants-2011/2010-mini-grants-1 
 
We hope you enjoy this issue which contains articles by 

our board members and member rehabilitators, as well 

as nutritional updates from the Caseys and general 

informational pieces.   Photo credits: Margie Hanrahan,                   

Jackie Perry, Jean Alden, Veronica Serwacki, Drawings 

by Arleen Santonas 
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The Hallucinating Husband, by Margie Hanrahan 
www.messingerwoods.org 

The whole house was sick with the flu and my 
husband was the worst off. He had gone up to bed at 
8 pm, feverish and shivering. I felt pretty bad myself 
and had fallen into a heavy sleep not much later. It 
was at about quarter to two when suddenly I heard, 
"Wake up... honey...wake up," he said shaking my 
shoulder repeatedly.  

"Huh? What?" I awoke groggy, panicked and fearing 
the worst.  This was one of those moments that a split 
second felt like an eternity and thoughts of death, doom 
and destruction flickered through my head like a crazed 
firefly.  

"Thereôs...aéa," he started.  

"WHAT? WHAT?" I screamed in my head waiting for 
the other shoe to drop. Why was it people always give 
you bad news slowly, I anguished.  

"A...possum... playing...the...piano," he said very 
quietly, apparently trying not to wake the kids. I stared 
blankly at his face like I had just been called upon in 
school. I let the words sink into my brain.  

"Oh cripes," I thought. Heôs delirious with fever.  

Not liking my lack of response, he said it again, this time 
more insistently. "COME ON! Heôs playing the piano 
downstairs!" Now I was truly getting scared. I wondered 
if I should take him to the emergency room. I would 
have to wake the kids and get them dressed. It was chilly 
outside. How could I explain to the doctors that his 
thinking isnôt REALLY that confused, I mean living with 
a rehabilitator and all. The bathroom light was on and I 
could see he looked pitiful, all pasty white and hair 
disheveled. Still I stared at him and said nothing. I was 
making plans in my head for the imminent car ride.  

"Didnôt you hear him?" he questioned.  

"WHAT?" I snapped, now annoyed with his obvious lack 
of cold medication or too much thereof.  

ñIôm not kidding, come on hurry up!" he said seriously 

and left the room. I fumbled for my glasses and 

negotiated the stairs at a rapid pace after him. I was 

afraid he would fall down the stairs or something. But 

there he stood at the base pointing. I scanned the living 

room. There it was. One opossum caught red-handed 

standing posed on our piano keys. A piano possum of 

sorts. My husband stood there silently reveling in his 

sanity. As my mind raced through the animal database of 

current residents; hawk, mouse, opossum, I found what I 

was looking for. "Uh Oh," I thought, "One must have 

gotten through the window." Presently there were six 

going through boot camp in a large outdoor cage right 

outside our living room, as they were preparing for 

release to the outdoors in the next couple of weeks. 

How the heck could one get in here?  

I wondered to myself if I was going to find a broken 

window or a hole chewed through the wall somehow. 

Instead of doing anything useful, I burst into a hysterical 

fit of laughter and said, "Whereôs my camera?" I have to 

take a picture of this, people think I make this stuff up. I 

left the room quickly to retrieve a camera. I didnôt know 

how the little beast could have gotten in here and said so 

out loud. I was thinking that this would  help reduce 

blame later, when someone (I really donôt like to 

mention any names) was feeling better and would be 

irritated with the fact that there was actually an opossum 

playing our piano. "Donôt you have more downstairs," he 

asked. It was then I realized that the opossum standing 

on my piano was not one from outside, but one of three 

new recruits that had been admitted for round two of 

boot camp. This was not good. I grabbed the one off the 

piano as he made an attempt to drop off the end and I ran 

down the stairs to the basement. There I nearly tripped 

over another one. He hissed at me and I grabbed him by 

the back of the tail and in a swooping action swung him 

to my sweatshirt-covered arm. I put them both back into 

their hutch; the hutch I had not flipped the slide lock all 

the way down on. There was one still AWOL. I made a 

valiant search until laughter once again hit me. My face 

contorted from uncontrollable laughter, fit for a person 

near hysteria. Tears had filled my eyes and my sides 

hurt, which put a stop to my search. I made my way back 

upstairs, scouring the way for the missing one as I went. 

