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About This Book
Enclosed are the opening chapters of Uniquely Dangerous, a work of investigative journalism that
took eight years to complete.
The central character, Douglas Spink, cooperated with this project by providing details and
documents to back up statements he made. But this isn’t an authorized biography. Spink wasn’t
given the opportunity to review Uniquely Dangerous before it was published in April 2018. And he
says he’s decided against reading it in the months that have passed since the book was released,
because it’s too painful to relive the events chronicled on these pages.
Given the nature of the topic, Spink isn’t the only one who won’t be able to go there.
But for those who can, hard cover copies of the book are available in Canada and the USA from
independent retailers, and on Amazon. It’s also available in electronic format worldwide.

USA
https://www.amazon.com/Uniquely-Dangerous-Carreen-Maloney/dp/1732065403
Canada
https://www.amazon.ca/Uniquely-Dangerous-Carreen-Maloney-ebook/dp/B07BPRHZLR

Copyright © 2018 by Carreen Maloney
All rights reserved
ISBN 978-1-7320654-0-6 (hard cover)
ISBN 978-1-7320654-1-3 (ebook)
First Edition

Author’s Note
What follows contains spoken and written material from many sources. It has been attributed and
retained in its original form, including grammar, spelling, style inconsistencies or errors.
Any omissions for clarity or relevancy are indicated with ellipses. The primary style guide used was
Chicago Manual of Style, and any deviations from it were mine alone, not the work of the precise and
knowledgeable Frances Peck, who was the main editor of this book. Most sources have allowed me
to use their real names. Where names have been changed to protect sources, aliases have been
noted.
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REVIEWS
What journalists are saying about Uniquely Dangerous
Gordon Sinclair Jr.
Carreen Maloney honored the best of journalistic principles and ideals in the researching and writing
of a subject most others in her craft simply dismiss with a sensational headline and a titillating lead,
if that. She pursued the story of Douglas Spink, an outspoken zoophile and, as it turned out,
a complex, contradictory character with a brilliant mind. But she did that without judgment, relying
instead on an open mind, an investigative zeal and, almost before she began, a sense of a story that
needed to be told. All of which leads in the end to something Maloney never imagined in the
beginning: a groundbreaking study by a psychologist that underscored the importance of Maloney’s
mission to separate ignorance and bias from fact and reason.

Peter Ladner
This book is a fearless investigation into a personal tragedy that grew out of our society's inability to
be honest about our complex relationships with animals. If someone loves them in an unorthodox
way, it's cruelty. If someone castrates, brands, skins, confines or kills them, it's just ordinary
behaviour. The glaring injustices in Doug Spink's story force the reader to examine society's ability
to ignore human and constitutional rights when emotional revulsion takes over. It's an important
story, written with clarity, professionalism and meticulous attention to detail. And it reads like a
crime thriller.

Malcolm J. Brenner
If you are interested in the psychology of human sexual deviance, this book will provide useful
insights. Similarly, those concerned with loss of personal freedoms and the erosion of privacy will
find a story that illustrates their worst fears. If you like tales of personal will and courage in the face
of overwhelming odds, you'll cheer Spink's outspoken defiance. And if you simply admire a riveting
piece of journalism about a taboo subject, Maloney won't disappoint you.

Ron Fine
Through meticulous research and expert wordcraft, Uniquely Dangerous dives beyond the sordid
tabloid headlines to expose the hidden world of zoophiles, or 'zoos' - people who have sexual
relationships with animal species. Focusing on the shocking story of Doug Spink, whose life was
shattered when his proclivities came to the attention of the authorities, Uniquely Dangerous
transcends the story of just one man. It is an exploration of the human condition, a hugely
significant (dare I say seminal?) work of journalism that forces us to ask uncomfortable questions
about ourselves as individuals, and society as a whole. Beyond the socio/anthropological
implications, it's a flat-out good read by a skilled writer at the top of her game. The characters are
vividly fleshed-out, some situations come across as stranger than fiction, and every chapter seems to
end on a cliffhanger.
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In Memory of Hiromi Monro

This book is dedicated to the animals
who are killed by humans
when their secret lives with zoos are discovered.

