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Land is 
power  

in rural 
Idaho,  

but careful 
how you 
wield it. 

 Matters of Scale
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L
ate in the summer of 2003, after the 
lambs had gone to market, Mike Stevens 
’90, then president of Lava Lake Land 
and Livestock, packed a sleeping bag 
and a shotgun into his pickup and drove 
north from his home in the Sun Valley of 
Idaho to the North Fork of the Big Lost 
River. A colleague at a federal agency 
had called him that evening after spotting 
a pack of wolves not far from Stevens’s 
sheep band. The year before, a similar 

call had come from a forest ranger: Did he know wolves were 
killing his sheep? He hadn’t; nor had he any clue a pack was in 
the area. By the time he made it into the field, he had lost 18 ewes 
and lambs. This time, knowing wolves were near, he wouldn’t 
take the risk. 

The sheep camp was on the north end of the valley, tucked 
into a grove of lodgepole pine. Stevens found Ernesto there alone. 
The young Peruvian herder had left the flock on a rocky outcrop 
by the river bottom. Normally, the sheep would spend nights on 
a high ridgeline and wander downslope the next day to find water, 
but on this fork, the canyon walls were steep, and sheep grazed 
the lower benches and meadows. Stevens sat with Ernesto a while, 
and at dusk, headed toward the sheep band. He laid his sleeping 
bag under a pine and the shotgun beside him. The ewes shifted 
and sighed in their sleep. His own sleep was restless—a guard dog, 
circling the band, visited routinely to lick Stevens’s face. When 
he woke at dawn, he found the dog beside him. Together, they 
walked the band’s perimeter. There were no signs of wolves, but 
at the far end lay a mangled ewe, killed by coyotes. Stevens looked 
down at the dog, and noticed, then, the sheep blood crusted on 
its snout. 

He never intended to shoot a wolf; that night, he meant 
only to deter the pack with his presence and make noise if any 
came near. Stevens is a conservationist at heart, a believer that 
all things, hoofed or sharply teethed, can coexist. He is, you 
might say, a purveyor of the happy medium: common values, 
collaborative approaches. But what he sees as reasonable, others 
in the environmental community have considered traitorous. He 
will not condemn grazing on public lands, and believes, rather, 
that livestock can have a minimal impact if managed carefully. A 
master of the positive spin, he reasons rhetorically: “Most people 
look at sheep ranching as the problem. Well, can it be part of 
the solution?” It was for this ideology—and not for his ranching 
experience, of which he had none—that he was hired to run the 
operation at Lava Lake. 

The ranch is the brainchild of Brian Bean, a wealthy San 
Francisco investment banker, and his wife, Kathleen, who 
formerly worked at the Nature Conservancy. In the late nineties, 
the Beans were looking to buy a small allotment in the West to 
place under conservation easement—an agreement that limits 
development on a property in perpetuity, even when the land 
changes hands. But the Beans realized that unless they worked on 
a bigger scale, their conservation efforts would be to little effect. 
Large wildlife, such as antelope and wolves, move over vast areas, 
weaving through a patchwork of public and private holdings, each 
managed according to the rules and whims of various agencies and 
landowners. “If we wanted to have a conservation impact, we had 
to work on a landscape scale,” said Kathleen. “And to do that, we 
had to be livestock operators.” Running sheep would allow them 
to lease—and practice low-impact grazing—on federal property. 
By 2002, when the Beans hired Stevens, they had acquired 

roughly a million acres of ranchland, a 
quarter private and the rest by public lease, 
stretching from the Craters of the Moon 
National Monument into the Pioneer and 
Boulder Mountains.   

At the time, Stevens worked for the 
Nature Conservancy in the Sun Valley 
and was tasked with negotiating the Beans’ 
first easement. “I knew immediately that 
this was someone with a highly developed 
collaborative instinct,” said Brian. When 
the Beans offered Stevens a job, the idea of 
working on a large scale excited him. “In 
Idaho, ranching is where the power is,” he 
said. “If you say, ‘we’re part of the sheep 
industry,’ people recognize that. It’s part 
of the culture and tradition of the state.” He also knew that as a 
rancher, his conservation efforts would have more leverage with 
government agencies than those of any nonprofit. “We would be 
part of the establishment,” he said. “To be fair, it’s the very thing 
that an environmental activist has to fight against, but we were 
able to use it to our advantage.”

