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Lack of odor as well as their spots help fawns stay hidden and safe.  Their mothers only come to nurse them well after sundown, so we always advise 
Finders not to assume they are orphaned. 

WildCare Keeps 
Them Covered



EMERITUS BOARD

The Emeritus Board is selected 
annually from retired members of the 
WildCare Board of Directors. These 
representatives continue to support the 
Center by contributing their expertise as 
well as advocacy of WildCare within our 
community.
 

Shawntel Alexander
Ginger Christie

Bob Foyut
Marla Fry

Susan Alexander Gilliland
Roberta Mank

 Kandy Schwandt
 Penny Stauffer

Elaine Yarde

ADVISORY BOARD
Thanks to the following for supporting WildCare with their professional advice.

Mike Alexander, President, Alexander Electric, Inc.
Fred Cate, Distinguished Professor and C. Ben Dutton Professor of Law, and 

Director, Center for Applied Cybersecurity Research, Indiana University
 Mary Alice Cox, D.V.M., Bloomington Veterinary Hospital

Sterling Doster, M.D., Bloomington Bone & Joint
Jim Koch, D.V.M., Bloomington Veterinary Hospital

Barry Lessow, Executive Director, United Way
Brandt Ludlow, M.D.

Phyllis Schwitzer
Kenneth W. Sparks, CLU, ChFC, Northwestern Mutual Financial Network

Catherine Stafford, Stafford Law Offi ce, LLC
Dwight Stauffer, M.D., Morgan Hospital and Medical Center

Tom Tarzian, Chairman of the Board, Sarkes Tarzian, Inc.
Ed Vande Sande, Readiness Assessment Services

Rex Watters, Wildlife Specialist, Dept. of Natural Resources
Sue Whitman, D.V.M., The Cat Care Centre

Interns 2010
Wildlife Interns work 20 hours a week In 
Season, which is May through August.  
During Off Season, which is September 
through April, Wildlife Management In-
terns also work on compliance; Adminis-
trative Interns help with database mainte-
nance, QuickBooks, and payroll.  

Marie Brown, Wildlife
 Ashley Bernacchi, Wildlife 

Austin  Dicken, Wildlife
Kim Farquhar, Administrative
Raechel Gliesmann, Wildlife

Jordan Howell, Wildlife
Becky Jania, Wildlife
Emily Kaley, Wildlife

Mikki Lanham, Wildlife
Anna Lawrence, Wildlife

Kelsey Scroggens, Wildlife

WildCare Inc.
Providing professional care to sick, 

injured, and orphaned wildlife with the 
hope of returning them to the wild as 
well as promoting a biodiverse planet 

through live animal programming.

Board of Directors
Gabe Hinds, President
Jan Turner, Vice President
Lane Vargas, Secretary
Susan Berg Davis, Treasurer
James Moyer
Charli Taylor

Team Leaders
Bats: Roberta Mank
Deer:  Jennifer Cunningham 
Opossums: Greta Dickerhoof 
 Assistant: Kelly Miller
Rabbits: Kandy Schwandt
Raccoons: Susan Davis
Raptors: Charli Taylor
 Assistants: Matt Kristoff, Lane Vargas
Reptiles: Amelia Reuter
Skunks: Jan Turner
Songbirds: Mary Madore
 Roberta Mank
 Gabe Hinds
  Nat McKamey   
     Assistant: Emily Zeller
Squirrels/Rodentia, Foxes, Coyotes, &
Unlisted Mammals: Jan Turner
 Assistant: Ginger Christie

Part-Time Staff:  
Jennifer Cunningham, Center Manager
Stacie Henrickson, SPEA Fellow 

Committee Coordinators
Adoption Director: Jan Miles
Cage Building & Facilities: Doug Davis
Compliance Administrator: 
 Greta Dickerhoof
Executive Director: Susan Berg Davis
Fundraising: James Moyer
Public Relations: Jan Turner
SCRIPS Administrator: 
 Shawntel Alexander

Webmaster: Lu Cregar

WildCamp Director:  Roberta Mank
  

WildThing Committee:
Editor: Susan Berg Davis
Layout/Design: Erin Butcher Dunn
Writer/Proofreader: Jan Turner
Contributing Writer: Sue Wunder

WildThing is printed by Fine Print on 
tree-free paper twice yearly, spring and fall. 

Direct address changes and requests for issue 
changes to Susan Davis
info@wildcareinc.org

WildCamp 

July 26-30 
from 9 a.m. to 3 p.m. 