PREAMBLE

Ever since this whole thing started, there’s a question I get asked a lot.
Why did I pour time, energy and resources into this story? Of all the remarkable tales
waiting to be told, why choose one that most people wouldn’t be motivated or willing to write?
Or perhaps even to read?
I don’t have a complete answer yet. I hope it comes to me in time.
In part, my desire to write this book gathered momentum because no one else wanted to do
it. Someone had to set words to a story practically begging to be told.
That probably still wouldn’t have been enough to suck me in if it hadn’t happened close to
where I used to live. The animals who were seized landed at my local shelter, an organization I’ve
written about extensively for more than a decade.
Sometimes you follow the story not knowing why. You follow it simply because it’s there.
You follow it because that’s what a journalist is trained to do. You aren’t supposed to worry about
where it’s going, or what you’ll find when you get there. Just knowing it’s leading somewhere should
be enough to keep you on its trail.

UNIQUELY DANGEROUS / CARREEN MALONEY

4

CHAPTER 1
The Raid
_______________________________________

The road was well paved but not well traveled.
Driving up Reese Hill was enchanting in a fairy-tale sort of way. The narrow blacktop
curved up the gradual incline through dew-soaked forest. Occasionally large, newish houses
appeared, built into clearings.
Doug Spink’s old one-room cabin—the place that caused all the controversy—was right at
the top of Reese Hill Road. A dead end.
The secluded twenty-two-acre property overlooked a patchwork quilt of farms in
Washington’s Sumas Valley. It was there, about five miles from the Canadian border, where Spink
had settled with his family of horses and dogs.
For the thirty-nine-year-old, it made sense to live where the street stubbed out. It was the
highest roost on the road. “There’s no line of sight for sniper fire,” he used to say. “That matters
when you are someone like me.”
Recently released from prison, the tech company owner, encryption service provider and
former stud farm operator was on probation for his part in a cross-border drug-smuggling operation.
But that’s not what he meant by “someone like me.” Spink was also a known zoophile, or “zoo”—
an outspoken member of a mostly covert community of people worldwide who form their primary
social and sexual bonds with animals.
Spink felt that being identified by authorities as a zoo was reason enough to be vigilant.
Hypervigilant, even. But he also believed he had other reasons to be concerned for his safety, and for
that of the horses and dogs he called family.
For one thing, there was the cross-border custody dispute over ownership of a champion
show jumping horse. “My life and my barn were plundered,” he said of this conflict. “It has been
open season on my life and my home, and I’m not allowed to protect myself.”
For another, there was his belief that the federal government considered him dangerous
because of his encryption expertise. He backed up that claim by referring to a US Probation and
Pretrial Services poster that was sent out by his probation officer and circulated among law
enforcement officers before the raid. The poster included Spink’s mug shot, a map and a list of items
to search for. First on the list were:
All electronics: computers*, storage devices, video equipment, thumb drives, CD, DVD,
laptops, cell phones, blackberries, wireless devices, ipods, routers, servers
*if a computer is found, contact me before you touch it. They need to be treated
different.*

Spink’s feelings of vulnerability led him to decorate his property in a style meant to deter
trespassers. A plastic skeleton left over from Halloween hung from one tree. A grinning fake skull
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was affixed to another. If that wasn’t enough, a typed two-page note in capital letters was laminated
and nailed to a tree near the entry gate, which he always kept locked. Its warnings included this:
THERE ARE SERIOUS PROTECTION DOGS PATROLLING THIS PROPERTY 24/7—
NONE LESS THAN 100 POUNDS, ALL TRAINED IN OBEDIENCE AND SCHUTZHUND
WORK. THEY LOVE AND RESPECT THEIR FRIENDS, BUT RARELY WELCOME
STRANGERS. THEY ARE LICENSED, WORK AS A PACK, HAVE GOOD EARS,
AND THEY RUN VERY FAST DURING A CHASE. HOW FAST CAN YOU RUN?
IF YOU DO NOT HAVE AN INVITATION TO ENTER THIS PROPERTY, DON’T CROSS
THIS LINE. ANYONE DOING SO IS AN ILLEGAL INTRUDER AND SUBJECT TO
INTENSIVE PHYSICAL RESTRAINT AND EJECTION. ONLY THEN WILL WE CALL FOR
YOUR AMBULANCE RIDE.

