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On Track with Goat Tracks
					

by Larry Robinson

At the time I am writing this, it is a stretch to imagine anything remotely resembling ‘hiking’, at least here in Idaho. The reason? After a relatively benign winter, the
last week or so of February has brought us snowstorm after snowstorm. In Boise
proper, they didn’t experience much in the way of accumulation. Where I live in the
foothills, we probably have 14” on the ground at this point.

Interestingly, the first couple of weeks of February was pleasantly mild. Dreaming
ahead, I got in three conditioning hikes with the boys in the hills behind the house
(Pictures at: http://www.boiselarry.com/recents/events18.html) Any hopes of hiking further shut down
precipitously as soon as the snow began, so we only can dream of improving weather to kiss the snow a
fond farewell, at least for this year.

Regarding the Shoshone NF FEIS, this appeals have been submitted and once again it is a waiting game.
The appeals and submitters are listed here (https://www.fs.usda.gov/detailfull/shoshone/landmanagement/planning/?cid=fseprd572007&width=full). Therefore, there is no hope of access to certain areas of
the Winds, as in a wonderfully cooperative mode of negiotiation, we approved closures in what is usually labeled ‘core BHS habitat”. Overlooking the fact, of course, that BHS are legendary wanderers.

What I fear we have done is shot ourselves in the foot. By acquiescing willingly to the concept of habitat
closures, we have opened the door to closures in any and all other jurisdictions that are accomplishing
or re-accomplishing land use plans, and that door will probably not be shut in the foreseeable future.
That reminds me of the old computer adage, that ‘after opening a can of worms, the only way to re-can
them is a bigger can’. And I am virtually certain that this one won’t be ‘re-canned’ in my expected lifetime.

What makes me so incredibly frustrated with all of this is that there is absolutely NO NEED for closures
in the first place. We have proved that we don’t carry the pathogens they are worried about, and I can
give you a number of reasons why it wouldn’t even matter if we did. The reality of one of our Packgoats
getting loose and intermingling with one of their vaunted BHS, is so remote as to be stastically not worth
considering. But as was John the Baptist, I am a voice crying in the wilderness.

As it now stands: Most of the Wind River range is still closed to goatpackers, as is some of the Inyo NF in
CA. Also in CA, there are two other NF’s re-accomplishing their land use plans, the Sierra and Sequoia (As
of this date, I am not aware just what their exact plans are concerning goats).
In Oregon the Wallowa-Whitman is progressing with their land use rewrite, and in that NF, their operative statement has been, ‘No goats in, or adjacent to Big Horn sheep habitat’. That pretty much takes in
the entirety of the Eagle Cap wildness.
In Idaho, the land use plan, at least currently, prior to any appeals, is waiting for the DEIS, and at this point, one
of my favorite destinations in the White Cloud mountains is scheduled to be closed to goats. What utter BS.
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Actually, Goat Potpourri... but then almost nobody
actually writes to GT, so what’s an editor to do?

And yes, I know Christmas is past, but I received these long after
the Winter issue was published.

And two of my favorites from the goat community. ‘Unflappable’
Perry, and ‘Always-smiling’ Jan. May their tribe increase!

About the Photograph

A “Tomte” is a Mythological character from Nordic folklore that
was known to watch over and care for Mother Nature’s creatures. On
Christmas Eve the “Tomte” was known to appear with the “Julbocken”
(Yule Goat), another mythical creature, and visit peoples homes, passing
out presents that the “Julbocken” was carrying on his back.
This photograph was taken at the annual “Snowflake” parade, in
Lindsborg Kansas, a Swedish community. The “Tomte” is represented
by Jim Turner a local photographer from Lindsborg. The “Julbrocken”
(Yule Goat), is “Rockslide”, a professional Packgoat and member of
Paradise Ranch Packgoats, “All Wether Marching Band”. The “Band”,
fully loaded, performed in the annual parade. “Rockslide” is a 6-year-old
Saanen that weighs 290 lbs. and stands 41” at the withers.
The photograph was taken by National Geographic photographer Jim
Richardson.

We walked the goats in the Placerville Christmas parade!
It was pretty chaotic! I’ll definitely do it differently next
year. Too many decorations on the goats, I spent the
first half of the parade trying to make them stop eating
ornaments off each other. Then about halfway through
they decided they didn’t want to walk anymore so I spent
the second hald of the parade coaxing them along and
tugging on them. Next year
we’ll decorate the goat
trailer and put whoever
is feeling stressed and
overwhelmed in the back
of the trailer and the
rest of us can walk. And
I’ll bring treats! I was a
baaaad goat mom to not
bring any special treats!
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Jan Huffaker, Remembered…
Jan Huffaker served as
NAPgA’s president for
several years. She lived
and breathed goats. She
embraced NAPgA as an
organization that she
sincerely believed in. She succumbed to cancer o/a 2010
I believe.
What I found disturbing was that she was born the
year I graduated from high school. Here I am still
plugging along, and she’s gone, 18 years my junior. Just
didn’t seem fair, it seems. Unfortunately, nobody ever
promised that life would be ‘fair’.
Jan loved goats, loved NAPgA, and served NAPgA with all
she had. I miss her.

Jan
at
the
2007
Rendezvous, an event that
she more or less singlehandedly put together in
Colorado’s high country.
Even at this point she was
already doing chemo, and
as a result had to leave
fairly promptly Sunday
to get back for another
round. We saw her last in
2009, which was to be her
last Rendezvous. After the
2009 Rendy, Vicky Jordon
took Jan all over the west giving her a chance to see some of the
things that she had never been able to get to, and by that time
couldn’t drive by herself. She died shortly after that trip.

Packsaddle Fitting Class in Greeley, CO
Does your saddle fit your packgoat? Nan and Phil Hassey will
be teaching a packsaddle fitting class at the Weld County
Goat Extravaganza in Greeley, CO on Saturday, April 28th
at 11:00 a.m.
They will discuss the overarching principles of saddle fitting and
placement, then dive into a hands-on demonstration of various
packsaddles and how they fit on different types of goats.
Auditing is free. If you wish to bring your own goat and
equipment to the class, the charge is $5/goat.
Goats brought to the WCGE must abide by the show health
rules. Information about the WCGE can be found here:
https://www.weldgov.com/departments/csu_extension/
weld_county_goat_extravaganza/
If you have questions or
would like to attend,
please
email
Nan
Hassey at nanhassey@
yahoo.com or call 719489-2732 (no texts!)

Goat Academy
An all day conference on all things goat in Moscow,
Idaho, Saturday, May 19th 2018 8AM-5PM.

Karen Kopf, NAPGA board member and chair of the
Palouse Goat Guild, is coordinating the event for up to
200 participants.

30 classes are being offered on a variety of goat topics.
There will be a pack goat track with NAPGA Board
President Curtis King teaching Pack Goat 101 and Pack
Goat Equipment; Carolyn Eddy, NAPGA Board Member,
teaching Goat Nutrition; Howie Halcomb presenting
on hunting with Pack Goats; and Dr. Maggie Highland
teaching a class in Mycoplasmas. The full schedule is
available at www.palousegoatguild.com

Jan Privratsky, NAPGA, generously donated a kit of
Pack Saddle Equipment - which includes the book Diet
For Wethers -- a sawbuck and pad -- to be loaned to
a selected 4H group to borrow and document their
adventure over the next year. They will bring it back to
Goat Academy 2019 to present their experience, and
pass it to a new group. Matt Lyon, NAPGA and owner of
Bantam Saddle Tack donated a trainer pack to the kit for
goats not ready for a sawbuck.
Please let me know if I can help further!
Karen
Dale & Karen Kopf

Kopf Canyon Ranch

We raise registered purebred and percentage Kiko Goats
for hardiness, meat and brush management
www.kikogoats.org
https://www.facebook.com/registeredkiko/
Georgia the Goat, Heavy with Child
As you can see, Georgia
the goat is about ready to
pop, so to speak. Georgia
is a small pregnant goat
that has quite the belly
full of little ones, and all
she wants, is to be able to
relax, clearly. Instead, she
got a face full of cameras
and her unflattering
photo sprawled across the
Internet. It’s a good thing we think Georgia is just about
as cute as it gets–pregnant or not.
Interesting goat potpourri: Goats were the first animal
to be domesticated by humans.
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30th Annual Goat Conference
The 30 Annual Goat Conference, put on by the
Northwest Oregon Dairy Goat Association, was held
February 24, 2018, in Clackamas, OR. This is my 4th time
attending this fantastic day with classes on all things goat.
th

This year was the 2 time I’ve put up a packgoat display.
It’s always a hit. I titled the display “Packgoats Can…”
because there are so many things a packgoat can do!
nd

Herb Flower created the artwork for the banner we
used for our booth. He’s an extremely talented artist!

There were several brochures for attendees to take
with information about NAPgA, packgoat resources,
packgoat supplier & breeder information and of course
information about Packgoat Central.

The two pack saddles I used in the display this year were
for sale. Both saddles were sold to youth who are involved
in 4-H and will be participating in the Packgoat Project!

The conference is held every year in February. Here is a
link to this year’s conference and classes offered
http://nwodga.org/2018-conference/2018-updated-Schedule.pdf

You’ve goat to be kid-ding! Herd of goats a-salt
Webster police car

Ryan C Miller, Published Jan. 25, 2018
https://www.democratandchronicle.com/story/news/2018/01/25/goatwebster-police-department-lick-salt-police-car/1067958001/

Webster police were dispatched
to a reported goat in the roadway.
An officer found eight goats that
had escaped their enclosure and
they began licking the salt off his
police car.

Have you herd the news
out of Webster? A police
officer got a little farm aid
and a free car wash.
Webster police were
dispatched for a reported
goat in a roadway on
Thursday.
The officer may have taken the call with a grain of salt
but he found not one, but eight goats had escaped their
enclosure. They surrounded the officer and began licking
the salt off his police car.
The goats were rounded up and directed back into their
enclosure.
No goats were charged with a-salt since they were mining
their own business.

Donkey leads herd of escaped sheep, goats
on midnight stroll through West Covina
Thursday, January 25, 2018 01:38PM
http://abc7.com/pets-animals/donkey-leads-escaped-animals-onstroll-through-west-covina/2988825/

WEST COVINA, Calif. -- A herd of escaped sheep and goats led by
a lone donkey took a midnight stroll through the streets of West
Covina before being corralled by police.

At around 12:30 a.m. Thursday, West Covina police received
a call about a herd of animals wandering around the area of
Francisquito and Valinda avenues. When officers arrived at the
scene, they said they found a donkey leading a group of sheep
and goats through the residential streets.
Police officers tried to corral them, but the donkey was being as
stubborn as a mule and refused.

Officers enlisted the help of Los Angeles County sheriff’s
deputies. Together, they were able to safely corral the animals.
It turns out the animals found their freedom, albeit short, from
an unlocked gate from a residence in Valinda. Authorities
tracked
down
the owner of
the
property,
who helped in
herding
the
animals back to
the home.
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Paradise Ranch Packgoats delivered 32 “Specifically “
bred Packgoat kids to the 2017 Rendezvous in Colorado
in June. We had about 100 kids on the ground this
year and are presently accepting orders for the 2018
breeding season.

We have been breeding specifically bred Packgoats
for over 20 years and offer 7 full blood breed, Alpines,
Oberhasli, Saanen, Boer, Nubian, Toggenburg, LaMancha
and a number of Hybrid lines like our 300 lb. Sabors.
We offer Saanens that will get near 300 lbs, 41”. Our
ever-improving genetics is second to none. We breed
for Packgoat conformation and temperament and the
results speak for themselves. Have we hit the mark? Are
our Packgoats any good? Don’t take our word for it, ask
the ones who have purchased them, Larry Robinson,
Charlie Jennings, Carolyn Eddy, Clay Zimmerman, Kent
Daniels, Dave Suisse, Nancy & John Clough, Matt Lyons,
Stephen Barnhill, Joe Delong, John Bamberg, Marc
Warnke, Dean Kroon and many others.

You
could
be the
proud
owner
of goodlooking
boys like
these

These
pictures
are
from
a
past
years
crop
of
Dwite’s
goats

Our specifically bred-to-be Packgoat kids sell at a $50
discount to NAPgA members. They each come with all
vaccinations, coccidia treatment, wormings and a life
time of support. All kids are hand raised, individually,
with many hours of hands on personal training by the
time you receive them. A percentage of the proceeds
from our sales will be donated to NAPgA’s legal fund.
The “Best is Yet to Come”! Phone: (620)767-7888 or
eMail: paradise27@tctelco.net.