I made my way back to the couch where my husband had 

made up his bed.  

"Did you find the other ones," he demanded.  

"No, only one," I sighed.  
Continues on p.3 
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"Freaking Beethoven," he muttered. With that, I then  
broke again into such an uncontrollable fit, that I 
could barely speak the words, "Donôt you see the 
humor in this?"  

"No, all I see is an opossum on the piano," he said calmly.  

"Come on, this IS funny, I thought you had broken into a 
horrible fever and were hallucinating or something!"  

At that thought he admitted a slight grin and shrugged, 
"Actually, he was playing the scales pretty good. He 
obviously was either enjoying himself or couldnôt get 
down because he was going back and forth and woke me 
up. I thought it was the stupid cat."  

Oh man, I had forgotten about the cat. I went back 
downstairs and put out a trap plate of food to save Mr. 
AWOL from becoming a meal. Sure enough, within 20 
minutes the last little bugger came out for grub.  As I 
replaced him with the others, Billy Joel as I now dubbed 
him,  put his chubby little opossum fingers in the way of 
the door. "Careful there piano man, I warned, or youôll 
never play piano again!"  

The Hallucinating Husband, continued 

 

A Strange Case, by Jackie Perry  A.W.A.R.E. 
 
When Scott called to tell me that he had rescued a red 
tailed hawk with something sticking out of its leg, I 
thought we were going to have a poor prognosis. I 
needed to see the bird before any decisions were made. It 
was immediately obvious that there was something 
sticking out of his leg, so we laid him down on his back 
to take a closer look. It looked like an antler, which had 
pierced completely through the leg, but it turned out to 
be a stick. The outside end near the wing, had worn 
down from him flying and rubbing it as he flew. His leg 
was still strong, as he had a good grip. The wings were 
not damaged from the continued beating on the stick, but 
he was thin and probably unable to hunt as well as he 
had needed to survive in winter. He was found eating a 
road-killed squirrel when he was rescued. Our first 
concern was his weight and strength, so we cut off as 
much of the stick as close to his leg as possible. Surgery 
could wait since the stick had been in there for quite 
awhile; I would guess at least 6 weeks or longer. 
 
He ate well and gained enough weight to be taken to the 
vet, so I  made an appointment. He was anesthetized, and 
we got an even closer look. The vet commenced to pull 
the stick out, but we were not prepared to see what we 
saw. No blood. The wound had healed so well that it was 
a perfect piercing. (We decided not to put a ring in it, 
even if it would have looked pretty cool.)  The stick had 
missed the main tendon in the leg, which would have left 
the leg useless. It had also missed the bone and major 
blood vessels. All the vet had to do was to cut around the 
inside of the hole and suture it shut. We saved the cut off 
ends of the stick and it turned out to be just shy of 5 
inches long and nearly an inch in diameter. 
 
We are still amazed with this story  and with so many 
questions that we will never know the answers to. He 
was an older bird, with many years of experience 
hunting, so how did he become impaled? How did he 
break off the stick? It must have been attached to a larger 
branch to have punctured through his leg. How long was 
the original stick before it was worn down by his wing? 
How long had he been carrying the stick around in his 
leg?   ñPierceò made a full recovery from his unusual 
injury, but his story will always remain a mystery. 

Photos: Stick impaled in hawk leg  &  wound 
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Turkeys in the Straw; A Wildlife Success Story 
By Jean Alden 

 

The SPCA Serving Erie County Wildlife Department in 

Tonawanda, NY treats thousands of sick, injured or 

orphaned animals every year. Many of these cases are 

routine, involving species that we see annually. 