People called Spink paranoid, but he called it prudent.
Even with these elaborate security measures in place, Spink had grown reluctant to leave his
property. He holed up there for weeks at a time. Periodically, he would venture out to pick up
supplies for himself and his animals. He would wait until nightfall. Then, once neighboring houses
were dark, he’d climb into his green 1992 Chevy Suburban and slowly drift down the hillside,
headlights off. His truck was barely visible as it slid through the inky rural darkness.
He suspected that one day the authorities might come up the road for him. Which is why he
added a warning meant specifically for law enforcement to the note nailed up near the property
entrance. From the police, Spink demanded advance notice in the form of a telephone call, and a
warrant: “If you do not have such an order, don’t cross this line.”

Shortly before 10:00 a.m. on April 14, 2010, Douglas Spink was three hours into a sound sleep
when nineteen federal SWAT team members arrived unannounced. It was the shouting and
pounding at his door that startled him awake. When he opened the door, still groggy, he saw a stack
of shiny automatic weapons pointed at him. There were officers from the United States Probation
Department, Federal Bureau of Investigation, United States Marshals Service, Whatcom County
Sheriff ’s Office and Whatcom Humane Society. In all, about thirty law enforcement officers went
to the top of Reese Hill Road to take Spink in.
His seven large-breed dogs, some trained to protect him, scrambled out of the cabin through
their own door, and were soon running loose along with the four horses.
Spink’s protective instincts for his dogs were as quick as theirs were for him. He shouted
commands, one dog at a time, to settle them down. “Wiskey, easy, Wando, easy, Ruben, easy, Rugi,
easy, Buji, easy, Lazarus, easy, Jaxon, easy...”
“It’s a miracle they didn’t get shot,” he recalled later.
But there would be no shots fired. No dog attacks. Not even mild resistance from Spink.
The authorities agreed he was polite and compliant. Police didn’t even need to frisk him, because he
was stark naked. The government may have considered him dangerous, but the only items officers
found during their search that they tried to classify as weapons were a couple of pocket knives and a
box cutter.
The media wasn’t far behind law enforcement. On cue, news helicopters hovered above
Spink’s place like buzzards circling a fresh kill. Blue tarps attached to the cabin that sheltered a
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makeshift outdoor sitting area made the target easy to spot. That’s what stood out from above:
the rooftop of the little cabin, and the blue tarps attached like wings.
Paul Peterson, a former US Air Force fighter pilot and international investment banker, and
one of Spink’s former business partners, was watching television in Portland, Oregon, that day.
“The news came on and it was a helicopter view of his home,” recalled Peterson. “And you know it
isn’t good when the caption underneath calls it a ‘compound.’”
News outlets in Washington State were the first to report on the raid, but the lurid details
caused the story to go viral worldwide: former cocaine smuggler caught running a bestiality farm
featuring horses, dogs and—most peculiarly—Vaseline-slathered mice.
The story stunned and transfixed the general public. It shook the line that divided man from
beast.
Readers and viewers who lived in the area were repulsed by the case, but also curious and
captivated at the same time. Despite their declarations of revulsion, they found a way to gossip
through the “ick” factor, telling crass jokes and marveling at what had happened just up the road in
sleepy Sumas, right there in Whatcom County.
The trading of rumors would linger much longer in the region than the breaking news.
The event was too scandalous for prolonged coverage. News editors wouldn’t assign investigative
teams or pullout features. Reporters wouldn’t even reply to the emails Spink sent them in an effort
to have his say.
Yet the raid that morning, and the headlines it generated, were far from the end of the story.
And even farther from the beginning.