Mudslide & Louis, Bridger-Teton NP, WY
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Land Use Issues
Much of what has been happening in the various FS
districts vis-a-vis Land Use, is summed up in my opening
comments, Page 3. However, following is my response to
another inaccurate news issue, an error correction by
Maggie Highland, and a recent news article, comments
from Great Britain, and some from me.
Killing Animals to Save other Animals
Sounds like a contradiction in terms, does it not? My comments
relating to the article available at the following URL.
https://undark.org/article/bighorn-sheep-bacteria-disease/

What I would object to out of this article, is the wholesale
inclusion of goats along with the sheep as an animal of great
danger to Bighorn sheep, something wildlife biologists and
land managers are always eager to do. In spite of the fact that
there is NO science to indicate or substiantiate this conclusion.
And in fact, there is science to indicate quite the opposite.
While there is a lot of information to indicate that sheep DO
carry these pathogens, there is, as well, a paucity of research
to indicate that goats do. As a point of fact, with the advent
of the determination that mycoplasma ovipheumoniae is the
‘first cause’ of Bighorn Sheep pneumonia, goat packers like
myself embarked on a project to have our animals tested. The
question? Do our packgoats carry this pathogen? The testing
of 563 animals failed to turn up but a very few that tested
positive for Movi, and in the case of those few, the positive was
questionable, and needed further testing..
So the second question becomes, if our animals do not even
carry the pathogen, and if we can test them to insure that they
are disease-free, why in the world are we being restricted out
of the forest? Of course, the only answer is that we shouldn’t
be.

I am a 77yo senior who uses goats to carry what I no longer
can. Without my animals, I am washed up as a hiker. I DO NOT
want to see that happen for no reason. And for now, there is
NO REASON why I should not be able to access the forest with
my animals.
A land of many uses... right. I’m one of them!!

Maggie Highland correction:
It was brought to my attention that an inaccurate (mis)
information document was posted on the NAPgA Facebook
page just a few months ago; this document was created in
2015 by a Masters student within WSU’s School for the
Environment. The directors of WADDL never approved
this document and the current director contacted the
dean of the School for the Environment and they had no
idea this information was put together with the school’s
name in the header (ie. they never approved the release of
this document as something that they back). While there
is no author provided, it has come out that Laura Heinse
(some of you likely recognize this name, she is a sociology
type major, NOT an infectious disease expert).

Dr. Tom Besser confirmed this was Laura’s work and he
downplayed my great opposition to this uniformed and
certainly not science-backed document, telling sheep and
goat owners alike that young don’t get infected with M.
ovipneumoniae until after 8 weeks of age... that matter of
fact statement is WRONG... some do and I’ve a lot of data
to indicate so, particularly in goats. Over the last couple
of days I have been working with WADDL and pleading
with the Wild Sheep Foundation to get this document
removed from this internet. Please see the attached
document, within which I inserted a header and footer.
Feel free to post this as you all see fit. GOATS ARE NOT
SHEEP! (and, yes, I just yelled that!)
Hope you are all well and wishing each of you a happy
holiday season.
Maggie

Attachment available here:

http://www.goattracksmagazine.org/downloads/DOC47_
VeterinarianMovisamplingprotocol8-16-15.pdf

Wolves: Tough times in resort country

By Marc Montgomery, english@rcinet.ca, Thursday 21 December, 2017
http://www.rcinet.ca/en/2017/12/21/wolf-wolves-predators-parkcanada-tough-times-in-resort-country/

The following quote extracted from a larger article
available above:

“Officials say it’s important for wolves to return to prevent
overpopulations of the elk, deer, moose, mountain goats,
and big horn sheep. Too many animals will deplete
their own food resource leading to hardship in those
populations.”
Did you get that?? The very animal that is causing our goats
to be run out of the forests because we are such a threat
needs to have their population limited?
Last month I enclosed an article in GT that noted that
the whoop-de-do about Bighorn Sheep was largely about
money($). Which, of course, it is. The large amount of money
that is brought into the land use coffers by the sale of permits
to hunt these animals. Note well, that this observation was
made by a British gentleman, an individual almost 5000 miles
from the Pacific Northwest and where occurs this struggle over
Bighorn Sheep and our access to the woods.
So, in other words, it isn’t exactly a secret that the core issue
with the preservation of these animals is at least in part that
they are a cash cow.
But this time, a few weeks later, it is now clear that their
numbers have to be limited for their health.

I am left to wonder whether the various factions in this
imbroglio will ever get their story straight and sing off the
same sheet of music.

What this clearly is, is just one more example that in the
eternal struggle for the dollar, one groups ‘takes in’ and the
other is trampled in the stampede. Sadly not exactly a unique
or new situation.
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From the Training Pen
(The Best of Rex Summerfield)

Managing your animals so they remain, ‘low impact’
One of the biggest advantages to using pack goats is that
we don’t have to lead them or even have them strung
together like most other pack animals. Not having your
animals on a lead leaves them free to explore and wander
off trail as you travel along. Even though you are traveling
with the goats loose, you still need to have a plan to get
the goats under control quickly. Try keeping a lead rope
on each goat while hiking to help control them quickly if
the need arises. Tie the extra rope to the saddle leaving a
loop hanging from the goat’s collar or halter that you can
grab if necessary.

Packgoats have been used in the US for several decades
now but nearly every day I still meet someone just
finding out about them for the first time. Chances are that
many of the people you meet on the trail as well as land
use managers will be uneducated about pack goats. It is
vitally important that we make a good impression with
everyone we meet to help show goat packing in a positive
manner. Most of the trails we use with our goats are on
public land, usually under state or federal jurisdiction.
With public land comes land use guidelines. In regards
to trails, there may be restrictions on the type of animal
that can use the trail, number of animals allowed in each
group and restrictions on how the trail can be used.
There are also some general guidelines that users are
expected to follow, or trail etiquette if you will. This
may include simple right of way issues or suggestions
to help keep the trail from eroding. For example; when
you meet a group coming the other way and need to pass
in a narrow section, the general rule of thumb is that
the group with the larger animals has right of way. The
person with the smaller animal, or no animal, should
step off the trail on the downhill side. This is important
because it will keep a spooky horse on the uphill side of
the trail. Many trails are in steep dangerous country and
a horse spooking off the downhill side of the trail can be
deadly for the horse and its rider. I know a few people
who stubbornly refuse to worry about which side of the
trail they get off claiming the horse owner should be
responsible for having a spooky horse on the trail in the
first place. This attitude leaves a bad impression on the
people we meet on the trail. Courtesy is always the best
course of action. Besides, we are using goats so moving
downhill is no problem for us.
Always promote the positive low impact use of pack
goats with people who stop to talk to you on the trail.
Carrying a pamphlet like those available through

NAPgA to hand out to people who are curious is a great
way to introduce people to pack goats and will save you
some time by not having to answer the same questions
over and over.
Now that we have promoted the low impact use of pack
goats, how do we ensure that they are indeed low impact?
There are a few behaviors inherent in goats which lend
themselves to destructive behavior if not managed by us.
One is their pension for eating the greenery along the way.
This is great because we don’t have to pack weed free hay
or feed supplements, thereby preventing the unnatural
introduction of invasive plants to the backcountry. The
downside is that goats can strip a sparse area of vegetation
in short order. Make sure not to stop in scenic areas or
camp spots used by other trail users where this could be
a problem. Camping off the beaten path gives the goats
places to browse and keeps our impact to a minimum.
Another behavior we need to manage is goats traveling
off trail. Generally a narrow trail will prevent the goats
from causing any noticeable damage. One sensitive area
for all trail managers is people or animals cutting the
switchbacks. For anyone not familiar with western trails,
a switchback is a place where the trail curves back above
or below itself in steep country. Goats strung out behind
you will see you above or below them and cut straight to
you instead of staying on the trail. A frowned upon action
by all land managers known as “cutting the switchback.”
This eventually leads to a shortcut trail on a steep section
which channels water and starts unwanted erosion that
damages the hillside and trail. The bad news is that goats
are notorious for cross country travel and cutting straight
up to you just makes more sense to the goat than taking
the long way around the trail.

There are several things you can do to prevent this. The
first thing would be to encourage your goats to stay on
the trail. Use a narrow section of trail and use a squirt gun
to discourage any goat who walks off the side of the trail.
Squirt it when it walks off the trail and praise it when
it returns to the trail. Be consistent and the goat will
eventually figure it out. Another option is to tie the goats
together when you are in an area with a lot of switchbacks,
a practice known as “stringing”. Tying the goats into a pack
string requires some practice at home before you try it on
the trail. Making sure to tie all the goats in their proper
hiking order is paramount to success with this method.
A simpler method is to stop just short of Cont. Pg10, Col 1
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the switchback and let all the goats catch up to you. Once
the goats are bunched up right behind you, then you can
head into the switchback. If none of the goats are lagging,
then there are no goats far enough behind to be tempted
to cut the switchback. A combination of training and goat
management are necessary to work out the problem but
it is easily accomplished by the responsible packer.
See you on the trail.
Rex

Goat History

By Dave Armstrong, 6 Aug 2013
http://www.earthtimes.org/nature/goathistory/2414/

The kri kri is the wild Cretan goat,
close to the original wild ancestor
that existed 10,000 years ago. There
are some distant relatives like the markhor still left too.
When humans first cast an envious eye on animals they could
domesticate, almost the first to catch it was the bezoar goat,
Capra hircus. Then began the fascinating process in which
the species became more suited to its new niche. It adapted
its whole genome, because of human selective mechanisms
but retained many wild characteristics.
In fact it’s very difficult to work out how the goat slowly changed
in appearance, physiology and behaviour. The Mesopotamian
Fertile Crescent is the source of domestication for this and
several other species such as the donkey. The bezoar, now
found only in very limited numbers as the paaang or kri-kri,
Capar aegagrus, is a west Asian goat that became global as
its usefulness was fully exploited. Skin fibres and coats for
clothing with meat, milk and even horns were its attractions,
alongside rapid reproduction. 840 million are nowadays still
maintained in many different climates and regions.

domestic animal split from the bezoar. The research from
Koh Nomura of Tokyo University of Agriculture, in Kanagawa,
and his colleagues first indicates that there could have
been a population increase before the domestication in a
period 250,000 years ago, during the late Pleistocene. The
Eurasian pig populations also expanded at these times.
Then 10, 000 years ago, domestication is associated with
a decrease in the wild population. Whether this loss of
wild goats was due to increased hunting, habitat loss, or
competition with domestic animals is debatable.
The modern goat has developed as a result of the
domestication of many different populations of wild goat,
which must have been isolated from each other. Mutations
that would cause slight problems must have been removed
by natural selection according to the authors of this paper.
They assume this because almost all deleterious genes
have disappeared over the long periods the goat has been
kept as a domestic herd animal or under semi-natural
conditions. Only goats from southern parts of Asia have
any fixed “deleterious mutations,” presumably because
they were transported from the north (China and Mongolia)
under conditions that created genetic bottlenecks.
Individual breeds of goat can live in extreme climates
and have interbred within these areas, on all available
continents. This means the maintenance of selection
pressure on other goats seems to have been a constant
almost natural process.
The individuals chosen for blood sampling were 9 goat
breeds from Asian countries, the bezoar and the markhor
and the Gobi ibex from Mongolia. Comparisons were made
with sheep, yak, water buffalo, deer, whales and even cats
and dogs. This all helped to reference the genetic change
experienced within the goat genome over a major part of
mammalian evolution.

Goats and sheep can be assumed to have become separate
species at least 25mya. This is much older than fossil-based
estimates. The markhor, a central Asian species, split from
other goats about 3.4mya. Then we can work out how the

I am always looking for folks to describe their goat-travels here in Goat Tracks. I have a lot of my
stories on backlog, but you are going to get real tired of just reading about me! Please consider
sending me a narrative of your adventures. I can edit like mad, but can’t descibe your travels!