However, every once in awhile we have to re-invent the 

wheel in order to address the needs of uncommon, little 

understood, or 

just plain 

difficult 

species in 

order to help 

them. 

 

The following 

is my account 

of a successful 

rehabilitation 

story in the 

summer of 

2009. 

 
 
Iôve been watching wild turkeys in my back yard for 

years, fascinated by their behaviors through the seasons.  

Most of their time is spent in the woods across the creek 

but they still fly over to get the leftovers from the bird 

feeders, most often in winter.   
 
Turkeys live in open woodlands with clearings and are 

permanent residents within their range.  Most of their 

time is spent on the ground.  They prefer to escape their 

enemies by running under cover, but are powerful flyers 

for short distances with a wing span of 4-5 feet.  Flocks 

roost in trees at night. They spend the early and late part 

of the day feeding on seeds, nuts, acorns, the fruits of 

junipers, dogwoods, grapes, corn and grasses, as well as 

grasshoppers, salamanders, toads, and, of course, 

crickets.  A large gobbler can eat up to a pound of food 

at a meal. Their nests are a leaf-lined scrape or natural 

depression on the ground near woods, at edges of farm 

fields, in thickets and under the branches of fallen trees.   
 
A hen had made her nest in a field and just as the chicks 

were hatching, the field was being harvested. The hen 

was killed by farm machinery but the farmer was able to 

quickly gather the seven newly hatched chicks and get 

them to the SPCA.  Because they are highly prone to 

stress, we decided to start them off in the private ñwood 

duck brooderò in my garage, away from the activity of 

the shelter.  Leafy branches were placed in the box to 

provide hiding places and a few small perches were 

added.  Their first night, a feather duster was added to 

serve as a ñmomò replacement. But the chicks would not 

settle down, peeping continuously.  I remembered a  

 

 

puppet I had with wings that spread out, so I put it into 

the corner under the leafy branches and tucked the chicks 

under the wings just as the hen would do.  Almost 

immediately they settled down and their new ñmomò 

would stay with them until they were too big to fit under 

her.   

 

They were fed a 

mixture of 

turkey starter, 

minced kale and 

very small 

mealworms.  In 

the quiet of their 

brooder box 

they flourished. 

Within 2 weeks 

they were very 

active, eating 

well, and beginning to get up onto the branches in their 

enclosure.  In the wild, their mother broods them on the 

ground until about 2 weeks of age when they can fly into 

the lower branches of trees. It was amazing to watch the 

quick feather and flight development of these little 

turkeys.  On nice days I would carefully put them outside 

under a guinea pig cage so that they could get used to 

foraging in the grass.  It soon became obvious they 

would need more space. After an intermediate move, 

they were placed in the songbird aviary at the SPCA. 

With its thick foliage, we felt they would do fine there 

and they handled the change well. They exhibited all 

their natural turkey behaviors, pecking through the 

foliage, jumping for bugs and berries, scratching at the 

ground and taking dust baths.  At 2 months of age they 

were ready to go. 

 

Thanks to wildlife staffer Myles Firey and his father, 

they had the perfect habitat for release; a large section of 

beautiful land in Eden with 2 ponds bordered by another 

area that was heavily wooded with oaks. There was also 

a resident flock of turkeys in the area.  On the chosen 

day, the poults were loaded into straw filled kennels. We 

all arrived at our destination very anxious to get out of 

the car.  We drove back into the property where a wide 

path lined with berry bushes led to the ponds. After 

opening the kennels, three of the birds burst out and flew 

up into the trees, while the other four ambled out and 

started heading down the path, pecking at the ground and 

looking around.  One of the energetic three who had 

flown out of sight could be heard vocalizing nearby, as 

the two remaining in the trees watched for him.  We 

observed them for a short while and then it was time to 

head back.  I felt sure that they were going to be just 

fineéand the best news?  Myles called with several 

sightings following their release and they were         

doing well.  
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After time spent indoors and out, it was time for 

freedom and RELEASE! 