Students entering grades 
3-5 will learn how to share 
the world with their wild 
neighbors.  

Enrollment is limited to 10.
  
   Applications online at www.wildcareinc.org. 
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THANK YOU 
TO OUR SUPPORTERS

WildCare could not help area wildlife 
without the fi nancial support of the 
following:

Investing $5,000 or more/year
Alexander Electric, Inc.
Lane & Richard Vargas
The Tony Stewart Foundation

Investing $3,000-$4,999/year
City of Bloomington
Kathy & Steve Strickler

Investing $1,000-$2,999/year
Beth & Fred Cate
Susan & Doug Davis
Roberta & Dave Mank
Kandy Schwandt
Phyllis Schwitzer
Jan & Jim Turner

Investing $500-$999/year
Pam & Stephen Brown
Becky & Bill Campbell
Wayne Craig
DeHayes Family Foundation, Inc.
Gabe Hinds
Terry Moore
Psi Iota Xi
Norma Richards & Doris Graham
Lewis Richardson
Cathy & Tom Tarzian
Anonymous
Rose & Vincent Wright
Janice & James Zeller

Investing $300-$499/year 
Maryellen & Robert Bieder
Carol & James Campbell
Ginny & Dick Elder
Ericsson, Inc
Poh Yee Ooi & Peter Holmes
Joan & Robert Hongen
Linda Koehler
Christina Kuzmych
Mary & Jack Madore
James Moyer
Mary K Rothert & Tom Zeller
Elaine Routh
St. John Associates, Inc.
Barbara Seal & Erwin Kettleman
Phyllis & Kent Taylor
Charles Thompson
Bonnie & Al Tinsley

Investing Professional Expertise
Bloomington Animal Hospital:
Jim Koch & Mary Alice Cox, D.V.M’s
The Cat Care Centre:
Sue Whitman, D.V.M.

WHY I WADE THROUGH 
OUR HAYFIELDS

By Sue Wunder

While Charlie cut the fi eld for hay this week, I walked well ahead of the sickle bar mower, 
parting the grasses with my arms, scanning the ground. We knew it was likely that 

somewhere in the thickly grown fi eld east of the farm house, a newborn fawn lay hidden. It 
might be old enough to sprint away from the racket on its own, but bittersweet experience had 
taught us that we couldn’t be sure.
 This is a precarious time of year for fawns. In late May and well into June, deer bed their 
babies down in long sheltering grasses and join them in their nests each night to nurse them 
and sleep. By day though, as the doe browses and feeds in the area, her fawn will lie absolutely 
alone and still in its hiding place. After its fi rst few weeks of life it knows to move away from 
an unfamiliar noise, but until that instinct kicks in it is supremely vulnerable, and all too easy 
to approach.
 Years ago, while cutting hay, Charlie and I injured a fawn, so we’ve worked 
hard to avoid another casualty. 
 And so for a few hours the other day I waded through a sea of purple clover, fi eld daisies, 
and orchard grass, among swallowtails, dragonfl ies, and buzzing cicadas. A rabbit leapt from 
its lair, and no doubt a snake or two slithered off as I pioneered the swathing path of the 
approaching mower.
 I came upon a half a dozen places the fawn and deer had lain - oval beds of fl attened grass, 
inviting enough to curl up in myself were it not for the machine at my back. But there was no 
speckled newborn in any of them. The fawn we had seen earlier in the week must have moved 
with its mother to another part of the farm. I was tired, my arms itched from endlessly brushing 
the grass aside, and my legs were hot in their heavy protective jeans. I’d covered every inch 
of the fi eld ahead of the tractor and, 
pretty as it was in all that fl owery 
fecundity, it was no stroll through 
the park.
 As Charlie began to mow the 
last area I’d just crisscrossed, I 
made a beeline toward the house 
for a cooling drink, no longer even 
looking for the fawn. And of course 
that is when I found it down by the 
spring in the fi eld’s tree-shaded 
periphery. There was no need to 
disturb it, this being a bower that 
the mower would not reach. I 
watched a while as the fawn slept, 
its ears swiveling softly in the 
breeze.
 It was about the size of the fawn 
we’d heard late one afternoon last 
year crying in vain for its mother. 
We never knew what became of the 
doe, but after two days of listening 
to his little bleats, we took him to 
WildCare on Bloomington’s west side so that they would rear him to yearling size along with 
other orphans and then reintroduce them to the wild in the fall.
 There are plenty of reasons not to take such pains with deer. They are not an endangered 
species. They invade our gardens and can be a hazard to drivers. If the local population becomes 
too large for its shrinking habitat, some of the animals fare poorly. But when fawns are bedded 
in the grass, I fi nd such reasoning fl ies out the door. And so I wade the hayfi elds ahead of the 
mower, looking for newborns who just might be sleeping and need a lift out of harm’s way.