Page 10

A Snowy Elk Hunt with Packgoats
Nancy & Jon Clough

Every elk hunter likes a little snow to track the hoof print of
elk. But 2 feet on the 1st day of our hunt September 15th was

a little much. It was 87 degrees on Wednesday and by Friday
we were having a hard time moving in the snow. While driving
to our elk spot in the mountains of Montana the air was thick
with forest fire smoke and there was a winter snow warning
on the radio. The warning was for elevations above 5,500 feet.
We got our wall tent set up at 6,400 feet before the snow came.
Oddly there was a stage 1 fire restriction in effect with an
expensive fine if you were caught using a chain saw or burning
a fire. We brought a wood stove for the wall tent and could not
light a match. Needless to say most all the elk migrated down
out of the mountains within a short time of the deep snow
falling. It was beautiful area but we did not get an elk.
My goats are an alpine age 5, two Oberhasli age 2, and 9. They
are well bonded, trail wise, and used to elk camp with some
weather, but this was the worst. Logistics of archery hunting
with packgoats in prolonged snow, sleet and rain was tricky
but a good time was had by all. Our style of hunting involves
a wall tent base camp where our truck(s) are parked, and day
hiking that may take us about 8 miles with a lot of hills. At
base camp the goats return to a commercial grade portable
pop-up shade structure with walls. This is located inside a
portable electric fence area. Neither is made for heavy snow
but both held up well. Fortunately our goats respect the fence
because the snow made it difficult to power up.
Normally I would not bring food for my packgoats but we saw
this storm coming and decided forage may be scarce. We had
orchard grass alfalfa mixed pellets, Show Goat feed, beet pulp,
and black oil sunflower seeds. This was open range cattle
land. Some years the cows don’t leave much forage behind
and with 2 feet of snow I was worried. We were going for 17
days. It turned out not to be a problem. The snow brought
down many trees like ash, aspen and alder that were in full
leaf and the goats loved them. The pellets and beet pulp were
mixed with warm water which increased hydration.
The goats stayed with us 24 hours a day. Their short summer
coats got wet on our day long adventures. At times we were
exposed to strong winds on ridge tops. A cold wet goat in
wind is a potentially deadly combination. We moved off the

ridge tops quickly, and kept light packs on the goats even if
they did not need to carry anything just to keep them a little
protected. These boys, although stressed during the day, were
well fed with a protected environment at night.
We would get back late with near freezing temperatures. The
summer coats on the goats did not give them the protection
they would normally have in these wintery conditions. They
have thick coats by November but not in mid September. We
pack each goat a fleece coat covered with gortex. These loose,
blanket like gortex coats are not made to hike in. When back
at camp I was concerned the goat’s hair may not dry if I put
gortex coats on while they were wet so I waited until they
were nearly dry. I fully trusted the hardiness of my goats.
None of them are thin built. I kept a close eye on them in case
they got into any trouble and never saw anything but limited
shivering. They were stressed with this prolonged wet cold
weather but performed very well.

Ed Note: As is obvious, I really liked the pictures that came with this one!

Abner the goat helps ring in holiday cheer

BY WGME, THURSDAY, DECEMBER 14TH 2017
http://kjzz.com/news/offbeat/goat-helps-to-ring-in-holiday-cheer

PORTSMOUTH, N.H. (WGME) -- A little bit of a twist to a
holiday tradition in Portsmouth where a Salvation Army bell
ringer has some help from his pet goat.
Abner the goat is helping spread the holiday cheer with his
owner Bill Higgins.
Higgins says he has two other goats, but Abner is the most
social.
He says it was his roommate’s
idea to ask the Salvation Army
if he could bring along Abner to
help drum up donations.
“Everybody just loves to see
a goat, or any animal, the guy was just telling me somebody in
Stratham had a dog ringing the bell and people were coming over,
animals, it’s just a natural thing, make people smile,” Higgins said.
Higgins says he volunteers for the Salvation Army because
they helped him out decades ago.
He says he has been ringing bells for 15 years.
Higgins also brings his furry friend to parades and hospitals
to cheer patients up.
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Hoof and Leg Issues in Pack Goats

It was a bad but clean break,
just below the knee.

They say among horsemen “no hoof, no horse.” This
is just as true with pack goats. Proactive hoof and
leg care is critical to pack goat fitness and packing
longevity. Many things can go wrong with goat hooves
and legs.

The two vets attending had
very different views on how
to manage the situation. The
young vet was skeptical of
the goat’s chances of walking
normally again, and certainly
not without pins in the leg. This
would have been a $900 proposition. The older vet
suggested a simple cast like that for a broken arm for
people. We chose the cast.

By Lauren Hall Ruddell, Planet Goat, 2/17/2016

Hooves can begin to take on a funny growth pattern in
mid-maturity. Sometimes the dark gray matter of the
hoof bulb begins to take over. This can cause the goat
to look like it’s walking on stilts (hard on the goat’s
knees) or grow into one claw of the hoof more so than
the other, causing the goat to become knock-kneed.
This can be a laming condition if left untreated.
Normal hoof trimming may not suffice. In the picture
below, you can see how one leg seems to curve into
the other. Two months ago, they curved toward each
other equally. Through therapeutic hoof management,
I was able to straighten one
leg and the other is steadily
improving. What was required
was aggressive trimming of
the outer claws of both front
feet. The inner claws were left
a bit long as a counter balance,
almost like an insert in an
athletic shoe for people who
pronate.
On goats with a tendency for
bulb incursions, continuous
aggressive trimming of the
bulb is also required. In winter, when animals are
not being as closely observed as other seasons, hoof
problems can really creep up on you quickly. This
snuck up on me.
The front left leg responded to custom trimming more
than the right, but the right is steadily responding.
In another two months, I anticipate that both legs
will stand square and balanced. Then, this goat can
be fully engaged in pre-season physical conditioning
with his cohort without knee pain. This is very
important for this particular pack string because this
goat is the size of a small Shetland pony and critical to
packing logistics.
What’s worse than bad feet and knees? A broken
leg. This is every goat packer’s worst leg oriented
nightmare. It is not, however, the kiss of death. Case in
point: One of my slightly nervous 7-year-old packers
named Snickerdoodle broke his leg leaping a fence to
get away from motorcycle noise (or so we think). He
was rushed to the vet.

Ten weeks later, the cast came off and he was better
than new. He packed for
many years after that
and we enjoyed him
until he passed away of
old age at 13 years old.
The moral of this story
is…consistent health
care and even nursing
when needed is well
worth the time and
trouble to extend the life of your pack goat.
Lauren Hall Ruddell operates Planet Goat in the Utah high
desert, one hour west of Salt Lake City. As the name of the
operation suggests, goats are the consuming passion. Nubian
dairy goats provide milk and adorable baby goats yearly, while
the wethers occasionally, and vigorously, earn their keep in the
back country. Find Lauren online at Planet Goat.

Wolves do not appear to hurt deer, elk, other ungulates
Posted: Dec 09, 2017

http://www.khq.com/story/37031208/wolves-do-not-appear-tohurt-deer-elk-other-ungulates
SPOKANE, Wash. - The growing population of wolves in
eastern Washington state does not appear to be hurting the
populations of deer, elk and other ungulates.
A report issued this week by the state Department of Fish and Wildlife
looked at ungulate populations between fiscal 2015 and 2017.
The report concluded that none of the ungulate populations in
the assessment appeared to show clear signs of being limited
by predation from wolves.
Ungulates include elk, moose, deer and bighorn sheep.
Gray wolves were hunted to extinction in Washington early in
the past century. But the animals started migrating into the
state in the early 2000s from Idaho and Canada. The first wolf
pack was documented by DFW in 2008.
Who wrote this unmitigated drivel?? They should have run this past a
few of the Idaho folks who are attempting to deal with the reduction in
ungulate numbers due to predation by wolves. Only a short time ago
there was an article in our local media where a wolf pack had killed 21
elk and left them to rot. A ‘surplus kill’ F&G noted. Surplus kill indeed.
It is incomprehensible that F&G in the state right next to Idaho where
these bloody Canadian wolves were first planted, had the temerity to
make such an absolutely absurd statement. GT Editor...
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Hiking the Middle Fork of the Boise River
Or maybe the late-season hike to nowhere!
This particular venture was just one more futile attempt
to locate the backpacking gear lost by Ezra the goat
during last season’s hiking. It was undertaken in the face
of a late summer snowfall in the Sawtooth mountains,
but I was not concerned about the conditions at the high
altitudes we had in mind, because in my experience,
these kinds of late-season snow events basically
delivered 2 or so inches of snow, that normally hangs
around for a couple of days. That little assumptive flight
of fancy would be proven wrong in spades, at least in
view of this year’s results.
This trail begins in Atlanta, ID, at 5425’, and follows the
Middle Fork of the Boise River for its entire length until
it reaches the destination point at Spangle Lake at 8586’,
meaning that when you arrive at Spangle, you will have
climbed over 3100’ feet. Which, in the hiking world, is a
fair bit of climbing, and in the Senior Citizen world, my
current location, it is a bloody grunt!
Day 1 was supposed to be a RON at the Atlanta
Trailhead (TH), with the hike beginning on Wednesday.
However, hiking partner showed up at my house much
earlier than expected, and therefore we, collectively,
showed up at the Atlanta TH much earlier than
expected, and therefore had no choice but to begin the
hike on Tuesday.
One of the
characteristics of
this particular trail,
is that camping
opportunities are few
and far between. As a
result, we arrived at
the first real camping
Close to Camp 1
location, which was
5-1/2 miles uptrail, well into the last hours of daylight.
This meant a real scramble to get something to eat, rig
the highline for the goats, find a place to hang the food,
and put up the house for the evening.
Wednesday morning was COLD! Could even be
accurately described as ‘bitter’. At least that was what
my hands and feet were telling me. Altitude here was
5900’ feet, not too much higher than the TH, so it must
have been cold everywhere.

Began hiking late (10am or so) and so arrived at the
designated lunch location (6400’) a bit late, ran into
some horse folks on their way back to Atlanta, and, as
is the norm with trail meetings when you are dragging
along the goats, we engaged in a delightful chat with
them about the goats, wilderness concerns, etc. We
finally got going again a bit late, the result of which the

aggregate delay was biting solidly into our time to the
next destination at 7500’, meaning we had a lot of slog
climbing, in a hurry. Arriving at about the last mile or
more, we began encountering 3-4” of snow on the trail.
That, folks, was an omen, and an omen of the first order,
since the ultimate destination was 1100’ feet higher
than we were going to be at for this night’s RON.
Since we arrived at
this camping locale
with maybe 1-1/2
hours of daylight,
once again the
‘scramble’ was on.
Sitting around eating
dinner, the subject of
tomorrow’s hiking
Camp 2 & Turnaround Point
was broached. The
general consensus among the erstwhile hikers was
Yikes! The only option is: outta here! That was an easy
conclusion to arrive at, given the snow and wetness we
were surrounded by, and the healthy amount of altitude
we had yet to
conquer.

Morning was
bitter2, hands
were only about
20% functional,
toes stinging from
the cold, but after
gathering our
gear (gathering
Next morning... pretty, but COLD!
our wits took a bit
longer), we began the trudge back down to reasonable
altitudes.
One of the ‘blessings’
of this particular trail
is that there are 5
stream crossings to
navigate. ‘Yeah, so
what’s the big deal
with that? Well, the
scenario for a stream
crossing proceeds
thusly: Find a place to
sit down (good places to sit are frequently scarcer than
hen’s teeth); take off shoes and socks; put on stream
crossing shoes (COLD... Especially when wet from the
previous stream crossing!); get gear (shoes mostly)
situated on goats; place feet into water (which has the
feeling of a temperature somewhere near absolute
zero); navigate across a stream in which the rocks are
as slippery as if they were coated with ice; find another
place to sit (same scarcity on this side of the creek as
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the other);
regain shoes
from goats who
have no vested
interest in your
feet issues,
their only
consideration
is finding the
best of the
streamside
Hiking partner trudging along behind
vegetation; put
socks & shoes back on (remember feet are wet, always a
joy to pull socks onto wet feet, isn’t it?); try to stand up
and get moving again (remembering that you have now
stiffened up from the inactivity... and cold).
Every time you have to go through this charade you
lose somewhere between 20-30 minutes of hiking
time. Therefore, by the time we reappeared at the 1st
evening’s camping locale, we are back to the same old,
same old; the ‘get your stuff together’ scramble to get
everything done before oh-dark 30.

Finally, another bitter morning, 5.3 miles of trail, and a
trip home in the magic carpet.

The aquamarine river, Middle Fork of Boise

The ‘up side’ of this last day was that this day was
as close to ideal as is possible for this time of year. It
was truly
spectacular.
And on this
trip out, you
follow the
Middle Fork
much of the
way out, the
color of which
is crystal
clear with
just a shade
of turquoise added for flavor. Would it have been if the
road had had the same appeal. Sadly, it is such a
slog, washboard being the order of the day, that it
becomes a 67 mile endurance test. So glad that we
had the aquamarine river to distract us from the
drawbacks.