 Does Climate Change Affect Hibernating Animals? 
Audubon, February 2010 ï reprinted with permission. 

 
Springôs earlier onset is beginning to cause behavioral 
changes in some hibernating animals.  Marmots and 
potentially woodchucks are waking up earlier from their 
winter snoozes, a change that can have fatal 
consequences. 
 
ñIf you come out of hibernation and the plants arenôt up, 
but youôre up, youôre going to starve to death,ò says 
Greg Florant, a biologist at Colorado State University 
who studies woodchucksô hibernation patterns. David 
Inouye, a University of Maryland biologist, found that 
marmots are emerging from their burrows about a month 
earlier than they used to. At least one of these early risers 
met its death by coyote, which Inouye attributes to the 
premature wakeup call: The rodent was caught in the 
open, and its escape burrows were still blocked by snow. 
 
A number of other animals may be experiencing sleep 
disruptions, too, including bears, chipmunks, and ground 
squirrels. Some scientists also speculate that white-nose-
syndrome, which has led to the death of a million bats, 
may be exacerbated by warmer climes because the 
mammals wake up before food is available, thus burning 
through fat stores and starving.  
 
Although the evidence is preliminary, what scientists are 
finding provides yet another reason why fighting climate 
change may help us all sleep better. 

The Twilight Zone, by C. Claiborne Ray     

Q. Why do deer get transfixed by car headlights and just 
stand there in harmôs way?  
 
A. ñDeer are crepuscular,ò said David C. Yancy. Their 
activity peaks within an hour or so on either side of 
sunrise and sunset, so their vision is optimized for very 
low light.  When a headlight beam strikes eyes that are 
fully dilated to capture as much light as possible, deer 
cannot see at all, and they freeze until the eyes can 
adjust. ñThey donôt know what to do, so they do 
nothing,ò Mr. Yancy suggested.  
 
Continuing research at the University of Georgia on 
whitetail deer vision suggests that by human standards, 
deer are legally blind. A researcher interviewed in the 
September/October issue of Arkansas Wildlife estimated 
their vision at 20/200: where a person with normal 
eyesight can discern an objectôs details at 200 yards, deer 
need to be within just 20 yards away. (They are better 
adapted to detecting motion.)  
 
Deer-car collisions peak with the fall breeding season, 
with males moving around to find receptive females ð 
and unreceptive females in retreat ð and no one has 
figured out a good way to prevent them, Mr. Yancy said. 
For now, he added, the combination of ñdeer crossingò 
signs, articles to warn the public, and defensive driving 
will have to do. 
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A Lovely Place for Squirrels 
By Veronica Serwacki 
 
It was during the Fall 2010 that my husband, Matt, and I 
spent a few days in the country, living in a lovely home 
surrounded by wilderness overlooking the hills and 
valleys of Boston, NY.  ñTejas Wildlife Refugeò, it is 
called, using the Mexican name for Texas.   TWR, 
however, is so far north and east of Texas that the 
emerging rustic colors of Fall adorn the hillsides like a 
brilliant patchwork and the sharp bite of cold from the 
snappy air offers vistas that take your breath away, and 
evening sunsets that rank among some of the best Iôve 
ever seen. 
 
A squirrel adorns a sign posted entrance to a forested 
driveway, and the gravel road winds up a steep hill, so 
steep that I start to wonder if our car is actually going to 
make it or roll backwards at any moment.  Itôs worth the 
ride because what comes into view is a beautiful picture-
windowed house, in the style of a chalet, embracing a 
most magnificent view of the valley below.  It is a 
wildlife refuge that any squirrel lucky enough to live at 
would consider it a part of heaven on earth.  For here 
squirrels of every species known to the area that have 
been orphaned or injured receive a second chance at life.  
This rehabilitation facility is specifically designed to 
nurture and care for orphaned and injured squirrels with 
the sole purpose of returning them, in a fully healthy 
condition, back to the wild where they can survive and 
live out their lives.  
   
