Chapter One

Background 

Hello again.  This is Carol.  I grew up in a small town in Massachusetts called North Andover.  I have owned many animals including exotics such as parrots, monkeys, and an ape.  I traveled to Uganda, East Africa to release my captive raised chimpanzee, Toby, back into the wild.  I did not want him to be caged for 45 years – the life span of a chimpanzee.  Chimpanzees have a mental age akin to that of a five year old child making captivity in a cage doubly distressing for them.

More recently I put together a canine cancer program that can slow and shrink cancer and get perfect quality of life and longer life.  I did it for my cancer dog, Scruffy.  Thousands of veterinary oncologists world-wide are now using my program.  I do not charge for the information, and I refused to sell my program to an interested drug company.  Conventional canine cancer treatments can cost thousands of dollars, and selling my program would have meant that many cancer dog owners would not be able to afford to use it in conjunction with traditional or cutting edge protocols.  Money is never more important than saving a life.

Love for animals has been the overriding factor in my life.  I view them as hairy (or feathered) special needs children zipped inside animal suits.  Unfortunately because they cannot talk and are considered under the law to be property, they are easily exploited.  They need protection from harm.  Like human children, mostly they need protection from human violence and indifference.  I learned that in Maine they also need protection from greedy, dishonest people employed by the Department of Agriculture and from a corrupt court system. 

My mother was the animal lover in our family so we had exotic birds, dogs, cats, turtles, hamsters, etc., in our household.  I adopted my mother’s view that if you have an animal in your care, you must do everything to keep it healthy.  As a child I learned that while you consult a veterinarian when an animal is ill, you must also use common sense.  You, the owner, are ultimately responsible for the care given to that animal.  A veterinarian is a person who has received training in the area of animal disease.  He or she is not omnipotent; not God.  You pay them for an educated guess but it is your responsibility to look into every treatment available and to make a decision, preferably in conjunction with the veterinarian, as to which treatment is the one to be used for your animal.

My mother told me about animals she saved after veterinarians told her that they would die. I remember best the account about Terri, an Irish Setter.  Terri contracted distemper many years ago when vaccines for dogs were not routinely given.  The veterinarian my mother consulted told her to “put the dog down” that there was no chance it would recover.  Instead, she brought Terri home.  She sat with him for hours at a time dribbling water into the pocket on the side of his parched mouth, spooning tiny amounts of ice cream onto his tongue and placing midget sized balls of hamburger into his mouth.  Many weeks of loving care paid off.  Terri was restored to health and lived a long, happy life.

As a result of my mother’s teachings, I have saved many animals deemed “beyond hope” by learned veterinarians. 

Scruffy, a 27 pound terrier mix, was a dog pound mutt who came to live with me about the time my mother was diagnosed with a brain tumor.  He saved my mother’s life, and he saved my Belgian Shepherd’s life.  I would have done anything for him.  


When he was diagnosed with bladder cancer, I was devastated.  I drove him nine hours to Cornell Veterinary Teaching Hospital in Ithaca, New York because I believe they offer the best animal veterinary services on the East Coast.  Extensive testing was followed by an in depth question and answer session that included the board certified surgical veterinarian drawing pictures for me so that I would understand the three options open to my dog.  I chose the one I believed to be the best then asked the veterinarian to tell me why it was not the best.  He agreed with my choice.  He said that if there were complications during Scruffy’s surgery, he would come out to the waiting room and talk with me.  I told him he would not.  His instructions from me were simple.  No matter what he found, he was to do EVERYTHING for Scruffy.  Regardless of what happened, Scruffy was to come out of surgery alive. 

The surgery did not go as planned.  It took the surgeon two hours longer than anticipated to finish the operation.  The cancer had already moved into the tubes connecting to the kidneys.  The veterinarian told me that no matter what I did; Scruffy would be dead in one month.  I paid the $5,000 bill and drove back to Massachusetts.  

For the next two weeks, I contacted every human and veterinary cancer researcher world-wide.  I had Med-line medical searches done.  I was in touch with every cancer center in the U.S. and overseas.  At the end of two weeks, I spread out all the reports, scientific studies and e-mails I had gathered from doctors, veterinarians and researchers.  I picked only those things that had positive results in every study conducted and started Scruffy on my program.