In my frequent forays into the files that make up the GT Archives, I have come to the conclusion that the only reason that
everyone doesn’t have a copy of this information is that they
just don’t realize how completely entertaining lots of this stuff
is. There have been some great writers for GT over the years!
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Here we ‘Goat’ Again

By Jean Pufahl Vincent, Posted: Friday, September 15, 2017,
http://bolivarmonews.com/opinion/guest-column-by-vincent-here-wegoat-again/article_d61ea650-9996-11e7-b49a-4f5437981133.html

This goat refusing to leave his dead friend will
teach you the meaning of friendship
25 January, 2018 12:37

https://www.irishnews.com/magazine/daily/2018/01/25/news/
this-goat-refusing-to-leave-his-dead-friend-will-teach-you-theIt had been a busy day, and I decided to shower, put on my
meaning-of-friendship-1241669/
jammies, put my feet up and relax after supper. Relaxing was
A goat has been
definitely not what happened, and it was all because of the goats.
rescued from under a
There was a knock on the door. A young woman stood there
viaduct after refusing
and announced that her back yard was full of goats with
to leave his friend’s
whom she was not acquainted. As it turned out, Black Knight
side.
— the billy I introduced in last week’s column — resides at
RSPCA officers were
her house.
called to Basford in
I advised her to go home, and I’d walk up to the fence line and
Cheshire on Monday
see if I could get our goats back.
morning by a Network
Bucket in hand, clad in my jammies, barn boots and an apron,
Rail worker who spotted the goats under the viaduct.
I trudged up the hill and across the pasture. The fence line
The caller reported one of the goats was standing next to
between our properties is dense with brush, and dusk was
another dead goat, not leaving his side and that one of his
falling. I called the goats; some answered, but being typical goats colleagues had seen the pair four days before.
they had forgotten where they’d come through the fence, so I
Sure enough, when RSPCA inspectors Nadine Pengilly
walked back home to get help.
and Naomi Norris found the two goats, they had trouble
On the way, I acquired enough stick-tites to plant an entire
persuading the survivor to leave his friend.
garden.
“Goats can be very strong and their horns can do some serious
Back at the house, I put on my work clothes, and the long
damage so we always have
suffering-husband and I drove to the “goat location.”
to be extremely careful when
And there they were, all 13 of ours, milling about, unsure of what moving them – especially if
to do next. Black Knight was doing his best to climb out of his pen. they’re already stressed, which
I put a collar and leash on our young goat, Topknot, whom I’d this poor chap was,” inspector
bottle-fed and taught to lead (thank goodness for that) and
Pengilly said.
started down the driveway on to the gravel road, then to the
“It took four of us to move him,
chip-and-seal road that led to our house.
walking him through the fields.
By now it was dark. I walked down the road, Topknot trotted
Two of us held onto his horns
alongside with the other 12 goats following. The young
and the others each had a lead
woman and her daughter followed, keeping everybody from
rope around his neck.
attempting to eat goodies in the ditches. The long-suffering
“It was heartbreaking to see him
husband followed in the pickup, lights blinking. The young
standing there, guarding the
woman’s husband followed the pickup in his truck, lights
body of his friend.
blinking. (I wish I had a video of this — I could have probably
“Goats are incredibly social animals and this chap refused to
won some prize for funny movies.)
leave his friend, even after he had died, watching over him and
By some miracle not one other vehicle came along — it’s
protecting his body, possibly for days.
usually a very busy road.
“It’s really touching to see the bond between them and so sad
The whole thing struck me as being quite funny, and I
commented to the young woman (by now I’d learned that both to think someone could so cruelly abandon them here.”
she and her husband had once been students in my classroom) The goat was in good condition when rescued and will now
live at a local smallholding with new goat friends.
that this was really not the way I’d planned to spend the
evening. However, while thinking about it, I noted that it really
Inspectors said they were unable to tell if the second goat was
wasn’t that much different from walking a bunch of freshmen
already dead, or died after being dumped in the area.
from the high school to the museum, an activity in which both
of the former students had participated. She laughed.
And so we made it home and shut the goats in the barn lot as
the moon was rising. I stood there and looked at the goats,
wondering, “What next?”
They all looked back — 26 eyes looking at me, all reflecting
the light of the moon. That’s when it occurred to me that what
I was seeing strongly resembled an alien invasion.
There’s never a dull moment with goats.
The follow-up to the Black Billy column on Page 28, GT-Winter 2017
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Packing in Ponca--An Arkansas Adventure

Trail. We had met no rangers or other government officials nor
found any rules specifically barring goats from the park so we
by Nan Hassey, Rye, CO
decided to head in. The Buffalo National River has no gated
When we think of goat packing, the first thing that springs
entry stations like we see in National Parks out west. It was
to mind is generally someplace out west. But last fall my
much more like hiking in regular NF or BLM land. Our map
husband Phil and I decided to shake up our routine by
showed us which trails were horse friendly, and for the most
heading east to the Ozarks for our annual “goat vacation.”
part we stuck to that rule. The area is fairly strict about which
We had passed through the Buffalo National River area of
trails allow horses and which allow dogs, with the intention of
Arkansas on a road trip the year before and we decided to go
keeping these two species separate. We decided that goats are
back, this time with our packgoats, Finn and Sputnik, for a
a bit closer to horses in the sense that they are pack animals,
more in-depth exploration of this beautiful part of the country.
so we stuck to the equine trails with the exception being trails
Phil and I prefer day hikes to overnighters, so we rented
named for goats. We
a lovely little cabin from Lost Valley Resort in Ponca and
decided that no one
planned our excursions from there.
could reasonably object
Our hosts were very accommodating toward our goats, who
to goats using trails
slept in a horse trailer outside our cabin. The locals weren’t
named for their species!
sure if goats would be allowed in the National Park, but there
Goat Trail/Big Bluff
is a lot of Forest Service land in the area, so we decided that if
is a short spur off the
our goats were not welcome in the park, we would still have
Centerpoint Trail and
plenty of other hiking trails to explore.
there’s good reason
The Buffalo National River has an interesting history. It
it’s not for horses. We
was established in 1972 in order to protect the river from
scrambled down some
damming and development, but most of the area was private large boulders and between cracks before coming out onto
farmland that had been homesteaded in the 1800’s. Some
a narrow ledge overlooking a deep canyon. The ledge is only
of the residents were happy to see the land preserved as a
about 5-6 feet wide and runs for about 30 feet along the bluff,
park and were willing to relocate in order to make it happen. affording an excellent view of the Buffalo River far below.
Others were heartbroken and had to be forcibly evicted. The
It’s best to keep your goats leashed along this section in case
fields which took more than a century of backbreaking work
you encounter other hikers, and to keep them from cavorting
to clear and maintain were overgrown by forests in just a few carelessly along the edge or bumping you with their packs.
decades. It’s difficult now to imagine what the farmsteads
This is not a good place for a goat with poor trail manners, nor
looked like only a generation ago. Some of the old buildings
is it a good place for youngsters with more courage than brains
and fences remain, but most have been reclaimed by nature,
to explore off-leash. If you opt for this lovely little side-trek,
leaving only a few foundation stones to tell of the families that please keep your goats under control so you and others can
once lived in those rugged and remote river bottoms.
enjoy the experience.
Our first day in Ponca was an easy there-and-back hike to
Hawksbill Crag, a.k.a.
Whitaker Point.
Hawksbill Crag is
an iconic Arkansan
destination featured
on many post cards
and tourist brochures
of the area. It’s also
in National Forest
land outside the park
boundaries. The hike
is less than 3 miles round trip so packs were not needed, but
we put packs on our goats anyway for show. This is a very
popular trail and was busy even on a Monday morning in
September so we spent a lot of time answering packgoatrelated questions. The trail runs downhill on the way out but
it is not steep. Once we got to the edge of the canyon there
were some lovely views of the river valley. We hiked in midSeptember so we were a bit early for fall colors, but I can
imagine this hike would have been breathtaking in another
3-4 weeks.
The next morning was chilly and shrouded with fog when
we set out for our “big hike” from Centerpoint Trailhead to
explore parts of the Buffalo River Trail and Old River Horse

Our next stop was the “Granny Henderson cabin” built by the
young Henderson
couple in the
early 1900’s.
Granny
Henderson
was one of the
last reluctant
hold-outs of the
1970’s who tried
to stay after the
National Park
Service took over
the area where
she’d spent her
life. She was allowed to live out her days at the farm on one
condition--she had to get rid of her animals. She couldn’t bear
the prospect of living on an empty farm where she was used
to caring for dogs, cows, chickens, horses, and goats. So she
moved to Compton where she died shortly afterwards. Her
house still stands testament to the hardy, resourceful people
who once dwelt along the Buffalo River’s rocky banks. I think
she would have loved Finn and Sputnik.
We continued down into the river bottoms via the Old River
Horse Trail and hooked up with Hemmed-in Hollow trail.
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At 209 feet, Hemmed-in Hollow Falls is the tallest waterfall
between the Rockies and the Appalachians. Unfortunately we
were there during the dry season and there was no fall--just a
cul-de-sac with an impressive wall of rock at the far end. But it
was a great place to unpack the goats and sit down for a picnic
lunch.
It turned out to be a very good thing we gave ourselves and
our goats a substantial lunch break. Phil and I were feeling
fresh, and the trail was not steep so we opted to take the long
loop back. We hiked out of
Hemmed-in Hollow and
made our way to the Old
River Horse Trail. This trail
follows the river and there
are no hills, but there were
about 8-10 river crossings (I
eventually lost count), and
the going was tough for the
goats. Their pointy toes, so
nimble on the rocks, sank
deep into the sandy trail
that wound along the river
bottoms. But they did not
lag or complain even as Phil
and I began to be sore and
tired ourselves. We had worn hiking boots, so at each crossing
we had to sit down and remove our shoes and socks before
picking our way carefully across the shallow, rocky river. We
used our goats to help us balance on the slippery, unstable
footing. If you hike this trail I highly recommend you bring a
pair of sandals or water shoes in your pack so you can stow
your hiking boots during this section! We got a good view of
Goat Trail from the river bottoms, but we didn’t linger. The
afternoon was getting late and we still had a long way to go.

slogging. Their
muscles weren’t used
to that kind of terrain.

Because we were all
tired and because it
was a gorgeous, sunny
day, Phil and I decided
to spend it in the river.
We went to a boat
launch outside Ponca
and “river tromped”
from noon until almost sunset. The water was crystal clear
and the most perfect temperature imaginable. We splashed,
we bathed, we waded, and we took way too many pictures
of our goats in the water. Finn and I scared up a sleek, black
water moccasin that slithered quickly away along the river
bottom and hid under a bank. Sputnik and I climbed a huge
tree overhanging the river. Phil skipped stones across the
glassy surface. The water was so clear that it was difficult to
tell whether it was up to our ankles or up to our waists until
we plunged in. We explored a dry tributary and discovered a
beautiful “unicorn wood” full of butterflies. We didn’t see the
unicorn, but I’m quite sure she saw us. It was the most relaxing
day of our trip and was excellent water practice for our goats.
For our last day in Ponca we drove from Compton to the
historical ghost settlement of Erbie. The road was marked as
an improved dirt road on my trail map, but it turned out to be
a good thing we had 4WD and high clearance. I guess my map
needed an update! When we reached the bottom of the road
there was a warning sign that read, “Hazardous conditions:
Travel not recommended.” I don’t know why there was no sign
at the other end. Perhaps it wasn’t in the budget.