Matt and I were fortunate enough to enjoy a short 
sojourn of squirrel-sitting, posing as ñchief cook and 
bottle washersò for about 20 squirrels of all varieties ï 
greys, reds, and flyers.  These squirrels were not quite 
ready to meet the mid October release cutoff date, due to 
their youth, and were being wintered over for release in 
the spring.  Come spring they will be soft released on 
TWR, returned to their original location, or released on a 
property, elsewhere, deemed suitable squirrel habitat.  In 
the latter instance soft release caging is set up with the 
permission of the property owner who is committed to 
supporting the squirrelôs soft release requirements by 
providing food and water until it has acclimated itself to 
its release site.  Nest boxes are also erected on nearby 
trees to provide possible housing.     
 
 

The owners of Tejas Wildlife Refuge, Bob and       
Donna Andres, were leaving on their own adventure to 
attend their sonôs wedding in Denmark when it all started 
with an innocent question, ñare you interested in taking 
care of our ñlittle guysò while we are away?ò  This was 
the beginning of a unique experience for Matt and I and  
a well-deserved European vacation for Bob and Donna.  
We made arrangements for a sitter for the cats, packed 
up some belongings and transported our canary and two 
parrots, and their supplies, out to the country.  We set up 
the their cages in front of each of the three large picture 
windows sporting a great view of the wildlife outside  
and settled in for several days of squirrel sitting and 
country living. 
 
About ten years ago Bob and Donna purchased this 88 
acre piece of property.  It is bordered on the east side by 
a popular ski resort.  A large two-storey Amish-style 
barn, constructed very recently, faces a spectacular view 
to the west and contains a large indoor/outdoor squirrel 
cage.   A smaller barn, constructed by Bob just after they 
purchased the property, contains another large indoor/
outdoor squirrel cage facing a well stocked pond and a 
southern vista that stretches all the way to Pennsylvania.  
The property is also surrounded by 400 acres of wild and 
undeveloped land.  TWR supports several beehives that 
border fields of wildflowers, and forests made up of soft 
and hard wood trees, pines, mature orchards and hay 
fields.  Numerous species of wildlife freely roam the 
refuge protected from hunters and, oddly enough, seem 
to sense the safety of their surroundings.  Deer and 
turkey frequent the gardens surrounding the house and 
birds of many varieties visit the seed and suet feeders 
provided during the colder months.  Blue Jays adorn the 
top of pine trees, Dark-eyed Juncos, Purple Finches, 
Black-capped Chickadees, nuthatches and woodpeckers, 
all tolerating the cold climate, flit like bullets into view 
and then disappear into the protective shrubs and trees.  
The loud chatter of red squirrels can be heard defending 
their territory as they leap from pine to pine and the 
solitary Red-tailed Hawk quietly soars high above the 
commotion watching the world below.  Fox, Coyote, 
Great-horned Owls and other predators all help maintain 
the natural balance of the refuge. 
 
Bob and Donna have been rehabbing squirrels in this 
area for about ten years and their home is equipped with 
all the amenities for admitting and treating orphaned and 
injured small mammals, primarily squirrels, but also the 
odd Chipmunk, woodchuck or possum that runs into 
trouble.  Approximately sixty five animals are 
rehabilitated annually.  
 