CHAPTER 2
Valuable Target
_______________________________________

The police allowed Spink to get dressed. He put on a sweatshirt, cargo pants and tennis shoes
before being handcuffed and loaded into a black SUV driven by US marshals. He was whisked away
to SeaTac, a federal detention center south of Seattle. It was a place he was familiar with— SeaTac
was where he’d done his pre-sentencing time five years earlier, after the arrest that involved cocaine.
“On the way down to SeaTac, I was tired,” he recalled to me later. “And I was worried for
the dogs. I was not worried for the horses. All they needed was hay a few times a day, and they were
fine on the property. They had water from the spring, self-refreshing. But I knew I had a great
support network to make sure they were all okay.”
During the 130-mile drive, Spink wasn’t nearly as worried as he would have been had he
known what was transpiring back on Reese Hill Road.
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Doug Spink wasn’t the only person inside the tiny cabin on the morning it was raided. A British
tourist named Stephen Clarke was there too. Clarke was on the tail end of a three-day stay at
Spink’s, the last of several stops he’d make on a tour around Canada and the United States.
Spink had fallen asleep at seven that morning under the impression that his guest was leaving
around ten. When the authorities descended at quarter to ten, they entered the property easily
because Clarke had left the gate open—the gate that Spink was always diligent about locking. While
Spink was dealing with the police swarming outside, Clarke hung back inside the cabin. Spink
thought Clarke seemed unsurprised by this alarming turn of events.
Clarke had been taking vacations to the United States for ten years. Spink had never met the
fifty-one-year-old UK citizen in person prior to this visit, but they weren’t total strangers. They had
friends in common. And for years, both had frequented the same internet chat forums for zoos,
where Spink went by the nickname Fausty, and Clarke called himself KBE, short for Knot Big
Enough. Spink found Clarke bland and boring, but conceded that he had a way with dogs.
For Clarke, the idea of visiting Spink had begun forming months earlier. Spink often posted
photos on the chat forums, pictures of his dogs and horses lounging around the cabin and property.
The animals looked calm and relaxed with each other, and that atmosphere piqued Clarke’s interest.
Why travel so far to meet Spink? A report of a Whatcom County Sheriff ’s Office interview
with Clarke on April 29, 2010, after the raid, provided a glimpse into his mindset:
Clarke used to own 2 dogs. (Clarke very emotional discussing topic.) Fight between the
dogs broke out in a public place. There were allegations that he used unnecessary force
to separate them. The dogs taken away and put down.
Clarke could see that Spink managed many dogs without them fighting. Clarke’s goal
was to see how this was possible. Spink had some unusual views. Spink believed it was
possible for dogs to live together without a hierarchy—no alpha, superiors, inferiors, etc.
Spink provided no real explanation on the forum. During the visit, Clarke learned more.
Spink’s claim was simplistic, but it did work. Didn’t fully understand dynamics.

Clarke had many questions: Did Spink’s dogs—all intact males— get along? Did they ever
fight? How did Spink achieve harmony among them?
Spink enjoyed sharing his philosophies, and he liked people to observe the environment he’d
created for his four-legged friends. He was proud of it. But he was a study in contrasts. Fiercely
security conscious, he was cautious about allowing new people into his personal space. His beliefs
about animals had inspired threats of injury and death in the past. Plus he was on probation for his
role in a Canada-US drug-smuggling operation. But Clarke pushed all the right buttons.
He challenged Spink, practically taunted him, and said he didn’t believe Spink’s claims were
possible. Eventually Spink invited him to come and see for himself.
Before Clarke arrived, Spink informed him that living arrangements on his property were
sparse. The modest cabin was cramped, chock full of books and dogs, and not set up to
accommodate overnight guests. He gave Clarke two choices: camp outside, or sleep in the horse
trailer with the hay. But when heavy rains dumped on Sumas that week and Clarke showed up
without camping gear, Spink felt bad about making his visitor sleep outside in the wet, clammy cold.
He offered to let Clarke squeeze into the heated cabin. That’s where police found both men when
they descended on the property.
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“I thought next to nothing of Clarke,” Spink said. “He was leaving that day. I figured he’d
sneak out with his tail between his legs, not a peep more heard. That he’d whine about his visit
being spoiled by a SWAT raid at the end.”
That’s not what happened. Rather than disappearing, Clarke actually helped authorities
round up Spink’s animals.
“Clarke had been told he was free to leave, but remained on the property due to his rental
car being blocked in by patrol cars and Humane Society vehicles,” said a Whatcom County Sheriff’s
Office polygraph report from May 5. “Clarke had apparently been given the choice to walk away
from the property and chose not to.”
That seemed unusual considering Clarke was a suspect too. How much of a suspect became
clear when police saw his recordings.
Like Spink, Clarke had a lifelong interest in computers and technology. He was a computer
programmer until 1990, when he went into business for himself installing alarms and closed-circuit
video systems, and he was fanatical about encryption, a topic he talked about during his polygraph
exam (which indicated no deception). He even had his own method for creating a password. “Clarke
said he keeps all of his files encrypted,” the polygraph report noted, “and rips a news article out of
the newspaper and then picks a word or phrase for the password. Clarke stated this is his policy, so
if he ever got arrested, he would not have or be able to reveal the password. Clarke said when he
knew he was getting arrested at Spink’s house he dropped the news article on to the ground.”
Despite that, police were somehow able to view the recordings he made on Spink’s property.
Enforcement officers reported that they watched the tape from Clarke’s camera right on site shortly
after their arrival.
What they saw provided the most scandalous moments in the civil proceeding that would
unfold two months later in a Whatcom County courthouse: Stephen Clarke having receptive anal
sex with Doug Spink’s dogs. Clarke’s recordings landed the British visitor in handcuffs, and became
the key piece of evidence federal prosecutors would later use against Spink.