Approximately four months later, I took Scruffy back to Cornell.  When the doctor joined us in the waiting room, he was shocked to see Scruffy, fat, barking and running all over wanting to play.

Over the next few months I learned that Scruffy’s cancer program worked very well to slow and shrink many types of canine cancers.  It provided perfect quality of life and longer life giving owners more time to get their dogs into traditional or cutting edge treatments.

I also had a program from a California veterinarian, Dr. Wendell O. Belfield, (see Belfield’s book:  How to Have a Healthier Dog at www.belfield.com).  This program can cure spinal degeneration in dogs, or more to the point, as long as the dog remains on the program, there are no symptoms.  It can stop allergies, chronic ear infections, and it gets an 85% reduction in spondylosis symptoms.  Spondylosis is a debilitating canine problem where bones of the vertebra fuse, and the dog can no longer walk.

After the death of my mother and Scruffy, I moved to Maine.  I bought an 1850’s farmhouse with an attached barn and shop area plus two outbuildings and 30 acres of pastureland fringed on three sides by trees.  The property backed onto the Sandy River, a pristine, gorgeous body of water.

I took possession of the property at the end of 2002.  With carpenters, chimney liners, furnace installers, pipefitters, plumbers and more, the house and barn started to take shape as a livable space.  

Next, I personally built a huge corral, put up hundreds of posts for an enormous pasture, put in a second horse pasture area plus an 85’ long x 45’ wide x 6’high wire enclosed space for the dogs that opened off the side porch door.

I bought a baby red and white registered North American Draft horse and had him trucked in from Pennsylvania.  He had already been taught to drive and ride and had a wonderful, loving, calm disposition.  I named him Thunder after his sire Chief Thunder.  

The following year I brought my Icelandic horse, TajRAH, from his breeding farm in Vernon, Canada (just above Idaho).  He and Thunder quickly became inseparable.

June 2003, a neighbor told me about a livestock auction a few towns away.  I went and fell in love with a small orange colored Tunis lamb.  The lambs were packed into a small pen - - wall to wall orange bodies.  One, however, caught my eye.  He was very tiny and valiantly tried to push his way to me through the orange, wooly sea.  I wrote down his ear tag number and bought him when he was offered for sale.

After paying for the lamb (later named Pumpkin by the workers at one of the veterinary hospitals that treated him), I went to the pen to take him home.  I picked him up and was instantly dripping with soup-like diarrhea.  I telephoned a livestock veterinarian who told me to give Pumpkin Pepto Bismol, Pedialyte and to worm him with the same liquid wormer I used for the horses.  Two days elapsed and the lamb was no better, so I took him to Clearwater Veterinary Hospital (the hospital Dr. Patterson owned), where they did a diarrhea check.  The technician told me that it was the worst case of coccidia she had ever seen.  The veterinarian sent home Albon.  Four days later the lamb was no better and had flecks of blood in the diarrhea plus had nearly stopped eating.

I found a veterinarian two hours drive away from me who would take Pumpkin.  The first thing he found was that Patterson’s hospital had prescribed the wrong dosage of Albon.  Pumpkin should have received double the amount they had prescribed, so the new vet gave the correct amount.  He kept my lamb for a week.  Each night a different worker would take the lamb home to monitor him.  I visited Pumpkin often but despite the IV’s, antibiotics, and care, I did not see improvement in his condition.  

Pumpkin took a turn for the worse.  He could no longer stand.  I drove to the veterinary hospital, paid his $400 bill and took Pumpkin home along with antibiotics the veterinarian prescribed.  His temperature was 104.5.  Over the weekend, I used a lamb remedy suggested by a sheepherder.  The remedy came from a State veterinarian, Chip Ridky. I gave the lamb Neutra-Drench, a specialized vitamin/mineral supplement designed to be absorbed into the bloodstream within 30 minutes despite flushing diarrhea.  By Monday morning, Pumpkin was no better.  I telephoned a veterinarian in Skowhegan leaving a message on her cell phone and her office phone telling her I needed an emergency visit and could drive the lamb to her.  That was in June of 2003.  It is now 2005, and I’m still waiting for a callback.