Before he took the job, Stevens reminded the Beans that 
he had never ranched before. They assured him that among the 
ranchers whose property they had purchased, and the Peruvians 
who had tended the flocks for many years, there was plenty of 
institutional knowledge. They reasoned that it would be easier 
to teach Stevens to run a ranch than to find a rancher with as 
strong a conservation ethic as his; Stevens shared their values, and 
values were never something they wanted to argue about. But the 
Beans’ confidence did not allay Stevens’s concerns entirely. “I was 
never going to be a real rancher,” he said, “and I wasn’t a normal 
conservationist either. The implicit risk was not being good at 
either of those things, and not being part of either community.”

Stevens, 43, is tall and bespectacled with 
reddish-blonde hair, steely blue eyes, and a 
chameleonic knack for assuming a pace and posture 
fit to his environs. In his stark, tidy office not far from 
Hailey, Idaho’s main street, he is a very busy man. 

He budgets his time in tight increments and checks his watch 
often; even so, he rarely keeps on schedule. He has a penchant for 
boardroom buzzwords—“logic model: a visual depiction of the 
resources and activities that get you to your desired outcome”—
and an acute entrepreneurial instinct. He eats with impressive 
speed and jokes infrequently—nor does he always notice when 
one has been made—and truncates these moments of humor with 
fits of earnestness. The day I met Stevens in his office, he paused a 
hurried discussion on the formatting of an executive summary to 
watch a man hook a dumpster to a pickup truck and drag it across 
a lot. “We’re having an Idaho moment here,” he told me, and 
swiftly turned back to his document.

By nature, Stevens is an idealist with strong ambitions. He 
prefers the adjective “goal oriented,” and applies this quality to 
most aspects of his life. An avid outdoorsman, he has run in four 
hundred-mile races—most famously, the Western States 100 in 
California—and once ran his own long route through the Pioneers. 
More recently, he and his wife, Liz Mitchell ’89, an international 
environmental attorney, have taken up Nordic ski racing. “I don’t 
think of myself as competitive, necessarily,” Stevens said. “It’s 
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more about trying to be excellent and having really rewarding 
experiences. That’s how I define ambition. It involves committing 
to something outside my comfort zone.”

His comfort zone is expansive. In the 1960s, Stevens’s mother, 
then 20, left Santa Barbara, California, and settled on the Spanish 
island of Mallorca, a popular tourist destination. There she met 
Stevens’s father, a Swede, with whom she started a travel company. 
When Stevens was three and his sister a newborn, his father 
left the family. Stevens’s upbringing, he recalls, was populated 
with “rebellious expats,” though he attended Spanish parochial 
school, where he developed a “robust respect for institutions and 
authority.” He believes that it was in Spain where he learned to 
move effortlessly between different kinds of company. When he 
was not with other expat children, he spent time with a working-
class Spanish family his mother had befriended. Once, the father, a 
cabinetmaker, told Stevens he was lucky because he would never 
have to work with his hands. 

In 1980, Stevens moved with his mother to Santa Barbara, 
where she married an old acquaintance who introduced Stevens 
to hiking and surfing. Though, at first, he did not consider himself 
a “Californian,” he came to resemble one, and the identity trailed 
him to Middlebury College. His friends still recall his long blond 
hair and inability to dress for the cold. He majored in biology, and 
came to know Liz Mitchell particularly well through an ecology 
class. They went their separate ways after graduation—Mitchell 
for a fellowship abroad, Stevens to climb in Alaska and Nepal 
while he worked an assortment of jobs around the West—and 
met, again, 10 years later in New Hampshire. Stevens, having 
graduated from the Field Naturalist Program at the University of 
Vermont, was working for the Nature Conservancy. A year after 
he transferred to the Sun Valley, Mitchell joined him there. 

T he Sun Valley, which circumscribes a resort town 
popular with the rich and famous (once Hemingway, 
now Zuckerberg), is decidedly “green.” Here, local 
magazines are printed in earth tones and suggest that 
anyone can acquire a gentrified Western aesthetic with 

an off-grid cabin, a root cellar, or a lawn fertilized with local fish. 
The valley is home to a handful of environmental nonprofits; one 
particularly divisive group, Western Watersheds Project, advocates 
for an end to grazing on public land. (Among their concerns, 
livestock trample vegetation, invite erosion, and take precedence 
over wild predators.) It was no surprise, then, that when Stevens 
began at Lava Lake, many rumored he had sold out. “If a handful 
of people say that to your face,” said Mitchell, “how many are 
saying the same thing behind your back?” 