Our plan was to explore the Erbie area and hike Goat Bluff
Trail. Goat Bluff Trail was not marked for horses, but horses
We made our way to Steel Creek Campground where we
clearly used it on a fairly regular basis. It was not a popular
were happy to make use of the flush toilets. I enjoyed walking
trail and was overgrown in several places, but it stuck close to
barefoot over the grass so my feet could dry. The enormous
an old fence line so we were able to pick it back up whenever
and well-kept campground was eerily deserted except for two
it petered out. There were some nice views of the Buffalo River
ranger horses who were extremely interested in our goats and
Vally from on top of the bluff, and once we dropped down into
ran snorting and blowing along the fence in an attempt to get
the bottoms there were quite a few old farmsteads to visit. We
a closer look. A brief snack and one last river crossing before
explored several
we started up Chimney Rock Trail, which would eventually
broken-down
meet back up with the top of Centerpoint Trail and our truck.
homes and barns
I’m not sure how Chimney Rock Trail got its name. We kept
and found a wild
looking for chimney-like pinnacles, but since we saw no
pig den in the
unusual formations we decided that chimneys were probably
cellar of one house.
built from the rocks found in this area. The trail was all uphill
We stopped for
but not terribly steep. It was only 3.5 miles according to our
lunch in the
map, but after a long day and with darkness upon us, we
historic Cherry
thought it would never end! Later, when I counted up all the
Grove Cemetery.
miles and little side trails, it turned out we’d hiked over 15
Many of the names
miles that day, and not all of it easy going. No wonder we were
on the gravestones
tired! Other hikers who recommend this loop usually plan it
matched the names of the homesteads on my map and it made
out over 2-3 days.
me wonder about the lives of the folk who once populated
Phil and I were quite exhausted and rather sore the next
this rugged area. Many, many children were buried there,
morning, as were our Finn and Sputnik. Both of them were
reminding us of the difficult existence these people had and
lying in the same position I’d left them in the night before.
of their limited access to doctors and medicine. We were also
They got up reluctantly, stiff from the previous day’s sand
reminded of their limited access to education because of the
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angry when you try to remove them from their underbellies.
We found that the best way to remove these was with a stiffbristled brush. Remember to stow one in your panniers. The
After lunch we headed back toward the truck on a different
more annoying burrs don’t hurt but they’ll cover your clothing
loop of trail. There was only one water crossing, but after so
and socks and are difficult to remove because they are flat
many others on previous days, one more didn’t seem like a big and kind of sticky. A piece of duct tape will peel them off your
deal. Turned out we were rather wrong. The Buffalo River is
clothes and gear, and a stiff brush will get them off your goats.
quite shallow in the fall and none of the fords in our previous
hike had been more than calf-deep. I waded into the river and 3.) Seed ticks. Beware the seed ticks! They’re so tiny they’re
difficult to see. They look like innumerable pinprick spots on
was immediately thankful that I had Sputnik next to me to
your legs. They seem to especially love the ankle area. We used
help me stay balanced. The water wasn’t swift, but it was up
bug spray, but the many river crossings washed it off. Bring
to my waist. I grabbed the camera and a few other valuables
out of my pockets and held them over my head with my shoes your bug spray with you and apply it often. Seed ticks are
difficult to remove. You can use tweezers or a piece of tape, but
and socks while I steadied myself against Sputnik with the
anticipate spending quite a bit of time on this activity if you
other hand. His panniers ballooned up on either side of him
like floaties. It was a good thing we’d already eaten our lunch get into them. Luckily they don’t carry diseases, but they may
or it would have been soggy! I’d hate to try this crossing in the leave you with an itchy rash that appears a week after your
trip and stays with you for two more weeks after that. Do your
spring.
goats a favor and use bug repellent on them too.
As we trekked back toward our truck, we passed the
When hiking in the Park, be aware of which trails are
historic Erbie church which was under renovation. Here
designated for horse use and try to stick to those. The park
we encountered our first park rangers and I was a little
rangers we met did not have a problem with goats on any
nervous about what they would think of our unconventional
type of trail, but this could change with different individuals.
pack animals. It turned out they were delighted! I extolled
Some trails are not for horses because of the terrain, but some
the virtues of packgoats as eco-friendly trail companions
popular trails do not allow horses for traffic reasons.
and encouraged them to start using goats for their trail
maintenance crews. They seemed intrigued by the idea.
Please be aware of the stated rules and use good judgment
Thus ended our short hiking tour of the Ponca area. One trail when choosing which trail to use. Courtesy to other trail
we did not do on this trip but which we highly recommend is users should be your primary concern even where rules
are unclear. We visited the park during a slow time in midthe Lost Valley trail. We hit this trail up the year before on a
goat-less vacation. It is a very popular trail and no animals of September when water levels are too low for boating and
the fall colors aren’t out yet. Except for the Hawksbill Crag
any kind are allowed on it so if you have goats and/or dogs
hike, we encountered very few people on our trip. If you go
you’ll need to plan accordingly. It ends in a steep climb to a
during a more popular time you may have to be careful about
cave, and if you crawl back into the cave you’ll find a 30-foot
waterfall at the back. You need a flashlight for this expedition, the number of goats you bring and make sure they are under
and expect to get your pants wet in the cave since some parts control to prevent inconveniencing hikers and horseback
riders.
entail crawling on hands and knees.
For more photos of our Ponca adventure, visit to www.
A word of caution about Ozark trails: They contain hazards.
goatorama.com/2017/09
1) Spider webs. The spider webs were so thick on the trails
that Phil, our fearless leader, eventually armed himself with
Unbelievable photo shows a tree visibly straining
a stick to clear the path in front of him. At one point on our
under the weight of FOURTEEN goats in Morocco
trip, a spider made herself at home by weaving an impressive
By LAURA SEAR FOR MAILONLINE, PUBLISHED: 7 February 2018
web between Sputnik’s horns before he eventually wiped her Moroccan goats flocked
off on a tree. The spiders
together on the branches of
aren’t poisonous, but if
an Argan tree enjoying its
you walk in front without tasty fruit
a stick you may swallow
Farmers help the goats
enough of their webs that climb the branches in
order to speed up their
you won’t need to eat
production of Argan oil
lunch.
many humorous misspellings and grammatical errors carved
into the headstones.

2) Burrs. These are
mostly a menace if you
venture off-trail, but a few
of the lesser-used trails
had burrs growing across
them that could not be
avoided. The nastier burrs
are large and prickly and
will make your goats very

This tree is visibly
strained under the
weight of fourteen goats,
who all clambered up its branches in search of tasty fruit.
These Moroccan goats are definitely no ordinary goats, they use their
cloven hooves to climb the branches of the Argan tree and eat its
fruit, spitting out the seeds, which helps to propagate the trees.
Local farmers encourage and even help the goats climb these 36 feet
tall trees, after they eat the pulp of the fruit the animals spit out seeds
which helps speed up the process of producing Argan oil..

Page 19

Mother Goat Sick, Dog Fills In
Strategies for preventing coccidiosis in goats
https://www.thequint.com/videos/news-videos/female-dogand sheep
BY MIKE METZGER, MSU Extension

feeds-two-goat-kids-adorable-yet-bizarre

Ever imagined what life would
http://thecountypress.mihomepaper.com/news/2018-01-24/
News/Strategies_for_preventing_coccidiosis_in_goats_and.html have been like if our mothers
weren’t around?
A clean pen can help prevent

coccidiosis

Coccidiosis is caused by a group of
single cell protozoa species that are
found in the environment. Some
of these are non-infective, some
moderately infective, and others
are highly infective. Coccidia strains
are species specific with some
limited crossover between sheep and goats. Coccidia
are always present in the herd or flock and most adult
animals carry coccidian but are immune to the clinical
disease. This immunity occurs more in sheep than in
goats and is developed by lambs and kids about four
weeks after exposure.

Life for these baby goats would
have been very difficult when
their own mother fell sick, if not
for this mother dog’s kindness!

In this heartwarming video, a female dog is seen feeding the
two hungry goat kids. Not only does she feed her three pups,
but she has also taken the responsibility of nurturing the
orphaned kids.

The video captures the moment a white goat kid comes running
to the dog and latches on to feed.
The goats and dog family belong to Shiv Baran Yadav from Uttar
Pradesh.
Shiv Baran said his goat had fallen ill and had been unable to
feed her babies. His pet dog had also given birth recently and
was feeding her pups when the baby goats came running to her
for milk.

The life cycle of coccidia is quite complicated, has many
stages of development and is 21 days in length. There
The unnamed dog has been feeding both her three pups and the
is a gap between diarrhea symptoms and egg excretion
goats for last two weeks.
so fecal egg counts are not always a good indicator of
infection. Shedding of eggs only occurs at the end of the
Epic battle between two male goats in Spain sees
infection period after the damage has been done to the
one plunge to its death
intestinal tract of the animal. Producers should not have
By Staff Reporter, 6 Feb, 2018
to treat for coccidiosis if a prevention program is followed. http://www.theolivepress.es/spain-news/2018/02/06/in-pics-epic-battleTreating symptomatic animals is a poor approach and
between-two-male-goats-in-spain-sees-one-plunge-to-its-death/
labor intensive because if you see clinical cases, there has
The two Spanish ibex were
already been subclinical losses and damage.
pictured by 53-year-old off-

duty cop Agus Nuleagus at
Cleanliness is the first course of action to take in the
the Sierra de Grados National
prevention of coccidiosis as oocytes are spread in feces.
Park in Castille y Leon.
A clean barn is essential especially before lambing or
kidding. Keep pens dry by using adequate bedding, prevent
The police officer said: “I’ve
spent three years looking
contamination of feed and water and do not feed animals
for a fight like this in a high
on the ground. Feeding a coccidiostat as a preventative
mountain
area
with
snow
and
in
a
clean
environment.
before known times of susceptibility is also encouraged.

For prevention in young lambs and kids, treat the
dams with a coccidiostat for at least 21 days prior
to birth and continue to provide in kid or lamb
feed for 60 to 90 days for additional protection. For
prevention in growing animals entering the feedlot,
feed a coccidiostat for 30 days after the animals go
into the feedlot. Michigan State University Extension
recommends feeding according to label instructions
and working with your veterinary as some of these
drugs are not labeled for both sheep and goats and may
require off label use.
Coccidiosis is preventable in sheep and goats. Knowing
the facts of how it is transmitted, and its lifecycle will
help producers maintain the health of their animals.

“It was a feeling of satisfaction to be able to take these photos
after the patience and perseverance.

“I have been through adverse weather conditions including rain
and snow storms as well as sub zero temperatures.”
The fight to the death was over a herd of female goats and
lasted for 20 minutes.
Nuleagus added: “It was very
strange to see them fighting on
the cliff edge. They fought until
one gave up and jumped off the
edge.”
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Saddles

Small Panniers

[Cargo panniers]

Butt-Head Pack
Goat Products

Family owned and operated Butt-Head
Pack Goats has been in business since
1988. All of our equipment is hand made by
Dennis Willingham in the small town of
Rough & Ready, California. We value our
customers and take pride in our work. All of
our products have been tested on the trail.
We appreciate your business and
guarantee your satisfaction.

Large Panniers

Halters, Visibility gear,
Goat Coats / Pack
Covers, and much much
more. Visit our website
for the full line of
products available.
Butt-Head Pack Goats
PO Box 333
Rough & Ready CA 95975
(530) 432-0946

bhpackgoats@hotmail.com
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Shenanigans of the Pack-Goat Kind

(Another flight of fancy from Richard Frates. But, Hey! He’s from Idaho,
so he’s OK. Right? GT Editor :-))

I remember my first Seven Devil’s goat-pack trip like it was
yesterday. Of course I do, it was so bad that I’m still having
nightmares!

It only cost a small fortune to build a metal contraption that
slides into the hitch in my Suburban, allowing me to haul
goats without a trailer. It’s a great way to avoid hours of
trailer-light conundrums before departing on the epic packtrip. I did get a bumper-sticker that reads: “If blinker isn’t
working, watch for hoof!” The contraption also eliminates
uncomfortable thirty-one point turns on narrow logging
roads, where the main question is “This road isn’t used for
logging anymore, IS IT?” This contraption was the last step in
preparation for a fifty-mile pack-trip into the Seven Devils.

Months before, I read an on-line article entitled: Get Your
Pack-goats in Shape in Five Easy Steps. Great! I thought. Now
I bet I’m going to have to take my goats to the gym! I pictured
my lead goat, Ghost, spitting out his cud and saying, “Move
over weakling! I’m gonna bench-press your weight so many
times that yer gonna wanna write about it!”

Turns out that a gym membership wasn’t necessary, but the
article did recommend starting with a physical exam. I looked
over my pack goats. They didn’t look like top-tier athletes. In
fact, some of them were pot-bellied, cud-chewing, garbageeating slobs, more suited to holding down the ground than
carrying gear into the wilderness.

The article recommended feeding a proper diet, high in
protein. My goats are red-neck all the way -they love to eat
grain, but also eat all kinds of junk, too. Their favorite snack
appears to be twigs and sticks. If a tree branch, alive or dead,
falls into their pen, it is devoured like a side of beef in a tank of
piranhas. In fact, if there was a cereal called Twigs -N- Sticks,
my goats would figure out a way to monopolize it!
The article also recommended trimming their hooves, which
wasn’t a problem. My goats look forward to their semi-annual
wrestling match with me, but only because it gives them
license to do unmentionable things to me and my assistants. I
frequently need physical therapy after I finish trimming their
hooves!