After two hours of fruitless phone calls, I carried Pumpkin to my car and started driving.  I took him to Tufts Veterinary Teaching Hospital in Grafton, MA because I feared he would not survive a trip to Cornell.  He weighed only 15 pounds and was in bad condition upon his arrival. I waited for the preliminary test results.  Pumpkin’s blood count was so low that the veterinarian said he would die unless she tried an experimental drug never used on lambs before but which had been used on dogs successfully.  She did not know if it would work for a lamb.  I had to sign a consent form.  The medication cost $100 a pop.  I left Pumpkin with Tufts and told the veterinarian to do EVERYTHING to keep him alive.  She told me that while they would do what they could, no one had ever brought a farm animal to them and said that.  She told me that most people just kill a sick lamb rather than spend the thousands of dollars it could cost to save him.  I told her the lamb was a companion animal; a pet.

The following day, the veterinarian called to tell me that Pumpkin was blind.  He had polio which softens the brain.  I asked the chances of reversing the polio and whether curing the polio would get back his sight.  She did not know.  She asked if I wanted to put him down.  I said, “ NO”.

The next day, the veterinarian called to say that Pumpkin could not walk.  He had pneumonia and rheumenal fluid that was yeast sludge.  The fluid needed to be replaced.  Since he was blind and could not walk, the veterinarian again asked if I wanted to put Pumpkin down.  I again told her, “NO”.

After a week at Tufts, Pumpkin’s veterinarian called to say that though she had reversed the polio, he was no longer blind, and the rheumenal fluid was replaced, he still was not walking and the diarrhea with blood in it could not be stopped.  She believed the intestinal lining has been damaged and his food could not be absorbed.  Her advice was to put him down.  I drove to Tufts, paid the bill, and brought him home.  I do not leave my animals with veterinarians who have given up on them.  

Tufts sent home several medicines, an IV bag and a stomach feeding tube with Pumpkin, but I noted that when I gave him any medicine or the IV fluid, he lay prone for two hours.  The one stomach feeding tube feeding that I did on him produced massive diarrhea.  I threw the medicines, IV and stomach feeding tube away and called a veterinary recommended to me who was based in Waterville, Maine.  He told me what to give: Fast Track Jump Start to repopulate the intestinal track, plus I continued the Neutra-Drench.  In three days Pumpkin was eating, and the diarrhea was nearly gone.  In a week, he was putting on weight and doing well.  Unfortunately after 4 days, his rear leg stopped functioning.  I shaved the wool away and found a massive infection in the cartilage of the rear leg.  One of the many IV’s had caused an infection that went unnoticed at Tufts.  Though his Tufts’ veterinarian apologized, Pumpkin will never have normal use of that leg as a result of the damage done by the infection.  

By the following March 2004 when the crooked agents took my animals, Pumpkin was a fat, healthy sheep.  The over $3,000 it cost for all of his medical care was a bargain because it had saved a life.

I found a cute baby Alpine goat at auction that appeared healthy.  I bought her.  The minute I got her home, I wormed her and was horrified to see three-foot long, spaghetti-like worms expelled.  The veterinarian told me that they were tape worms.  Four days later, I saw that the baby goat, Batrang, was unable to stand.  Her front legs were bent back under her body, and the rear legs were extended straight out behind her.

I drove to a goat farm and asked about her symptoms.  The owners told me that it could be only one of two things.  It could be a lack of B vitamins, in which case injections of B complex for four days would cure the problem.  Or, it could be a genetic problem that has no test, no cure, and would kill little Batrang within two weeks no matter what I did for treatment.

I bought the injectable B complex from Clearwater Veterinary Hospital, but after four days Batrang’s condition had not improved.

Don McLean, an alternative veterinarian whose practice was over two hours away from my home agreed to see Batrang that day.  McLean gave her an injection of selenium and sent home several powders, kelp, etc. plus told me to give yogurt, foal starter, and a particular type of fresh greens.  I also gave Neutra-Drench and Fastrack Jump Start.

I set up a huge, wire dog cage in my 20 ft. x 21 ft. kitchen for Batrang.  Batrang’s front legs were taped into foam pipe insulation material during the day while I was at work per McLean’s instructions.  At night, I slept on a futon in the kitchen and set an alarm clock to go off every three hours.  Every three hours throughout the night, I unwrapped Batrang’s legs, did range-of-motion exercises on all four of her legs and then rewrapped the legs.  Luckily, I was quite practiced in this procedure because I had done range-of-motion exercises twice a day on my bedridden mother for the seven years I was her sole caretaker.  She had a brain tumor.