Stevens kept a low public profile during his first three years 
at Lava Lake. He called on his herders in the field, mapped the 
properties, befriended the former ranchers, and met frequently 
with Pedro, his foreman, who had worked the same allotments 
under different ownership. A few early incidents tested Stevens’s 
facility: The wolf attack in 2002; then a dispute over fencing with 
a rancher whose cow had wandered onto a Lava Lake allotment. 
Both were quietly resolved. By 2004, having collected extensive 
ecosystem data from the ranch, Stevens and the Beans completed 
a grazing management plan. Two years later, they launched the 
Lava Lake Institute, to conduct scientific assessments of their 
management practices. They also founded the Pioneer Mountain 
Group, to consult on conservation projects and apply their 
acquired expertise locally and abroad. In the Sun Valley, where 

restaurants began to offer Lava Lake lamb, the ranch began to earn 
a great deal of respect. “People were starting to put the whole 
story together,” said Stevens. “There were reasons our lamb tasted 
so good.”

Stevens’s break into the ranching community was less 
ideological. “When the guys saw those big, beautiful lambs sent 
off to market, that did a lot to resolve any issue,” he said. Each 
night before the animals were shipped south for slaughter, Stevens 
would camp by the corral with the herders. The next morning, at 
first light, they would sort and weigh the lambs and pack them into 
trucks. Each would wager a dollar on the lambs’ average weight, 
and when all had been tallied, Stevens would stand to announce 
the winner. For breakfast, they ate powdered doughnuts washed 
down with Crown Royal. 

In August of 2005, Stevens lost two-dozen sheep and a guard 
dog on the North Fork of the Big Lost River, not far from where 
he had slept two summers before. When he got word of the kill, 
he called Rick Williamson, a wolf specialist at Wildlife Services. 
Williamson met Stevens in the field that same day. “It was 
obviously wolves,” Williamson told me, recalling the incident. 
“They’re sloppy killers. They bite, they chew.” The wounds were 
hemorrhaging. “Mike said, ‘Where do you think we should go 
from here?’ And I said, ‘Well, where do you think we should go 
from here?’ He said he wanted to stay away from lethal control, 
and that was fine with me.”

Stevens tells the story a little differently. He worried the 
wolves would attack again and suggested moving the sheep band 
to a different allotment. Williamson convinced him otherwise. 
“Let’s use every trick in the bag,” Stevens recalls him saying. Years 
before, when Lava Lake lost its first sheep to wolves, Stevens 
purchased cracker shells and rubber bullets to use as deterrents. 
He added guard dogs, and had the herders trained to erect turbo 
fladry—electrified wires strung with flags, resembling those used 
in car lots—around the sheep bands. Eventually, Stevens hired 
more herders for a night watch. But the “trick” Williamson 
suggested—telemetry—was far more advanced than anything 
Stevens had used. Wildlife Services had fitted several wolves in a 
nearby pack with radio collars. Herders, now, could estimate the 
wolves’ location and distance from the sheep band by pointing a 
receiving unit in the pack’s direction and listening for a frequency. 
If the signal was loud, a wolf was close. 

When used at once, the techniques worked. (The ranch has 
had no wolf attacks since 2005.) But deterrents at Lava Lake hardly 
kept predators from wandering onto other ranches. The next 
summer, wolves that frequented the Beans’ private allotments 

killed 13 sheep on an adjacent ranch. The rancher ordered the 
wolves shot, and the regional director of Wildlife Services asked 
Stevens for permission to hunt the wolves on Lava Lake property. 
Stevens refused. “You’re making this a lot harder on the other 
ranchers,” he recalls the director saying. When I asked Williamson, 
who has since retired from the agency, about the incident, he told 
me, “I respected Mike for that. But you have to understand, there 
are a lot of people who think the only good wolf is a dead wolf.”