In preparation for our squirrel sitting, Donna made sure 
the refrigerator was well stocked, before she left, with a 
variety of nutritious squirrel food including kale, 
dandelions, carrots, beans, corn, broccoli and a variety of 
fruits, to name a few.  The kitchen counter displayed  
numerous bowls of squirrel treats and in the basement 
were large bags storing indigenous nuts (Hickory, Acorn, 
Black Walnuts and Chestnuts) sometimes collected and 
donated by friends and benefactors for those squirrels 
that have to be fed through the winter. 
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The daily routine began with food preparation in the 
kitchen where fruits and vegetables were cut up and 
placed into fresh bowls, then moving into the basement 
to mix several buckets of whole corn, cracked corn, 
Black Oil Sunflower seeds combined with a mixture of 
indigenous whole nuts.  These buckets along with several 
gallon containers of water and fresh bowls, were taken to 
the various indoor cages in which the squirrels were 
being wintered over.  Several of these larger indoor 
cages, one constructed in the basement and one in each 
of the two barns, were artfully crafted to include tubular 
passageways made out of PVC pipe leading to an 
enclosed ñoutdoor cage experienceò for the squirrels. 
The five star squirrel accommodations were superbly 
designed and created by Bob Andres in order to provide 
the best physical and psychological enrichment for 
squirrels.  Sections of PVC pipe not only connected the 
indoor cage to an outdoor cage but were also 
strategically placed for the squirrels to run, hide and play 
in.   An 8 foot square wooden frame provided the basic 
cage structure which was covered with ½ inch square 
galvanized screen.  Shelving in certain areas of the cage 
supported numerous nest boxes for squirrels to hide, 
sleep and cache food as they would in the wild.  Tree 
limbs were placed strategically for climbing, jumping 
and running on, and ¾ inch rope was looped around the 
cage to enhance and challenge their play.  The cages also 
had runways at several elevations consisting of 2ò by 3ò 
shelves connected horizontally to the side of the cage 
allowing the squirrels to run in a continuous loop for 
physical exercise.  The wooden floor was covered with a 
layer of soft hay harvested on the property and cleaned 
and freshened periodically.  Basins of soil were also 
provided for squirrels to dig and bury nuts, mimicking 
their behavior in the wild.  Pine cones and indigenous 
nuts provided for the squirrels were always found hidden 
and buried throughout the cage.  Corn and pumpkin, also 
grown on the property, and pieces of suet were 
periodically provided as treats.  

Soft release zones situated in several locations on the 
property were also replenished with fresh food and water 
for the newly released squirrels.  Bob built his own 
portable, soft release cages out of 2ò by 4ò frames  

covered by ½ inch square galvanized wire.  Hinged doors 
that were opened only wide enough for squirrels to enter 
and exit, while protecting them from predators, allowed 
the squirrels to freely come and go thus acclimating 
themselves to their surroundings.  Branches, nest boxes 
and ledges furnished the inside of the cages and half of 
the top of the cages were covered with clear plastic used 
as a shield against inclement weather.  
 
Our week of squirrel sitting was over in a flash but the 
daily experiences of healthy country living, breathing in 
the crisp, fresh air and waking up to all kinds of thrilling 
sightings of wild birds and animals,  will continue to live 
on in our memories for a lifetime.  During the days even 
our parrots appeared fascinated with the outdoor 
activities as they munched on their veggies, and the 
nights were so dark that skies sparkled with trillions of 
stars taking our breath away.  Most importantly we left 
Tejas Wildlife Refuge with a greater awareness of the 
dedication and commitment that went into Bob and 
Donnaôs rehabilitation facility.  These little Houdinis 
were loved and truly respected for their bushy-tailed 
intelligence.  Where some may malign them for their 
skills at cracking all types of bird-feeders, here at TWR 
they were truly celebrated for their numerous acrobatic 
displays and comical antics. 
 
Bob and Donna are always open and willing to share 
advice and fully understand the value of networking in 
the rehab world.  They enjoy the benefits of 
collaboration and welcome the opportunity to establish 
relationships with other wildlife rehabilitators and 
enthusiasts who are interested in learning to work with 
squirrels.  As both Bob and Donna are licensed as class 
II rehabbers, future rehabbers can be added to their 
license and trained by them.  They also seek other 
property owners with good squirrel habitat in the 
surrounding areas who would be willing to accommodate 
soft-release cages and nest boxes on their property.  
Interested in getting involved with squirrels?  Bob and 
Donna can be contacted at (716) 592 2515, or emailed at 
rjandres@juno.com. 

Matt tends to the 

squirrels. 

A Lovely Place for Squirrels, continued 
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