After three days, Batrang could stand.  I stopped wrapping the front legs but continued the all night sessions of range-of-motion exercises on all four legs.

In one week, Batrang could walk and followed me around the yard like a puppy.  Within another few days, her legs were stronger, and she was able to run.  Another impossible cure.  Worth all the money and effort to save another life.  The vultures stole her.

Chapter Two

Animal Seizures

Montana, a calf with an umbilical cord infection, is the sick auction animal that brought me to the attention of the dirty Augusta animal agents through their shills, Mary Baumgarten and Melanie Nadeau.  Baumgarten knew that I had problems with a veterinarian at Tufts Veterinary Hospital involving the treatment of Montana.  I reported the veterinarian to the Professional Licensing Board, and she reported me to the SPCA.  The gist of the difference of opinion was that the veterinarian wanted $10,000 to operate on one of Montana’s legs.  If I didn’t fork over that money for Tufts to do the work, the veterinarian assured me that she would contact the SPCA and see to it that Montana was put down.  At the time, Montana was under the care of a veterinarian in Maine who had been treating him from the day I bought the calf at auction.  I told the Tufts veterinarian that I would not pay $10,000.  As I was paying my $600 bill, I asked the veterinarian to give me enough medication to continue Montana on his current meds plus the pain-killer she had assured me Montana needed.  I told her it would probably take a week to get an appointment with Cornell Veterinary Hospital in New York where I planned to take him for evaluation and possible surgery.  She refused.  I insisted.  She refused!  I reported her.  She reported me.  I went back to Montana’s Maine veterinarian and got the medication extension Montana needed.

The following week, Montana was at Cornell for much more extensive surgery than Tufts had advised.  Surgery was required on two legs.  The bill was $2,000.  The morning after surgery, Montana was standing.  At my request, Montana’s veterinarian surgeon at Cornell had already contacted Roy Scudamore, a wizard animal prosthetics maker who received world-wide recognition for the prosthetic limbs he made for all types of animals. Scudamore had made two prosthetic front legs for a mule that could walk and even run on Scudamore’s devices. 

I left Montana at Cornell for surgery and drove back to Maine.  I arrived home from New York to find a card in my door from Wayne Atwood, dog officer.  I called him and was told that he had been contacted by the SPCA and that he wanted to examine Montana.  I informed him that Montana was at Cornell and was scheduled for surgery as we spoke.  He told me that when I received the paperwork from Cornell, I was to get a copy to him.  I agreed to do that, and I did send him the paperwork as soon as I got it.  He forwarded the paperwork to the SPCA.

Atwood and his wife came out to my 30 acre farm on December 3, 2003.  He checked my Icelandic horse and the auction pony.  Both were in a large side pasture.  He told me that they both had to have an outdoor shelter during the day.  I brought them into the big barn where they could go into the back pasture as they chose.  Just a note here.  Icelandic’s are NEVER brought into any type of shelter - -  EVER.  They are left out on the range in Iceland even in the worst of winter storms.  They are a hardy breed.

Atwood and his wife (she’s the horse expert according to Atwood) asked about the pony’s snotty nose.  I told them that the pony was bought at auction a short time before and that Dr. Cooper, the local large animal veterinarian, was treating her for a chronic problem that manifested itself in a snotty nose and eye drainage.  When she was given sulfur, her symptoms cleared for a month or so, then returned.  She had already been on medication and was about to go back onto it.  He checked the sheep in the 85 foot by 45 foot fenced side area and asked about the water containers which were full and clean.  He looked at their food and asked to see the hay I had for the animals.  I did not take him into the barn to the second floor where the majority of the hay was kept.  I did show him and his wife the huge round bales of hay plus forty or so square bales I stored in an outbuilding.  They said they were satisfied and left. 