Stevens admits he was fully aware of the ranchers’ predicament. 
But his refusal to allow lethal control on Lava Lake was pragmatic. 
“We were not starry-eyed about any of this,” he said. “If we were 
perceived as predator-killers, regardless of how much good work 
we were doing, we would lose respect in the valley. We didn’t 
have time to argue, ‘well, do wolves belong in this ecosystem?’ 
They were here, and we knew what the community fallout would 
be if we didn’t attempt to coexist.” 

In the spring of 2007, Stevens learned that a new set of wolves, 
named the Phantom Hill Pack, had made a den on a Lava Lake 
allotment, just north of Ketchum. This time, Williamson advised 
him to abandon the area. Stevens agreed, but nervously. “All those 
wolves had to do was walk across the highway to another sheep 
operator and get shot,” he said. Upon hearing the news, Stevens 
phoned several of his colleagues. Among them was Suzanne Stone, 
the Northern Rockies coordinator at Defenders of Wildlife, with 
whom Stevens collaborated frequently. According to Stone, 
Stevens was shaken. “You don’t see Mike get flustered very 
often,” she told me, “so you definitely pay attention when he is.”

On a cold early morning in February, 
Stevens took me to Lava Lake. He hardly makes 
the drive anymore, since he began full time at 
Pioneer Mountain Group. He travels frequently. 
But this morning, he wore heavy boots and a 

faded down jacket. A gas station south of Hailey blasted Abba as he 
filled the tank—“usually it’s ’80s death metal”—and we continued 
south to Craters of the Moon. 

The ranch meets the craters on the Snake River plain. Here, 
over millions of years, lava erupted from volcanic fissures and set 
into vast, dark flows pocked with cones of hardened magma. To 
avoid Shoshone territory, travelers on the Oregon Trail skirted the 
craters to the north, emerging at the center of what is now Lava 
Lake Ranch. “Twenty-thousand people and all their animals in 
25 years,” said Stevens, pointing to the route, a small notch in the 
mountains. “Can you imagine the impact?” 

The ranch’s entrance was an unmarked turnoff on an empty 
road. Stevens’s truck rattled over frozen heaves, scaring a Chukar 
bird from the sagebrush. At the confluence of two drainages 
stood the main ranch, a hodgepodge of corrals, a lambing barn, 
a yurt where the Beans stay on visits, and an old house where 
Tim Bennett, the farm manager, lives with his family. We parked 
past the house, and Tim came to greet us. He shook hands with 
Stevens, who asked about the farm. Everything was fine, said Tim, 
who wore only a sweatshirt despite the cold. Stevens pointed to 
the drainages and the ridgelines where sheep would graze come 
spring. (The flock spends the winter in California.) Sagebrush 
poked from white, wind-scoured hills. “Not much snow,” he said 
to me. “It’s a little alarming.” 

We stayed only a short time at the ranch and headed west 
to Carey, a town largely emptied since a Kraft plant closed and 
many ranchers sold their operations. “Carey is the community 

that matters,” Stevens told me. The town, set on flat bottomland 
between the Pioneer Mountains and the Craters of the Moon, is 
at the center of two million private, developable acres—essentially 
an island amidst vast stretches of public land. Among Stevens’s first 
projects at the Pioneer Mountain Group was the Pioneer’s Alliance, 
an assembly of landowners, nonprofits, and agencies in the Carey 
region whose purpose, aside from revitalizing the community, is 
to encourage landowners to place their private holdings under 
conservation easement. A dozen have already done so.

We stopped in Carey at the city hall to meet Vonnie Olsen, 
a councilwoman with whom Stevens works at the Alliance. 
Olson had large painted eyes and frosted hair. She was sitting at 
a table in the council chambers, sorting through a stack of faded 
photographs. “I just had to show you these, Mike,” she said. 
“I found some gems.” Stevens looked for a moment but was 
distracted by something more serious: An article in the local paper 
had quoted one rancher calling another “crooked” for earning 
$4 million in an easement deal. (The money, which came mostly 
from the Nature Conservancy and a federal conservation program, 
reimbursed the rancher for value losses he incurred when he gave 
up development rights on his property.) “What landowner is 
going to stand up if they have to deal with allegations that they’re 
corrupt?” said Stevens. Olson rolled her eyes. “That’s the kind of 
thing we deal with all the time,” she told me. 