Note: This essay was adapted from one that appeared in the Christian Science Monitor June 
23, 2004.  Sue lives with Charlie Gaston in Bloomington on 80 acres of wildlife-friendly woods.

Photo by Susan Berg Davis
Very few fawns really need help.  Exceptions would be 
apparent injuries, dogs in pursuit, or if it’s wandering 
aimlessly crying for its mother.  If it looks like this photo, 
we ask Finders to wait 24-48 hours before bringing it in.  A 
fawn in distress lies on its side instead of the normal position, 
which is on its stomach with feet under or in front of it.



4

WildThing Volume 9, Issue 1 WildCare Inc. 

THE MIRACLE BIRTH
By Finder Deb Conner 

 In the last hour before Memorial Day in Warrick County, I happened upon 
what appeared to be an accident.  The emergency lights of the state police car only 
underscored the trooper with a fl ashlight when he cried, “Oh, no, God no.”  
 Apparently a very-pregnant doe had been killed shortly before along with one 
of her unborn twins, but the other twin was lying in the ditch unharmed.  As soon 
as the trooper lowered me into the ditch to scoop up the fawn, she began bleating.
We wrapped the little fawn in a blanket, and I headed for home with a baby on 
board.  The next morning I took her to WildCare, where she was pronounced 
healthy and given deer colostrum. When I called to check a few days later, I was 
told that she was healthy and thriving.  

Photo by Susan Berg Davis

Photo by Fred Cate
Finding appropriate habitat for release has been one of our highest rehabilitation 
priorities.  We have always released our yearlings on private land with permission 
away from populated areas.  We always need more Monroe County release sites .  
Email info@wildcareinc.org if you can help.

Photo by Susan Berg Davis
Wildlife Intern Joey Craig’s checking on how the barbed 
wire injuries are healing is the only reason, other than feed-
ing, that she would be with the fawns.  They habituate easily 
to humans.  

Photo by Fred Cate
Birth weight is from 4-8 pounds.  At one week they can kick and jump.  Some-
times they will wander a little.  Their eyes start to turn brown from blue.  At 
two weeks their eyes are brown, and they will drink water.  They must be 
formula fed.
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I always watch for our turtle in the spring 
hoping to see egg laying, but instead it’s 

always fall when it crosses my path in the 
driveway—male or female I don’t know.  
Doug and our orange tabby Annie usually 
get the paper in the morning, but sometimes 
when I need to put a letter out, I’ll make a 
special trip down the driveway myself, and 
that’s when it happens.  Among the fallen 
leaves and driveway gravel it will be steadily 
making its way from one side to the other 
with much purpose.  
 We always startle each other.  
 I exclaim and it will fi rst stretch its neck 
to check out the noise and then start to tuck 
inside its shell, think better of it, and just wait 
me out.  If I take the time, I’ll watch until 
it fi nally decides to keep moving.  If I don’t 
and try to pass behind it, all legs and head 
are pulled inside the carapace, or upper shell, 
while the hinged plastron, or breast plate, 
allows a total lock down. 
Eastern box turtles usually live between 30 
and 50 years; we’ve been here 10.  I think 
it’s the same turtle, but I can never remember 
the distinctive coloration from year to year, so 
I could be wrong.  They have a home range 
about the size of a football fi eld, and we live 
on six acres.  At fi rst I took great comfort just 
knowing it was an Eastern box turtle since we 
are east of the Mississippi River, but I have 
since learned there are other things to know.
 It only takes one trip to the Reptile Room 
at WildCare to see that.
 Their shells are made of bone covered 
fi rst by living vascularized tissue and then, 
a layer of keratin.  When injured by cars or 
lawn mowers, the shell has the capacity to 
regenerate.  Granular tissue slowly forms 