Meanwhile, Mary Baumgarten tried to buy the Champion bred Komondor dog she thought I owned, offering $200.  The dog’s value as he stood was $2,500.  Any offer to buy was surprising since she had no money.  I figured some of the Johns, whose names she gave to anyone who asked, had started paying better - maybe enough for her to be checked for sexually transmitted diseases.  On the other hand, she had sold two litters of puppies.  The sire in both cases was a Great Pyrenees she told me she bought from Melanie Nadeau three years before when she first moved to Maine.  The bitches were a white standard poodle and a wolfhound, both just skin and bones.  Baumgarten said she did not have a kennel license but sold approximately 16 puppies for $300 each including sales to The Family Pet Connection in Skowhegan, Maine.  When I refused to sell her the Komondor, she asked if I would allow him to be bred to her female Poodle.  I gave her an emphatic, “NO”.  What she did not know at that time was that the breeders still owned the Komondor.  Once Baumgarten told me she got her food from a food pantry, had no money for food for her own animals, had no running water in her house, no toilet, took her bath in a filthy duck pond with duck pooh, and was unable to pay a veterinarian for care for her animals, I would never have sold her any animal.

In January 2004 I became extremely ill.  I came down with the flu that was considered particularly bad that year.  That rolled into a bronchial infection that caused major asthma problems followed by pneumonia.  I was out of work for three weeks and lost 30 pound.  Although I was able to keep up with the indoor animals and the 12 foot by 12 foot calf stall in the barn, I was simply unable to cart the horse droppings out of their 14 foot by 18 foot area.  So, I picked up the droppings and simply piled them against the far side wall of the huge area leaving the rest clean.  The Icelandic knew how to open the sliding door so the two horses (my baby registered North American draft named Thunder and the Icelandic named TajRAH) could go out or stay inside as they chose.  Luckily feeding and watering was easy as I had had a special faucet installed under the kitchen sink.  When you step out of my kitchen door, you are inside the barn.  There are no steps.  There is a ramp built flush with the kitchen floor, so it’s easy to run the hose out the door and directly into the big horse area to fill their 25 gallon buckets.  The water bucket on the deck outside the barn holds 32 gallons.  Haying is easy because the second floor of the barn provides openings so that hay can be directly pushed into the horse area and the calf area from the second floor. Grain and vitamins put into big pans for the animals, and the 

grain for all of the animals was kept inside the Dodge Grand Caravan I owned.  Despite taking care of my friend’s cats, the barn had mice because the cats preferred to sleep in the house rather than hunt in the barn, plus the grain bags were very heavy.

In February 2004, I came home from work to find a card in my door from Bentley Rathbun, an Augusta animal agent.  I telephoned his office.  His secretary told me he was almost never there, but she transferred my call to his cell phone.  The cell phone went to voice mail. I left a two minute message as evidenced by my telephone bill.  I never heard back from him.

Toward the end of February 2004, I again found a card in my door from Rathbun asking me to call his pager number and leave him my telephone number.  I thought this was odd, because I was listed in the telephone book.  I had left my telephone number, the place where I worked, and told him that I would be available for a meeting whenever he was in my area during my first call to him.

At the Animal Possession Hearing, Rathbun testified that he telephoned my house after my first call to him but only let the telephone ring 3 times.  On the 4th ring, my answering machine picks up.  The question is:  Since it was part of his job to contact me, why would he not leave a voice mail message?  Also, why leave a second card weeks later asking me to leave my telephone number when he already had my number?  I was listed in the telephone book, and he knew where I worked and my work hours.  So, why drive out to my house at a time when he knew I would not be at home?  To me, the answer is crystal clear.  This group never intended to talk with me about my animals.  There was no animal cruelty, no starvation, and no lack of ventilation. No, as in the other six cases, this was a straight seizure of animals with a quick hand-off of my animals to the people working with the agents, people who were promised my animals for their part in giving false testimony and false written statements to the court.  These people knew they would be shielded by the court, so what did they have to lose?  The agents then followed the tried and true formula of showing my animals on television and in newspapers and begging for money.  My animals were veterinarian checked and found to be healthy and clean and my house was clean and had plenty of ventilation.  Where did the money go?

One of the State women actually called a local newspaper reporter and told her that when the agents went into my house on 22 March with their warrant, they wore full hazmat suits including the headgear (no mention of hiding down the road for 2 hours till I left for work or of kicking in my doors).  The stench inside the house was soooo bad, according to this woman that the agents had to keep going outside to get a breath of fresh air.  Color me shocked.  Hazmat suits are self-contained.  A quick telephone call to a fire station told the reporter the State was trying to use her and her newspaper to report false information.  You smell nothing at all when inside hazmat suits except possibly your own body odor.