Olson admitted that she and Stevens don’t always agree. But 
when I asked for an example, she struggled to find one. “For one 
thing,” she said, “Mike doesn’t send out his herders with rifles. If I 
was out there, I’d want a rifle.” I asked if that had anything to do 
with wolves. Olson sighed; Stevens shook his head. “I don’t think 
we’re ever going to solve the wolf controversy,” she said—then, 
speaking figuratively, “If you let wolves become part of efforts like 
these, it will consume and destroy things.” 

I n the intermountain West, there is, perhaps, no 
question more incendiary than what to do about wolves. 
The conflict, centuries old, was psychological before it was 
political. Wolves are the classic villains of storybooks, and 
the crimes they commit in fiction—eating young children—

are based more on fear than fact. But as long as cows and sheep 
have grazed the carnivore’s territory, wolves have hunted them. In 
1906, a wealthy bunch of Western ranchers made wolf eradication 
a government priority, and the Bureau of Biological Survey, now 
the Fish and Wildlife Service, took on the task. Twenty years later, 
the last wolf in Yellowstone National Park was killed. 

When the Endangered Species Act passed Congress in 1973, 
wolves were among the first to make the list. A team of biologists 
and policy makers assembled a plan to reintroduce wolves to the 
West, and in 1995 and 1996, after navigating strident opposition 
in the Idaho state government, released 66 individuals into central 
Idaho and the Greater Yellowstone Area. The recovery worked 
faster than anyone expected. Eight years later, the population 
exceeded 600, more than twice the recovery team’s original 
goal. But when the Fish and Wildlife Service tried to reduce the 
wolf’s status from “endangered” to “threatened,” environmental 
groups sued and won, alleging that the agency’s initial goals were 
arbitrary. The decision to “down-list,” they said, must be based on 
the “best available science.” 

Stevens grew visibly frustrated when he recalled the story: 
“Here you had the most successful population recovery in the 
history of the Endangered Species Act, and environmentalists said 

Williamson met Stevens in the 
field that same day. “It was ob-
viously wolves,” Williamson 
told me, recalling the incident. 
“They’re sloppy killers. They 
bite, they chew.”
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it wasn’t enough. Yeah, sure, they should be able to use good 
science to redefine their goals. But it just looked like they moved 
the goalposts. And all that did was radicalize people again.” Several 
years later, when the Fish and Wildlife Service proposed delisting 
the wolf altogether and some of Stevens’s closest colleagues—
among them, Suzanne Stone—engaged in a long legal battle, 
Stevens carefully evaded the issue. “We were there to solve 
problems in a specific place, with specific operators, with specific 
sets of wolves,” he told me. “We were not about shaping the 
delisting discussion or making editorial commentaries about 
predator control.” 

But in 2007, when the Phantom Hill Pack made its den on 
a Lava Lake allotment, Stevens was forced to confront the issue 
again. On a sunny day, one wolf was spotted as it sprawled on the 
shoulder of a road. Library-goers, on another occasion, noticed 
the pack resting on a hillside above town. Anyone curious as to 
the wolves’ whereabouts could follow them on Twitter. A typical 
tweet, posted on May 12, 2009, read, “@phantomwolves The 
mid-May snow broke just in time to catch a view of a young 
male Phantom herding 4-5 elk along the hillside.” A week later, 
another post linked to a photo of a young wolf watching as the 
alpha male, named “Papa,” tugged at an elk hide. “Yearling needs 
a name,” read the tweet. “Suggestions?” 

It was this emotional engagement in the issue that concerned 
Stevens most. “We couldn’t be responsible for such a highly 
visible pack getting killed,” he said. Stevens also knew that Lava 
Lake’s sheep bands would have to return to the same allotment 
the next season in order to keep the animals spread across a large 
area and minimize their impact. When Stevens and Stone spoke 
by phone in 2007, they decided to start a new alliance of ranchers 
whose operations neighbored the wolves’ territory. The Wood 
River Wolf Project, funded mostly by Defenders of Wildlife, 
would send teams into the field to erect fladry around the bands, 
tell with telemetry when wolves were near, and stay overnight if 
necessary. The ranchers, said Stone, saw little cost for themselves 
and were quite willing to participate. 

One evening in July of 2008, not far from the Phantom Hill 
Pack, three field assistants were nearly done assembling fladry 
around a sheep band when they noticed a straggler dashing 
frantically toward the pen. A wolf had chased it but retreated 
when it came near the fence. The local paper, Idaho Mountain 
Express, touted the incident as proof of the project’s success. But 
the next summer, when field assistants accidently left a dozen of 
the same rancher’s sheep outside the pen, wolves killed all 12. The 
rancher, John Faulkner, called for lethal control.