TAKE TIME FOR TURTLES 

and keratin slowly grows over the damage if 
infection or the fl ies don’t interfere.  However, 
the newly-grown shell will never be as hard 
as the original piece.
 Of the seven turtles healing this winter at 
WildCare, four have shell issues.  These four 
have had their shells cleaned with diluted 
Betadine and one or two have had a surgical 
dressing Tegaderm applied to hold the shell in 
place as it heals.  They have had the benefi t of 
antibiotics, and lots of rest in a clean, warm, 
and humid environment.  Most of them will 
be released.  Instead of hibernating under as 
much as two feet of loose soil, they instead 
bask under an ultraviolet light, soak in 
clean shallow water, and burrow under little 

newspaper tents.  Our rehab 
turtles don’t have to limit 
their activity to compensate 
for lack of food, a neat trick 
warm-blooded animals can’t 
use.  Their metabolism doesn’t 
drive their appetite.  
 More than you would 
think come to us with ear 
infections that sometimes 
prevent their being able to 
retract their heads.  Some 
have neurological damage 
from various traumas and 
some seem to have respiratory 
illnesses.  WildCare tries to 
give them every opportunity 

By: Susan Berg Davis

to heal, as turtles are as slow doing that as 
they are at living.  
 Some are shy, some are indifferent, and 
some are downright curious.  The turtle that 
came to us in July from Garrison Chapel 
Road is such a one.  “Any time someone 
goes into the room, he pokes his head out 
and stares, moving his head or body to 
keep you in his sights,” says Reptile Team 
Leader Amelia Reuter.  And some are very 
particular about what they eat.  In the wild 
it’s earthworms, snails, slugs, grubs, beetles, 
caterpillars, grasses, fallen fruit, etc.  They 
are opportunistic omnivores.  
 Because they are slow growing (only 1.25 
inches long when it hatches from the 3-6 
eggs laid each spring), have delayed sexual 
maturity (between 7 and 10 years old and 
5-6 inches in length), and suffer from habitat 
fragmentation, Indiana law now protects our 
Eastern box turtles. Their strong homing 
instinct and strong neural map of their home 
range mean they will try to return crossing the 
roads and houses that have chopped up their 
territory.  Reducing their range also means 
fewer turtles will survive and, thus, the long-
range genetic pool suffers.  So take time for 
turtles.  Check your lawn before you mow, 
watch for them along the side of the road and 
when it’s safe, move them in the direction 
they are headed out of harm’s way.  

Photo by Susan Berg Davis
This box turtle came in on September 19th from Low Gap Road with carapace 
fractures and right bridge abrasions.  Even though the weight was good and 
the eyes clear, it was soon apparent it could have serious and permanent 
neurological damage.  It couldn’t use its hind legs and wouldn’t eat.  Volunteers 
must manually put it into a shallow pan of water to soak and then take it out 
each day.  The hope is that the brain will heal enough for release, but only lots 
of time will tell.

Photo by Susan Berg Davis
With no teeth and only a horny beak, this turtle chunks down its 
food relying on salivary glands to assist swallowing.  
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Anyone wanting to schedule an educational program with one of our animal ambassadors  
may do so. One third-grade teacher at a private school asks her parents in August each 

year to sponsor a different animal each month, and she has more checks than she knows 
what to do with.  Each month that child sponsor gets a photo taken beside the animal, and 
that classroom gets up close and personal with a wild animal.  It might be our de-scented 

striped skunk, Stinker; our American crow, DaVinci; or 
our Broad-winged Hawk, Hawkeye.  It takes science to a 
whole new level.

 Our mammal ambassadors live with licensed guardians.  
The following description of our Arctic fox one February 
by Guardian Jan Turner will tell you why.  

In the past year we have added three new ambassadors: 
a blind male raccoon, Rascal; two blind Eastern 
cottontails, Hazel and Fiver; and a male Virginia 
opossum, Jack.

 I went home to make sure Skylar would be protected 
from freezing rain; I put her warm, fl uffy bed into her 
dogloo, and moved the dogloo to the center so no wind or 
sleet could get to her.  I warmed the ground turkey and hard boiled egg she gets with her dinner.  And I put 
her food dish near the entrance to her dogloo so she could eat without getting wet.  At 5 a.m. I got up to 
check on her.  She had removed the bed from the dogloo so she could sleep in the middle of her covered 
cage and keep track of the back yard happenings.  But since she doesn’t like to get her dainty little toes 
wet, she put her warm, fl uffy bed on top of her log and balanced there.  She’s worse than a young child 
who is told to keep her mittens and scarf on!  Skylar now has another fox companion for company, but 
still loves to do programs.  Whenever Jan puts the carrier in the cage, she runs into it and turns around as 
if to say, “Aren’t we there yet?”