At my trial, the State showed photographs of many agents inside my house.  None had masks or hazmat gear.  Some were smiling happily as they seized my animals. The photographs they concocted to show dirty cages on days they broke into my house 

without a warrant showed a strange woman walking around my house without any mask. And Dr. Cooper testified that my house was clean and the animals were healthy and had food and water.  He found no unusual smells in my house.  Nor did friends who were set to testify in my behalf but were unable to do so because the trial was only two days.

I received a telephone call from Melanie Nadeau, I believe the first of February, telling me that she was a neighbor woman from Farmington.  She said she was starting a barter club and asked if I wanted to join.  I told her No because I didn’t have time to do my share for such a group. I worked full time and my spare time was taken up with the care of my animals, and my work with cancer dogs.  She hooked me by telling me that she worked with a cancer doctor in the southern part of the country and that they had a good cancer program for dogs.  Of course, I was interested in hearing more because I had been helping cancer dog owners get treatment for their dogs for six years.  I asked her if I could have a cancer dog owner contact her for more information for the owner’s dog, and the call ended.

I contacted her after that to ask her if she could provide me with the name of someone who could remove my dead pony from inside my barn.  The pony and a skunk were dead when I came home from work.  Their noses were touching a large canister of mothballs, so I believed they had died from mothball poisoning as the pony was healthy when I left it in the morning.  Strangely the 2 X 4 board that was nailed across the ramp area to keep the pony off of the ramp was lying on the side of the walkway but showed no kick marks.  I had been careful to nail it from the pony’s side so that it could not be kicked down.  Somehow, it was on the barn floor though the nails were still in the 2 X 4 and both nails were straight.  There were no splinters in the 2 X 4. 

Nadeau offered to come to my farm with her husband and remove the pony’s body for me.  Again, to skip ahead, they arrived on 7 March 2004, a Sunday, and winched the body out.  It was placed between the barn and the outbuilding some distance away.  Because everything was frozen, the only covering I could use to keep coyotes away from the body was the old bedding material and debris removed from the calf and horse stalls.  Burial would have to wait until a backhoe could be brought in once the ground thawed.

The following day, Monday, after feeding and watering the outside animals, I went into the barn to do the same for the calves and horses.  Thunder was lying on the stall floor.  The metal hinged stall door was bent open as the hinges were now curved.  That door was kept wired shut but the wire was completely missing.  It did not register at that time, but of course a horse can’t unwind wire from around boards.  TajRAH, my Icelandic, was standing in the walkway between the calf and horse stalls munching hay that was strewn over the walkway.  I never leave hay in the walkways.  It is left outside the outer barn door so that I can protect the horses from overeating and getting colic.  I went outside the sliding door onto the deck to check the 32 gallon water container wondering if there was something wrong with the water that could have made Thunder ill.  But as with the water in the bucket inside the stall, it looked fine.  I did see a syringe on the far side of the deck.  I picked it up and went back into the barn to take care of Thunder.   

I noted that TajRAH seemed normal.  That did not make sense if Thunder had colic, but I wasn’t being particularly analytical during this crisis.  I knew from experience with my friend’s horses, that you MUST get a colic horse up and walking.  I tried to get Thunder up, but though he tried, he seemed groggy and couldn’t get his feet under him.  He did not seem to be in pain and was not thrashing or trying to reach his abdomen.  His symptoms did not make sense. 