“I remember it like it was yesterday,” said Williamson, recalling 
the incident. “He had dead sheep lying around the mountains, 
and he wasn’t happy. So I got him on the phone and said, ‘John, 
hear me out. We can go in there and kill a wolf—that’s not a big 
deal. But we need to think about consequences.’ I said, ‘John, 
everybody in Ketchum would like to see your sheep allotments 
go away. I think we could buy you kudos by trying nonlethal 
control.’ And he said, ‘Rick, if that’s what you think we should 
do, that’s what we’re going to do.’”

When I asked Stevens about his own feelings toward wolves, 
he responded cautiously. “I’ve heard wolves talked about as a kind 
of Zen riddle,” he said. “If you want to have wolves, you need 
to shoot wolves. People living near them need to feel a sense of 
control in case a problem becomes chronic. Wolves are dogs—
they’re going to reproduce. Ultimately, the goal is to make the 
population stable enough so that if a wolf is shot periodically, it’s 
not the end of the world.” It seemed, he said, that some ranchers 

and environmentalists were finding middle ground. Recently, 
Stevens spoke with a rancher who regretted ordering a wolf 
pack shot after it repeatedly attacked her sheep. “She told me she 
wasn’t sure we’re accomplishing much by killing entire packs. 
What we’re doing is opening up the territory to new, untrained 
wolves, rather than figuring out which individuals are a problem, 
and removing them if necessary. That had a big impact on me.”

But whatever truce Stevens sensed did not last long. In 2009, 
despite a string of environmental lawsuits, wolves in Idaho were 
taken off the endangered species list. In June of that year, a car hit 
the Phantom Hill Pack’s alpha male, and in October, a month 
after wolf-hunting season opened, a hunter shot a young female 
known as Jewel to her Twitter followers. A subsequent article in 
the Mountain Express garnered 537 online comments within a few 
days: “It really amazes me how the wolf-worshippers have worked 
the clueless into believing that wolves are on some god-like level;” 
then, “this just makes me absolutely sick!!!!!” and “isn’t anyone 
tired of this bloodbath?” 

O ne morning in February, Stevens drove 
me into the Pioneers east of Carey. We passed 
ranches with impressive gates and fields marked 
by wire fencing. Grass stems poked from crusted 
snow. “I think the biggest misunderstanding of 

collaborative approaches is that the arc goes something like this,” 
he said. “Very different people learn to trust and like each other and 
develop a common vision and achieve it together. But that doesn’t 
happen often. People are rooted in their own perspective, and 
you’re not going to change that. You’ve got a fourth-generation 
Mormon rancher from Carey. The expectation isn’t that he gives 
up any part of his identity while he works with someone from an 
urban environment with a completely different worldview.”

Even if ranchers in Carey shared a part of Stevens’s and the 
Beans’ philosophy, it is unlikely they would have the means to 
implement it on the same scale. This is a criticism Stevens hears 
frequently. “I work with a real recognition that we have it really 
good—that not everyone can do what we’ve done,” he said. 
Likewise, people will ask Stevens if Lava Lake is a “model.” He 
calls it the M word. “I don’t fundamentally believe in models,” 
he told me. “They’re a very linear, point-driven approach.” He 
considers the ranch to be a distinct case from which others may 
draw ideas and inspiration. 

Stevens stopped the truck where the snow grew deep and 
flattened a map onto the hood. He pointed to the east, to where 
he lost his first sheep in 2002, then slightly north, to the bottom 
of the Muldoon Basin. There, several years ago, he helped load 
lambs into a truck bound south. Jim Peterson, the rancher who 
owned the operation previously, was there. After the lambs had 
been loaded, Peterson shoved his shepherd’s staff toward Stevens, 
insisting that he take it. 

“I will never get higher praise,” said Stevens. “We weren’t 
going to see eye to eye on wolves, but he still cared about those 
lambs.” 

Sierra Crane-Murdoch ’!" is a writer based in Colorado. On her 
way home from reporting this story, she found a dead-end road on the 
Idaho-Utah border and slept in the back of her car. She woke, just past 
midnight, to a pack of wolves howling a few dozen yards away.