The “conditioning” begins a few weeks prior to the epic pack
trip. This consists of attaching a leash to the fat pack-goatto-be and dragging him out on a dirt road to run for several
miles a few times a week. Of course, if your pack-goat is as
big as my lead goat, Ghost, then the run looks more like a
crawl, with the goat applying the brakes, and me down on all
fours, pulling him until we get out of the sight and sound of
the other goats. Then he gives up and reluctantly trots along
at a slow jog, periodically stopping to grab a bite to eat, which
jerks me to a stop and throws out my back. This goes on until
it’s time to turn around and head for home. Ghost, realizing
that home is at the other end of the long, horrible road that
we just traveled, and understanding that the shortest distance
between two points is a straight line traveled at the fastest
possible speed, shoots off at a dead sprint, dragging me
behind him! He at least has the decency to occasionally slow

down to a mere run to catch his breath, just allowing me to
secure various parts of my anatomy before they are jolted
completely off! The goat is callous enough to slow down to a
walk a few hundred yards before we get home so that he isn’t
wheezing for air as we walk down the driveway. Then, while
I’m getting him his reward of grain, Ghost says something to
the other goats about my poor conditioning and gets them
laughing! The net effect is that we both are forced into shape,
but I get to make friends with the local chiropractor!
Finally, the article recommends “breaking in” the pack, and I
heartily agree.Every new pack should be “seasoned” so you
don’t look like a “greenhorn” out on the trail.

I put my lead goat, Ghost, in the back yard before I pulled out
the pretty little pack that Kitty got us for Christmas. Then I
opened the box and held it up for Ghost to admire.
“You got yourself a man purse?” he derisively asked.

I pretended not to be offended. “Ghost, this is your special
day! I got you a pack so you can carry stuff all over the
wilderness!”
“And why would I want to go to ‘the wilderness’?” Ghost
inquired.
“Because that’s where the best food is!” I exclaimed.

“Oh, so it’s like the feed store bought Fitch’s garden,” Ghost
said.

I thought about that a second, before deciding to go with it.
“Yeah, but it’s a long ways away, so you have to have this pack
to carry stuff in.”
“Why?” Ghost asked. “I’ve never had to carry stuff when
we’ve gone places before!”

“Well, the food out there is so delicious, that you might just
want to bring some home to share with the herd!”
“Fat chance o’ that!” Ghost said with a sneer. “I think you
want me to carry somethin’ heavy!”

I squirmed and admitted, “Ghost, my back isn’t what it used to
be. I need a strong stud like you to carry some of my gear, or
else neither one of us will get to go to the wilderness and eat
the tasty edibles out there!”
It seemed that Ghost was succumbing to my logic, so I put
the pack on his back and loosely fastened the belly strap. He
gazed over his shoulder to see how it looked.
“Oh Ghost,” I gushed, “you look so sharp in your new pack!”
“They’d better not be laughin’ at me!” Ghost threatened,
looking toward the goat pen.

“I’m sure that they’ll be jealous,” I reassured, then I reached
down and cinched up the straps.
Ghost staggered and gasped, “The air has just been sucked
outta my life!”

“Relax. I just tightened up the cinch-straps so that the pack
won’t fall off.”
“Well then, undo ‘em!” Ghost ordered.

I loosened the straps a little, but only enough that he could
take a deeper breath. Pretty soon, he had the saddle slipped
down around his backside.
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“Hey, look!” He exclaimed. “I’m wearin’ a diaper!”

“I knew you were lying to me!” I said. I started to move
toward the rascal, but he moved away. I judged that I could
either go to the shed and get grain, and then he’d hold still
long enough to reposition the saddle, or I could make a flying
leap and seize him by the collar.

I was in mid-leap when Ghost side-stepped and I found
myself “air-swimming” for a second. I enjoyed the fall, except
for the sudden stop at the end. The grass felt a little damp,
so I suspected that Ghost had softened it up a little before I
arrived. I lay there in humiliation until an inquisitive nose
prodded at me. I reached up and took Ghost by the collar
and heaved myself out of the wet grass. Then I “led” him over
to a post and tied him up close. Repositioning the saddle, I
noticed that there was urine on the pack straps.
“Ghost!” I sighed in exasperation.

“Hey, man!” Ghost defended. “I was just gettin’ rid of that
icky ‘new saddle’ smell.”

I glared at him as I threw on the saddlebags. “Just for that,
I’m putting weight in these panniers for the ‘breaking-in’
walk!”
I put in some smooth rocks to simulate a load and added a
couple of water bottles in case I got thirsty. Then I set off
down the driveway, dragging Ghost behind me.
“Help!” Ghost screamed. “He’s takin’ me to the butcher!”

“Shut up, Ghost!” I exclaimed. “There’s nobody here that
understands you besides me and them other goats.”

“Them other goats” were standing at the fence, staring on in
wild-eyed horror.
“There’s rocks in my pack!” Ghost continued. “I think he’s
gonna drown me! Quick! Call PETA!”

“Give it a break, Ghost!” I growled. “We need to break-in this
pack before the big trip.”
When I finally dragged Ghost down the road until we were
out of earshot, he again got to his feet and reluctantly trotted
along behind me. I feared that the asphalt had damaged
the straps, especially when Ghost let out a big sigh and
said: “Wow! That draggin’ sure loosened up them straps.” I
pulled up and tried to adjust the straps, but it’s a hard thing
to do when your pack animal is dancing around you like
a boxer.Ghost managed to pull away from me and made a
beeline for home. Unfortunately, the path of a bee often goes
over, under and through many obstacles. So did Ghost’s.
When I returned to the house, I discovered Ghost grazing
nonchalantly on the front lawn. He looked at me with an
expression that read, “What’s up?”
The pretty little pack was hanging askew and the panniers
were now torn and dirty. Ghost had given new meaning to
the phrase “breaking-in the pack”. At least we wouldn’t be
mistaken for “greenhorns”.

The day of the big trip arrived. I opened the door to the
“contraption”. Ghost, accustomed to riding in large dog
crates, waltzed right in, and I shut the door behind him. This
was no dark, stuffy dog crate, but it did have bars.

“Hey!” Ghost cried. “This is a cage!”

“Don’t worry, “ I reassured, “Velcro is coming along to keep
you company!” With that, I opened the door wide enough for
two of my sons to push the smaller goat through.
Ghost pinned him to the back of the cage, eyeballing him
suspiciously. “What’re you gettin’ outta this?”
Velcro begged, “I ain’t getting’ nuthin’. I swear!”

I slapped Ghost on the rump and hollered, “Relax! Two goats
are better than one, on a pack trip. He’ll keep you from gettin’
lonely and cryin’ all night, like happened recently to a goat I
know.”
Ghost suddenly remembered something, and shouted,
“Welcome aboard the U. S. S. Contraption, Velcro! This ship is
headed someplace Godforsaken, I’m sure!”

I secured the latches on the door and smiled when I realized
that Ghost wasn’t going to thrash the smaller goat, as he was in
the habit of doing on regular business days. The drive up was
uneventful, except for a stop at a gas station. A woman was
quite impressed with the “contraption”.
“What a way to haul goats around!” She gushed. “Are you
taking them to the sale?”
“Oh, no!” I replied. “These are working animals. At least,
they’re supposed to be.”
“What kind of work do they do?” she asked.

“These guys pack my gear into the wilderness so I can enjoy
being without a pack,” I explained.
“Oh!” the lady exclaimed. “So you’re lazy.”

“Yeaaaaah,” I sighed. “Or maybe my back goes on strike nearly
every time I want it to carry a heavy load.”
“Oops,” she peeped. “I guess I didn’t think about tha-aat.”

I explained, “Lazy is making my sons carry my gear, but these
goats would probably be someone’s dinner if I hadn’t trained
them just for this purpose.”
“Well,” the lady crowed, “you’re a hero then!”

There are some things that even a hero can’t do, like get good
directions to a place he hasn’t been to in twenty years. As
the logging road petered out into a single track, the thought
occurred to me that a place as popular as the Seven Devils
really ought to have a better road leading up to the trail head.
My son Xerin, piped up, “Uh, Dad, are we lost?”
“No, son,” I replied. “I’ve never been lost, although I’ve been
confused about which way to turn a time or two!”

I had to really focus my senses in order to back down the road
to find a place wide enough to turn around. “Dad?,” Qaden
queried, “How long have we had a back-up sensor?”
“We’ve never had a back-up sensor.” I replied. “What makes
you ask?”
“Listen!” Qaden demanded. “It sounds like crying goats!”

I braked and the noise quit. “It was the goats!” Qaden cried.
From their perspective, I’m sure they thought that a tree
collision was imminent and unavoidable. I got out to reassure
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the goats. They were standing, stiff-legged and trembling.

Ghost stuttered, “I -I’m s -s -sorry! I p -p -peed on the c -c -car
a -and it st -started to t -t -try t -t -to k -k -kill me!”
I fought to contain my mirth. “I tell you what, Ghost. You
promise to quit peein’ on the car, and in a minute, I’ll stop the
car from tryin’ to smash you against the trees.”
“O-okay,” Ghost almost whispered.

We got turned around and got back on the right road, which
was a comparative freeway with the road where we had been.
Cars were coming and going, rubber-necking at my goats,
probably wondering why we brought our dinner on the hoof.
When I arrived at the trailhead, I found myself in a quandary.
Cars were parked in one place, and livestock trailers in
another. I didn’t have a trailer, but I had livestock. Since the
car lot was about full, I figured that we would consider the
“contraption” a trailer for today, and so I pulled in alongside
a beat-up looking truck and trailer, which made my scratched
and dirty Suburban look like new!
The remainder of this record is pulled from the annals of
history. I quote therefrom to provide as unbiased an opinion
as possible:
August 24th, 5:00 pm.

enough to eat my share of Huckleberries along the trail. The
goats kept trying to get me to “share the wealth”, but I insisted
that they find there own trail treasures!
August 24th, 5:45, 5: 49, 5:45, 6: 01, ad infinitum pm. Our hike
is perforated with rest stops to get the goats water, but mostly
to answer other hiker’s questions and photo op. requests. No,
these are not goat-dogs. No, this is not my dinner on the hoof.
Yes, they really do carry a lot of weight. No, I didn’t wake up
and say, “How can I make life more interesting?”, then come up
with the goats idea!
August 24th, 7:45 pm. We arrived at the bottom of a steep
slope. I spotted Xerin and Qaden near the top. I looked at all
the switchbacks and shuddered. It would be a long climb.

Goats don’t have the same opinion of switchbacks as people
do. They may have no problem stretching a hike out over a
whole day, but they cannot understand why humans choose
to meander about on a sunny hillside if a shady destination is
right there at the top.
August 24th, 8:07 pm.I found myself getting ahead of the
pack-goats, having let Ghost off the leash. I turned around,
expecting to see them way behind me, but there they were,
whistling a merry tune as they cut across the most recent
switchback. I winced as the pack caught on a dead snag.
Luckily, the branch broke instead of the pack.

I let the goats out of the “contraption”. They strolled along like
sailors making land after a long time at sea, expecting the land I hollered for Ghost to stay on the trail, but he just looked at
me as if I was an idiot. To quote Ghost: “Trails are just bare
to give way at every step. I pulled out the saddle only after
ground. Are you goin’ to let them make our journey longer?
securing Ghost so he couldn’t dodge the pack outfit.
Man, I’m doin’ you a favor!”
Ghost complained about Velcro getting off easy by not having
I responded to this insubordination by putting Ghost back
to carry a pack. I promised that Velcro would get his share
on the leash and he grudgingly followed me around the
of work this trip and that a good dinner awaited at the base
switchbacks, whining loudly whenever Velcro took a shortcut.
camp that the Boy Scouts were setting up as we spoke. This
seemed to appease him for the moment. I made sure I had my August 24th, 8:35 pm. Somewhere near the top, Ghost stopped
water spray bottle handy for squirting the goats in the face,
and sat right down in the trail. I heaved on the leash and
should mutiny arise.
succeeded in moving him a few feet up the trail -on his belly!
th
Then I twisted his tail and he got up, moved a few feet, and
August 24 , 5:30 pm. We donned our packs and mine is
sat down again. The mutineer made some comment about
probably the lightest pack that I have ever carried into the
wishing he had opposable thumbs so he could “teach me a
wilderness. Looking at everyone else’s packs, I almost felt a
lesson”. Then he informed me that he wasn’t going any further
twinge of guilt!
with a pack on his back. I threatened to leave him here for
It felt liberating striding out on the trail to Basin Lake with
the cougars, but Ghost simply chewed his cud. His silence
nothing on my back but my guitar, water and some emergency preached his persistence.
supplies. I would’ve kept up with my sons, too, if it wasn’t
August 24th, 8:40 pm. Realizing that it would take too long
for that slow-poke Ghost. He plodded along on his leash,
to resize the saddle for Velcro and redistribute the gear, I
stubbornly resisting any of my efforts to move him along a
reluctantly took the panniers off the packsaddle and carried
little faster.
one with each hand. Eventually, Ghost got up off the ground,
“I only have one gear, you know,” he offered as an explanation stretched, and followed Velcro and I on up the hill. I had to
for his ponderous pace. I reminded him about all the running stop and rest my burning arms a time or two. Ghost goaded
for home he did during training this summer. Ghost then tried me about the discomfort I was experiencing, and with a single
to run ahead of me, so I squirted him in the eye with water.
word I reminded him that he didn’t know who his parents
A few repetitions of this settled him into a sullen position
were. I also informed him that trips to the butcher were much
behind me, just out of range of my spray bottle. I made a
more uncomfortable than this discomfort!
mental note to watch out for his treasonous horns possibly
At that remark, Ghost’s face acquired a certain degree of
visiting my backside.
concern, and he told me that if I could just make it to the end
Ghost figured that if he couldn’t lead, then he’d mosey into
of the infernal switchbacks, he thought that he could find the
camp with a full belly, just as the sun was setting. That would strength to carry the panniers the rest of the way. I smiled.
mean that my dinner was going to be cold! At least I was wise Fear of loss can be a great motivator.
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August 24th, 9:03 pm. We made it to the top. My muscles are
burning and I am covered with sweat. Gratefully, I reattached
the panniers to Ghost’s pack saddle and he sighed loudly, but
stepped out with new-found purpose.