Nadeau had told me that she was a veterinarian technician.  I needed someone to help me get Thunder up immediately.  I telephoned her then ran down to my neighbor’s (Eller’s) cow farm and asked them if they could help me get Thunder up.  They were in the middle of milking and couldn’t stop to come down.  Mrs. Eller suggested that I call Dr. Cooper.  While Dr. Cooper is a very good large animal veterinarian, I didn’t want to wait for him to get to my farm (can be two hours or more from past experience).  I did want him out to help Thunder, but my immediate concern was to get my baby draft horse on his feet.  I got back home and had just gotten into the barn when Nadeau arrived.  She looked at Thunder and told me he had colic.  I told her we needed to get him up to walk him.  At the time, I noticed that she made no move to help me get him standing, but in a crisis, you aren't scrutinizing the actions of other people.  So while it registered as odd, I did not attribute any ulterior motive to the fact.  I tried and failed to get him up by myself.  She told me that she would stay with him until Dr. Cooper arrived.  I didn’t have his cell phone number.  She told me to get my portable telephone, and she’d call him as she did know it.  I was gone less than a minute, but as I ran back into the barn with the phone, I saw Nadeau removing a needle from Thunder’s neck.  She had a vial in her hand containing clear liquid.  I asked her what the hell she was doing injecting my horse.  She told me the injection was to make him more comfortable.  I told her I did not want him tranquilized, I needed him alert and helping us to get himself onto his feet.  She walked over to me, took the phone and called Dr. Cooper.  She told me it would take Dr. Cooper a while to get out to the farm and that since she was a veterinarian technician and I was not, she would be glad to stay with Thunder and help Dr. Cooper when he arrived.  Dr. Cooper is in his 80’s and frail.  I decided she was correct; there was nothing I could do that a veterinarian technician could not do better for my baby draft.  

Nadeau told me that if Dr. Cooper was unable to save Thunder, she would need a paper from me saying that Cooper had my permission to put my baby horse down as Nadeau was not the owner.  It made sense to me, so I wrote out a paper.  I also gave Nadeau $50 for herself to help Dr. Cooper and $100 to give to Cooper on account.  I told her to tell him that he was to do EVERYTHING possible for Thunder and to bill me for the total charges.  After feeding and watering the calves, I left for work thinking Thunder was in the care of a veterinarian technician and that Thunder’s veterinarian was on his way.

As it turned out, I learned in court that Nadeau never telephoned Dr. Cooper.  Instead she left my farm, got a digital camera and went back to take photographs of Thunder.  She e-mailed those photographs to her friend, Dr. Fraser (the veterinarian for Worley and her crooked Augusta animal agents).  Apparently I unwittingly fell right in step with the agents’ plan.  Nadeau kept Thunder down all day with drugs.  Fraser arrived in late afternoon.  She killed my baby draft horse, hacked off his head and neck and left the body in the stall for me to find when I got home that night.  Fraser and Rathbun claimed they did this to conduct a rabies test on Thunder because they were unable to find the dead skunk Rathbun had photographed 20 inches from the entrance to the barn door.  The dead skunk had not moved.  I took photographs of it just 20 inches from the barn door on 18 March.  My photographs and Rathbun’s are identical except that more snow had melted by the time my photographs were taken.  There was absolutely no way to miss seeing the skunk when they walked inside the barn.  Also, a rabies check requires the head, not the neck.  Why did they hack off Thunder’s neck right up to the chest if not to remove any evidence of the multiple injections done by Nadeau.  What kind of a monster can blithely take photographs of a baby horse in distress and let him suffer from early morning until her pal, Fraser, arrived around 4 p.m.?

When I arrived home from work that night, my outdoor animals (those in the pen off the side door of the house) were not inside their barn nor were they waiting for me as they usually did until I fed and watered them for the night.  Instead there was only silence.  I went into the horse barn and found Thunder’s body without a head or neck.  A paper was tacked onto my door with numbers on it; something about a seizure.  Outside, the pony’s body had been partially uncovered.  I recovered it.

I was served with a subpoena to appear in court.  The State Trooper who served it told me that the charge was animal cruelty for not getting veterinarian care for the dead pony.  He told me that it was Wayne Atwood who brought the charges.  I telephoned Atwood and asked him why he brought false charges against me since he already knew from the December 3 visit that the pony was under Cooper’s care, and he had the Cornell papers and knew about the $3,000 I spent on the auction lamb.  He told me to write out what happened to the pony, and he’d come out to my farm and get it.  At the time, I was 60 years old.  I have never had any dealings with people like these, so I thought writing up the paper would clear things up.  I never dreamed at that point in time that I had been targeted (discrimination) because Baumgarten had told them I had no money and could not fight any charges they brought against me.  They thought I would be an easy mark; carrion on which the waiting vultures could dine.  I was happy to be able to disappoint them.