A NATURAL CONNECTION

Ishta
April 2007 - January 2010

WildCare is sad to announce the death of our wonderful barred owl.  An accident 
resulting in a wing break was exacerbated by the fact she would not leave the wing 
wrap alone.  She died during surgery.  In the time she was an ambassador for her 
species, she delighted all audiences with her gentle vocalizations and large dark eyes.  
A cousin of the endangered western spotted owl, barred owls are one of Indiana’s 
medium-sized owls and often seen hunting during late afternoon.

Photo by Susan Berg Davis

Photo by Susan Berg Davis
Rascal was born blind and became 
separated from his mother when the 
cubs started to forage with her.  A Finder 
woke one morning to his screams in her 
yard.  When mom didn’t return, she 
brought him to us.  

Photo by Susan Berg Davis
Fiver may be blind but she has no trouble staying 
clean after a snack of lettuce and carrots.

Photo by Susan Berg Davis
Hazel negotiates space by using 
his nose and his wonderful ears.  
He is much more assertive about 
exploring than Fiver, which is 
typical male behavior.

Photo by Susan Berg Davis 
Jack was hit by a car and couldn’t even drag himself 
to the side of the road.  A Finder brought him in and 
although he is much stronger now, his hind legs do not 
function well enough for him to be released.  He lost 
part of one ear, but otherwise appears to enjoy star 
status at his Guardian’s home; he has the run of the 
house and gets regular supervised outings. 
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Please accept my donation to help Indiana wildlife

Name______________________________________________________________________

Address____________________________________________________________________

City/State/ZIP_______________________________________________________________

  ___New Avowry       ___Continuing Supporter          ___Please do not publish my name

    ___Patron          $1,000             ___Partner            $500
    ___Donor          $100              ___Contributor     $ 50
    ___Individual    $30                         ___Other               $  ________
   

Your Support Matters! 

BEQUESTS

To those friends and supporters of WildCare 
Inc. who wish to help us by means of a 
provision in their will, the following general 
form of bequest is suggested.

“I give, devise, and bequeath to WildCare Inc., 
an Indiana nonprofi t, 501 (c) (3) Corporation 
at 5970 West State Road 48, Bloomington, 
Indiana 47404, the sum of $____(or specifi cally 
described property. . .)”

WildCare Inc. welcomes any inquiries about 
bequests.  Call (812) 323-1313.

IN HONOR OF OR IN MEMORY OF

Donor Gifts that start at $50 In Honor of
G. Dudley Yeomans in honor of his wife, Mrs. Julia Yeomans 

IIDC Administration in honor of David Mank during the Holidays
Sassafras Audubon Society in honor of Don Whitehead’s retirement as compiler for the   

Audubon Christmas Bird Count in Monroe County
Lynne Gilliatt in honor of her sister, Pam Gilliatt

Julia & Dudley Yeomans in honor of Julia’s sister, Catherine Yuede
Jennifer Hart in honor of Marla Fry during the Holidays

Donor Gifts that start at $50 In Memory of
Judith Vitaliano in memory of Grace Keppel

Lewis J. Richardson in memory of his daughter, Kirsten C.L. Richardson
Cheryl Gregg Duckworth in memory of her mother, Dorothy Huff Gregg

Robert Savannah, U.S. Fish and Wildlife Service

5970 West State Road 48
Bloomington, IN 47404

Robert Savannah, U.S. Fish and Wildlife Service

INVEST IN US 
THROUGH STOCK TRANSFERS

Call Adam Estes at Hilliard Lyons 
(812) 332-6333 or (800) 790-6333 
and ask for the DTC# to have 
stock transferred to WildCare Inc. 
directly from your broker to ours.                         
                                                                                        
We have a standing order to sell the 
same day and direct deposit with 
our bank.  It’s a great way to save 
you capital gains and support us at 
the same time.  
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We’re on the Web!
See us at:

www.WildCareInc.org

 Go Wild
with

   GoodSearch and GoodShop

Return Service Requested

Secretive and solitary describe 
the American Woodcock, 
which only visits Indiana for 
the summer.  They stay hidden 
on damp ground under dense 
cover.  This bird arrived at 
WildCare on Wednesday, 
February 24th with signs 
of neurological trouble and 
blood in the mouth.  They are 
nocturnal and are never seen 
to mix with other shorebirds.  

Photo by Susan Berg Davis