August 24th, 9:36 pm. The sun has set and darkness is
obscuring the trail. We’ve come to a fork in the path and I
can’t really tell which way the scouts have gone. Too many
people have come this way today and left a myriad of tracks.
I prayed that my boys made the right choice. Ghost stuck his
nose in to inquire as to the reason for our extended delay and
to complain about “beast of burdening”. Upon my explanation
for the delay, the goats mock me for getting lost and prepare
to bed down for the night.

Ghost asked me how I slept and I informed him that it was
one of the worst nights I had ever passed under the stars.
Ghost sniggered, and finally burst into laughter. The scalawag
admitted that after witnessing my initial fall, the goats thought
that it would be fun to have Velcro come over and give me a
little nudge! And he kept doing it! I wasn’t clumsy; I was the
victim of “man-tipping”!

August 25th, 11:15 am. Velcro handled the pack into Basin and
Shelf Lakes just fine. The fishing at Shelf Lake was good and
the swimming even better! Kimball out fished all of us. Velcro
didn’t get all whiny and lay down in the trail like a certain
goat I know, and he didn’t resort to obscenities either! Scouts
Qaden and Riley succeeded in capturing and riding Ghost a
I informed them that I just couldn’t decide if I wanted to spend time or two, causing him to threaten to go feral and join the
mountain goats. He insists that his Uncle Cletus is one of
the night in camp with the scouts, or if I would rather spend
it out on the open trail with the cougars and bears. This bit of them!
news spurs them on. Ghost made a wisecrack about how we
August 25th, 1:31 pm. Ghost nearly exploded into a verbal
should “choose the right”, but I chose left.
tirade, but changed tactics, begging for the pack so that the
Scouts would leave him be. I told him that the attention the
August 24th, 9:39 pm.The trail has crossed over some rock
scouts paid him was sure better than the fleeting attention
and is difficult to see. It’s really getting dark when Roddick,
he’d garner in some posh restaurant!
our guide and Scoutmaster, appears from behind some trees
and says, “Well, there you are! Your boys said you’d be along
August 25th, 5:12 pm. We returned to base camp to discover
soon.”
that two more adult “leaders” had arrived in camp. Spencer
The record gets murky here. Roddick claims that I shouted,
“Praise the Lord, for we are saved!” Then he says that I threw
my arms around his neck, kissed his face and wept. Actually,
I’m pretty sure that I spat in the dust and calmly drawled,
“It’s a good thang that ya showed up. Ah was jist about ta flip
a quarter to see which one o’ these rascals was gonna be my
dinner!” Anyhow, I was grateful to get my lips around food
that wasn’t going to run from me.

Stookey and Jeremy Withers. There was more than the usual
rejoicing for they had received and executed the delicate task
of packing in the forgotten eggs! I wanted to thank them for
their efforts, but alas, the exertions of the hike drove them to
napping like a couple of ninety year-olds. Ghost empathized
with them on that point!

August 24th, 10:40 pm. I have staked out Ghost, and Velcro,
true to his name, stuck right by Ghost. They were happy to be
off the trail, at last! They nibbled on nearby plants as I slung
my hammock between two trees, far enough away from the
horses as not to alarm them, but not nearly far enough away
from the Boy Scouts. They must’ve whooped and hollered half
the night!

leader, causing him to emit a series of high pitched yips and
then declare that he didn’t know what the Scouts had for
brains, but he had a hunch that they might be what was being
tossed around.

August 25th, 6:30 pm. Roddick insisted that the scouts prepare
dinner, like all good Scouts should. They made tacos, and only
August 24th, 9:55 pm.The Scouts have given me plenty of room my sons got sick!
to eat. Andy Black says that it was less due to my “trail aroma” August 25th, 7:15 pm. The Scouts had all their electronic
and more due to the fear that one of their limbs might get
devices confiscated and have now resorted to a game called
between me and my dinner and be missed on a future hike.
“Hot Potato”. This form of entertainment involves digging hot
Roddick is one of the best outfitters I’ve ever come across. He rocks from the fire and tossing them, bare-handed, from one
packed all our food in on horses so that he would have all day Scout to another, until the loser drops it on the ground. The
to make restaurant quality chicken Alfredo!
game ender was when the rock landed on the lap of an unwary

August 25th, 3:33 am. A real problem with sleeping in a
hammock is that it’s exceedingly difficult to roll over without
dropping yourself onto the ground! I eventually tired of the
unexpected trips to the forest floor and curled up in the fetal
position for the rest of the night.

August 25th, 7:30 pm. The Scouts were sent in search of more
“constructive” forms of entertainment and can now be heard
chopping down dead trees somewhere nearby in the woods.
Andy Black and I are now taking turns at plucking the guitar,
while the other leaders slap mosquitoes and tell lies.

August 25th, 8:48 pm. An earth-shaking crash is heard in the
forest, followed by gleeful shouts from nine Boy Scouts. They
soon return with smiles on their faces bot not a single stick of
August 25th, 7:00 am. I woke up to discover that my nocturnal firewood. When asked where the firewood is, they replied, “in
aerobics had reorganized my anatomy into something
the forest.”
resembling an auto accident victim. Several Scouts almost
August 25th, 10:00 pm. I wisely pitched my tarp out in the
lost their appetites for Roddick’s sausage and cheese muffin
meadow, so there would be no “man-tipping” tonight. I was
breakfast(the eggs having been forgotten). The noise of my
also nearly out of earshot of the Boy Scouts. I slept soundly,
stretching caused a deer to break cover and run away at a
the goats being too tired for any pranks.
dead sprint and made the horses tremble.
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August 26th, 6:30-ish am. Ghost and Velcro insist that I get
up before they pee on me. Ghost has consumed most of the
edibles within his reach, and warns of dire consequences if I
don’t stake them out on fresh turf!
August 26th, 8:30 am. After a breakfast of yogurt and
scrambled eggs, some of the eggs still containing the shell,
the whole troop of us set out for Dry Diggins Lookout, an
abandoned firetower overlooking Hells Canyon.

The pack-goats and I brought up the rear of the procession,
nibbling on edibles as we went. The goats have me at a
disadvantage in this department, since they will eat a much
broader variety of browse than I will. I enjoyed the palette of
wildflowers that followed the wildfires of past years. Some of
those flowers made an appearance on the goats’ menu!

released them. By the time I get home, they should be two or
three times as long as they are now!

August 26th, 6:08 pm. Dinner is served. Ever had smoked
chicken breasts on a backpack trip? We did! Mashed taters
to top it off, too. The problem with serving quality food to
Boy Scouts, is that when they have to pack into some lonely
wilderness with only freeze-dried food, they will open their
packages and wonder why there isn’t a freeze-dried chef that
they can reconstitute to make the dinner for them!

August 26th, 7:09 pm. The Scouts are playing some weird
games again, imagining that they are hunting werewolves and
murderers and such. I think they must all have forgotten to
earn the “Outdoor Fun” Merit Badge, where Scouts learn to
throw knives, build rafts, ride horses, etc. Wait, Ghost reminds
me that they are pretty handy at falling trees. Dylan nearly
th
August 26 , 11:31 am. I caught up to the Boy Scouts at the
firetower. Seeing the old gear and maps was like stepping into got squashed by one today! He even got Talmage to help him
carry in a chunk of it as a trophy. It burned great!
the past. We ate lunch, took pictures and even made phone
calls.
August 26th, 9:50 pm. Storm clouds began to cover the stars
as I rolled out my bed roll in the meadow. I was the only
August 26th, 12:32 pm. I went out to answer a call from
one in the troop without a tent and as the raindrops fell, I
Mother Nature, and when I returned, the firetower was
realized that having the tarp underneath me was a bad idea! I
deserted -except for two panicky goats! I rounded up the
vagabonds and we hot-footed it down the mountain, tracking returned to the trees and pitched my tarp over my hammock,
forming a tent, taking pains to ensure that it was secure and
the Scouts towards Upper Bernard Lake.
fully covering me and my gear. I no sooner finished, than the
August 26th, 1:11 pm. Have discovered the troop swimming
goats realized that it looked a lot drier under my tarp than it
in the lake. They gave me the lame excuse that they thought I did under the trees where they were sheltering. I soon had
needed more time with my goats. I think I may need a bath!
two wet companions under the tarp with me! Even after the
th
August 26 , 1:44 pm. The Scouts have taken to making dares rain quit, fifteen minutes later, they would not leave my tent!
I threatened them with butchery, starvation and mange, but
and wagers over feats of swimming. I would’ve complained
about them spoiling the fishing, but soon realized that it is too they counter-threatened to leave me with a holey tarp, so we
came to an impasse and I spent a very miserable night indeed!
shallow for fish to winter over. Someone offered Charles ten
bucks if he would swim across the lake, so he did. Since the
trail went around the lake anyway, some poor sucker had to
carry Charles’ gear around for him, so Chuck made ten bucks
and got a cool bath, while another boy carried his stuff!

August 26th, 2:15 pm. The scouts took off without me and the
goats again. We moseyed on down to Lower Bernard Lake
and discovered that there are no fish in this lake either, so I
packed my gear all this way for nothing!

We enjoyed the green trees that the fires spared around these
lakes, and the trail sides supplied us with plenty of Salmon
berries for snacking on. I thought about saving some for
the other leaders, but Andy Black, our avid fisherman, has a
phobia regarding wild edibles, even ones that look like fish
eggs. I showed him a delectable mushroom and he recoiled
in horror. “Poison!” he cried. I think he expected me to keel
over any minute.
August 26th, 3:46 pm. My goats rejoiced as we strolled into
base camp, but I told them to quit doing somersaults when
I discovered that the camp was eerily deserted. There were
no notes or clues left behind as to their location. Did I really
smell so bad that they hade to hide from me?

August 26th, 3:57 pm. I figured that we would wander up to
Basin and Shelf Lakes and see if the Scouts were there. There
they were, swimming in Shelf Lake. Ghost made himself
scarce to avoid Riley and Qaden’s rodeo ambitions. I caught
some small trout, seasoned them with imagination, and

August 26th, 6:45 am. I awoke to find a set of nostrils staring
me in the eye! I informed the nostrils’ owner that it was high
time that he leave the tent and get some fresher air. This he
willingly did, leaving me to guess which patches of ground
were moistened by goat urine.
Speaking of goat urine, I am reminded of the time that the
Scouts couldn’t find their bug repellent and were being eaten
alive by mosquitoes. They wondered why the goats and I
weren’t being bothered as much. “Two words,” I replied.
“Goat urine.”

Joseph and Talmage nearly vomited on the spot. Cooper was
desperate enough to give it a go. “So,” He queried, “Do I just
rub a little on my skin or what?”

“Yeaaaah,” I answered. “But it’s better if you take it internally.”

It will not be easy to forget the looks on their faces. If your
son does develop a taste for animal pee, don’t blame me! I was
only kidding -mostly.

August 26th, 8:50 am. The plan today is for the Scouts to
climb He Devil Peak. My plan is to stay away from that plan. I
climbed it once when I was their age, and it hurt enough that I
cried -but only for five minutes, so they couldn’t take my man
card! My sons decided that they would come with me so “I
wouldn’t get lost.”