Atwood arrived with Thomas Eddy, an Augusta animal agent.  Atwood took the write-up I had prepared and told me that if I didn’t sign over my animals to him, he’d change the charges against me to criminal.  I told him to go F___ himself.  I asked him why he brought false charges against me in the first place because we both knew he had paperwork showing the thousands of dollars I spent on my animals, and he knew Dr. Cooper was treating the pony for a chronic problem.  Thomas Eddy turned to Atwood and asked, “Is that true?”  Atwood looked at the ground and said, “Yes”.  

I told Atwood to answer one question for me.  What was he planning to do in court; tell the judge that he made up the pony story and wanted him to buy into the lie?  He said nothing.  However, unknown to me at that time, that is exactly what would happen when my animal cruelty case or any other animal cruelty case got to court.  That is because some of the judges were on the take.  I later learned, District Attorney Robinson was also involved with the dirty humane agents as was Dr. Patterson and the others who lied in their statements to the court, lied to newspaper reporters, and lied under oath in court.  As already mentioned, I believe they changed the charges against me from civil to criminal because they knew when we got to court I would be very vocal and any questioning or investigation would prove the civil charges Atwood brought against me were false.  By changing the charges to criminal, Jabar refused to allow any questions about the civil matter which protected Atwood.  Also, District Attorney Robinson tried to get me to agree with Baumgarten’s perjury in court where she said SHE gave my animals to Nadeau.  That never happened because it is in the record of the Animal Possession Hearing that Atwood took those animals without any court papers at all. District Attorney Robinson could not have forgotten that because it was Robinson who went out into the courthouse hallway and talked to Atwood.  Robinson is the one who reported to Judge Cote that Atwood had taken the animals but did not know he needed court paperwork to take them.  So, District Attorney Robinson knew Baumgarten and Nadeau had perjured themselves, and he actually tried to prove that their perjury was true.  Ridiculous - - but that is how this very cohesive group wins against owners.  The deck is stacked before any seizures ever take place.  If I had any doubts about Nadeau’s “FRIEND”, District Attorney Robinson, being dirty, that questioning showed the truth of his involvement as did his silence after I finally challenged his lies and repeated Robinson’s and Atwood’s testimony given at the Animal Possession Hearing.
True to his word, Atwood served me with criminal papers 16 March 2004.  The civil charges were dropped.  The new paperwork said the dishonest agents planned to take all of my animals.  

Mary Baumgartem called and told me that if I ever needed to leave any of my animals with her she would be glad to board them for me.  I told her that I did need to do that with some of the animals, and we arrived at a verbal contract whereby I would pay her for food and for the one day she would need to keep them.  I told her that I would be going to the Animal Possession Hearing the next day, Wednesday, and that I wanted my day in court.  I told her I was afraid of another illegal seizure before I was able to tell my side of things in court.  I said that either I would be coming back for the animals on Wednesday afternoon, or the State agents would get them from her.  

The judge cancelled the Wednesday session because of a snowstorm.  The new date was for Friday, 19 March.  In the interim, I learned that Baumgarten and her friend Nadeau were the two women who brought the complaint of animal cruelty against me.  I was stunned.  

I will not bother to go into the lies the crooked agents told in court as you can all get the transcripts and read that for yourselves.  Nadeau stated in court that I didn’t have any money to take care of my animals.  A shocker since I had thousands in savings plus made $19,100 in wages for 2004.  I paid out $8,750 in lawyers fees plus thousands more.  I am sure it was a horrible surprise to the vultures to learn that I was very much able and willing to fight back.

If you want a good laugh, do read Nadeau’s “duck story” testimony.  Any rational person who knows anything about animals knows what a crock it is.  I would have laughed in court when she told it, but I was too shocked to hear all the lies about me and about the condition of my animals.

I had had Dr. Cooper come out to examine all of my animals and had the paperwork from him showing that they were all clean and healthy and that my house was clean.  Judge Coty still gave my animals to the two women who brought the complaints against me;  Baumgarten, who has no visible means of support, and Nadeau who has a history of animal extortion, killing animals, etc.  He gave the animals Nadeau and Baumgarten did not want to Nadeau’s friends, some of whom were on the same Department of Agriculture Committee as Nadeau.
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