August 26th, 9:44 am. Everyone filled their pockets with
snacks and hit the trail. I’m not sure, but I think Jeremy shed
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a tear as he said goodbye. (I won’t tell anybody.) The goats
were eager to get out and visit relatives, so I decided that
we should go to Sheep Lake, which ironically, is inhabited by
mountain goats.
August 26th, 10:33 am. We stopped at a “little gem of a
lake” along the way. Xerin asked what it’s name was. I told
him “Gem Lake”. Qaden said, “We know that, but what’s it’s
name?” I had to show them on the map that it’s name truly
was “Gem Lake”. Qaden wanted to know it he could dive in
and get the gems that made it sparkle so. I told him to go
ahead. Wet clothes do make a bad hiking companion!

August 26th, 11:09 am. We have come to the ridge overlooking
Sheep Lake. It’s a long hike down. We can faintly hear the
distant whoops of the other Scouts as they climb He Devil,
or are they cries of anguish? We start down through the
switchbacks. Velcro doesn’t seem to mind them like Ghost did.
He’s insecure enough at his tender age that he stays pretty
close to me.
August 26th, 12:00ish pm. We arrive at Sheep Lake. I run to
the shore and cast out my line. Sheep Lake is supposed to
contain very large trout. It soon becomes apparent that the
fishing may be slow here today, so I set out a bait line and
we all sit down and eat lunch, and then take a nap, and then
stretch and do calisthenics.

August 26th 1:00 pm. Across the lake, we can see tiny white
dots moving among the cliffs. I point these out to the goats,
who then try to catch a scent. They insist that my scent is
overpowering their sense of smell and would I please take
a bath. I said that I would when they did. They declined,
claiming that ice-covered goats make bad packers! I
suggested that they send a “tweet” out to his Uncle Cletus.
Ghost and Velcro prefer to use some sort of physical gestures
to signal to the mountain goats. I won’t describe them here,
because some of them were obscene. The mountain goats
could not be persuaded to come visit their cousins. Ghost is
perplexed as to the reason for their refusal, so I showed him
a cell-phone video of what their antics looked like. He’s still
perplexed. My wife deleted the video due to offensive content!

August 26th, 1:40 pm. Still no bites! Frustrated with the
fishing, I begin to explore the lakeshore and find a perfectly
good log raft. I explain to the boys that they can have a
genuine Huckleberry Finn experience by poling the raft along
at a rapid pace while I troll a lure along behind it. Any trout
caught would then bear their names! They suggested that I
tie the goats to the raft and let them tow me around. The goats
figured that something was afoot and made themselves scarce.
August 26th, 2ish pm. Tiring of poor fishing and antisocial
goat relations, we loaded up the goats and headed for camp.
We passed groups of people coming into the lake. It was the
weekend rush, and I was glad to be heading out! One guy
asked what we were doing with goats. I turned around and
said in a shocked voice, “Holy Shnikey! The mountain goats
are following us home!”

August 26th, 6:00 pm. We have returned to camp to find the
Scouts cooking spaghetti. Roddick made cheesecake for
desert -so unusual for a backpack trip. No one complained -or
left any crumbs! We had an emotional meeting to celebrate

our successes and “build brotherhood”.

August 26th 10:00 pm. FINALLY, the scouts are too tired to stay
up all night. I remodeled my “tent” so the goats won’t tear it
up, but they didn’t even come in. I hope they don’t prank the
other leaders. Is that Spencer shouting?
August 27th, 6:00 am. The Scouts are slow to get up, but the
leaders are quickly breaking camp. Today is going home day!
I thought Boy Scouts eat fast, but today I was afraid to get
between them and their food.
August 27th, 8:00 am. My goats and I were the last ones to
leave camp. Soon we are left in the dust.

August 27th, 8:34 am. We have come to the hated switchbacks
where Ghost laid down on the way in. Ghost decided that a
repeat performance was in order. I refused to play games, so
I put the leash on Velcro and off we went, leaving Ghost laying
in the trail. He called out, insisting that he was terminally
ill, but as Velcro and I increased our distance from Ghost, he
experienced a miraculous healing and soon stood up, pack and
all, and came running after us.
August 27th, 3:30 pm. Our long journey has come to an
end. I am sad to see it over so soon, but the goats are doing
cartwheels around the Suburban. Xerin and Qaden swear that
they have been waiting for me for over an hour. The other
leaders gave up waiting for us!
August 27th, 4:30 pm. I have cell-phone reception and decided
to pump up some adrenaline. “Spencer,” I said into the phone,
“I just made it to the trail-head. Dang bear treed us for close
to an hour! Anyway, I just want to know where you are and
where I can pick up my sons? Hello? Are you still there?”

Richard’s boys after a great hike in the Seven Devils!
Well, they aren’t actually his boys... but they could be!
Forgive my plagiarism, but I needed something to
dress up this article. :-) GT Editor.
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Pack Goat Marketplace

Butthead Pack Goats & Equipment. Packgoat kids: Togg/Alpine/Oberhasli crosses.

Northern California. CAE Negative tested herd. Twenty-two years, raising & training
packgoats. Kids can be seen on web: buttheadpackgoats.com. Call Dennis Willingham,
530-432-0946.

	
  

Advertising	
  CAE	
  Status	
  

	
  
“CAE	
  PREVENTION	
  PROGRAM”	
  	
  (May	
  be	
  modified	
  by	
  the	
  words	
  “strict,	
  continuous,	
  etc.	
  Assumes	
  a	
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  of	
  testing	
  of	
  does	
  yearly,	
  and	
  pasteurization	
  of	
  all	
  milk	
  products.)	
  
“CAE	
  	
  NEGATIVE	
  TESTED	
  HERD”	
  	
  (Use	
  this	
  only	
  if	
  your	
  does	
  are	
  tested	
  yearly	
  or	
  have	
  tested	
  negative	
  
in	
  the	
  current	
  year.)	
  	
  
“GUARANTEED	
  CAE	
  FREE	
  OR	
  RETURN”	
  	
  (This	
  means	
  that	
  you	
  will	
  replace	
  the	
  kid	
  if	
  he	
  is	
  found	
  to	
  be	
  
CAE	
  positive	
  at	
  the	
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  age	
  of	
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  testing,	
  which	
  is	
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  by	
  WSU	
  to	
  be	
  12	
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  This	
  
is	
  the	
  only	
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  in	
  which	
  “CAE	
  free”	
  will	
  be	
  accepted.	
  This	
  does	
  not	
  guarantee	
  a	
  CAE	
  free	
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  Remember	
  that	
  you	
  will	
  have	
  a	
  year	
  of	
  work	
  into	
  a	
  kid	
  by	
  the	
  time	
  it	
  is	
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Any of these choices will more clearly define a herd’s status to buyers and should be welcomed as a
step forward in controlling a disease that is potentially crippling to packgoats.
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2 goats with unbreakable bond welcomed at Little
Ponderosa Zoo

Author: Drew LaFasto, Published: 8:00 PM EST January 29, 2018

http://www.wbir.com/article/life/heartwarming/2-goats-with-unbreakablebond-welcomed-at-little-ponderosa-zoo/51-512590310

The Little Ponderosa Zoo opened its arms to welcome two
new goats on Saturday, Ezra and Hazel.

The pair have a very unique bond as Ezra was born blind
and had a difficult time getting around while younger. Hazel
helps Ezra get along now, and the Little Ponderosa Zoo is
calling Hazel his eyes.

“I got a letter in the mail last week asking if I’d be interested
in taking these goats,” James Cox, founder and director of
the zoo, said. “I agreed to take them. They brought them to
us on Saturday, and it didn’t take us long to realize... These
two are one. They’re bonded together.”
The pair are both cousins and were donated to the zoo by
another family.
Cox said he had watched the two and how they both
interacted that evening. Hazel had left Ezra’s side which
concerned Ezra. He began to run in circles, trying to find
Hazel through her scent.
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“Ezra would start crying and get lost,” Cox said. “She’d
come back to get him, and he’d follow her around. They’re
bonded together, and she is just his eyes.”
Cox said the relationship between the two goats could be
something for all of mankind to learn from.

“To see two animals bonded, taking care of each other, and
not leaving each other, and loving each other, and caring for
each other. There’s a lot to be learned from this. If we as a
generation could do the same, taking care of each other like
these two do, it’d be a to see the great world we lived in.”
“Ezra would start crying and get lost,” Cox said. “She’d
come back to get him, and he’d follow her around. They’re
bonded together, and she is just his eyes.
Cox said the relationship between the two goats could be
something for all of mankind to learn from.
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Why Join NAPgA? NAPgA is the only organization that exclusively represents goatpackers, and works
tirelessly to open areas for camping and hiking with your goats that are closed right now, or have
come under fire for the supposed danger of goats to Bighorn Sheep. The NAPgA governing board holds
regular quarterly meetings, which are open to the entire membership (Meetings are conducted via
computer and Internet-base meeting software).
Where do Your Dues Go? Since this is an all-volunteer organization, there is very little ‘manpower
overhead’ and so your dues are exclusively used for issues directly connected to goatpacker concerns.
As of late, we have spent a lot of money for our legal representation, but that has been well-rewarded
in our successes with our fight to keep goatpacking open in the Shoshone and other unfriendly
locations. Goat packers, due to our limited time as a recognized pack entity, have our work cut out for
us in order to gain recognition as a viable part of the overall ‘packer’ spectrum. NAPgA is the only
means to get that done, and those that are a part of the current BOD are working daily to make that
happen.

Please join with us NOW and help us to encourage and develop packgoating nationwide. Dues may be
paid with PayPal or with a check to: PO Box 170166, Boise, ID 83717/ Each new membership will
receive a complimentary NAPgA member’s patch! To be interested in hiking with your goats, and not join
and support NAPgA, is basically saying, I don’t mind
Membership Classes:
just hiking in my driveway, since without NAPgA, your
Bronze,
$20
ability to hike anywhere else will evaporate faster than
Silver,
$50
dry ice. The threats are many, and NAPgA is the only
Gold,
$100
organization fighting for our continued right to access
Youth,
$10
the forest. GT Editor.
By becoming a member, you help NAPgA work to keep the wilderness open to Packgoats
NAPgA Mail Application

Date: ____________________________________________ Date Received: ____________________________________________
Member Name(s): ____________________________________________________________________________________________
Address: ________________________________________________________________________________________________________
City: __________________________________ State: ______ ZIP: _____________________________
Phone: ________________________ Fax: __________________________ eMail: _________________________________________
Brief Description of Packgoat Experience and/or Interest:
____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
Contact: napga.org@gmail.com

Website: http://www.napga.org
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WORKING GOAT DIRECTORY

For only $10 per year, (That’s $2.50 an issue), advertise your name, address, and goat related items that
you offer, such as equipment, pack or breeding animals, stud service, outfitting services, artwork, ANYTHING relating to working goats. Even if you don’t have anything to sell, this is a great way to just let
other working goat enthusiasts know that you are out there. There is a 15 word limit (address and phone
count as one word). Underline key words and they will be highlighted. Listings will be organized by state.
ARIZONA
PURPLE MOUNTAIN PACKGOATS
Family Adventures. Day Hikes, Cookouts, Campouts
120 S. Houghton Rd. #138, Box 222
Tucson, AZ 85748, 520-403-4056
AZ Packgoat@aol.com
GRANDMA’S PACKGOATS
Kids for Sale - CAE Free or Return
Box 308, Aguila, AZ 85320, 928-685-2476
powell@tabletotelephone.com
CALIFORNIA
BUTT-HEAD PACKGOATS & EQUIPMENT
Packgoats bred for packing:
Toggenburgs, Oberhasli, Alpine mix
CAE Prevention Program
Best quality goatpacking equipment
PO Box 333
Rough and Ready, CA 95975
530-432-0946
bhpackgoats@hotmail.com
www.ButtHeadPackGoats.com
SHUTEYE PACKGOATS
Rodney York
Packgoats for sale-CAE Free or replace
33721 Bonnie “B” Road
North Fork, CA 93643
559-877-2701
Nfspanky@gmail.com
IDAHO
NORTHWEST PACKGOATS & SUPPLIES
Saddles. Packs & Pads Saddle kits & Economy 4-H kits
147 Wilson Rd.
Weippe, ID 83553
1-888-PACKGOAT
www.northwestpackgoats.com
OREGON
Eagle Creek Packgoats and Publishers
Kids & Trained Yearlings
Books for goatpackers and goat owners
CAE prevention program
PO Box 755
Estacada, OR 97023
971-230-4338
ecpg@peoplepc.com
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No ID on this one, just a beautiful scene
of two babies taking care of each other!
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