Spink used his camera too, but as a safety precaution. Up until a couple of days before the raid,
he took thousands of photographs depicting his animals and their daily routines—playing, eating,
sleeping. He took photos of the food he bought and served them. He wanted the treatment of his
animals documented for legal protection. “Radical transparency,” he called it.
Even as the raid was underway, his confidence didn’t waver.
“I was ready to fight,” he remembered, “to show that these thugs can’t just break into our
homes whenever they decide they don’t like what we’re saying. I was in the right. I was doing
nothing wrong. I was scrupulous about ensuring nothing illegal was on my property, ever. I knew
they had made a false jump on me, and I was ready and eager to turn the tables and show that this
shit needs to end.”
But he didn’t turn the tables. “How horribly, tragically, comprehensively wrong I was.
I could not imagine the horrors to come.”
The events that followed the raid of April 14, 2010—a series of prosecutions, trials and
incarcerations—stemmed from one key assessment: the federal government had labeled Spink
uniquely dangerous, a significant threat worth spending massive sums of taxpayer dollars to track,
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raid and prosecute. For years after the raid, the government continued to pour resources into
watching Spink’s activities. For a while, they monitored his every step using an ankle bracelet.
“This is, in the Government’s view, an extraordinary case—both in the nature of the
violations as well as in the special concerns presented by the defendant, Douglas Spink,” stated
federal government lawyers Susan Roe and Steven Masada in a sentencing memorandum later that
year.
What made Spink such a high-value target? Prosecutors and police weren’t alleging that he
was still involved in the drug trade. Were they going to these extreme efforts because he was a zoo?
That seemed unlikely, because animal welfare is the bailiwick of the state government, not federal.
“I knew they had nothing on me, so I’d be out in a few days and ready to rip into them for
this false start persecution,” Spink recalled. “I was prepared for that: what to say, what tools to use
to communicate, the counter-lawsuits to file. This was going to be the first time a zoo was able to
stand up and say: back the fuck off. You can’t arrest me for being who I am, and I will prove it.
I thought I was prepared.”
Spink believed he had done everything in his power to prevent his animals from being taken
away or harmed. He had faith in the American court system. And he didn’t see how he could lose
given the safeguards he had put in place.
He couldn’t have been more wrong.
“The last I saw of my life and family was out the rear window, and then it was gone.”
Doug Spink would never return home to Reese Hill Road.

CHAPTER 3
Inside Information
_______________________________________

For me, the Spink story didn’t start by reading salacious headlines. It began with BlackBerry pings.
The text messages were from staff at the Whatcom Humane Society, where I had
volunteered as an animal rescue writer for a decade. They said that a collection of animals had been
seized from a bestiality farm in Sumas. I lived less than a half-hour drive from WHS, and about the
same distance in another direction from Spink’s place.
I was dismayed by what I was hearing, and concerned for the animals. A bestiality farm was a
concept I hadn’t known to exist in real life. All the cruelty and torture people inflicted on animals,
and now rescuers had to worry about them being used as sex slaves too? As an animal lover, I was
appalled. As a journalist, I felt driven to find out the truth. I decided to start at the source of my
information: the Whatcom Humane Society.
I had visited dozens of shelters in various cities over the years, interviewing staff and
volunteers repeatedly on emotional topics such as overcrowding, euthanasia and the inevitable bouts
of compassion fatigue that set in as a result of the challenging, difficult work of animal rescue.
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I watched in the euthanasia room as animals’ lives were taken because there weren’t enough kennels
to house them, and I saw the psychological toll this took on staff. Many reported they never got
over it, even years after leaving the job. Anger, depression, substance abuse, even suicide attempts
(and sometimes completions) were the potential fallout. My stories about what I learned were
published in shelter newsletters and in magazines such as Modern Dog and Animal Sheltering.
As my local shelter, WHS had special significance to me. I’d written for and about the
society for ten years, and spent vastly more time there than I did at other shelters. It was my go-to
destination when I found stray and injured animals, as I often did.
In this case, WHS had taken custody of Spink’s seven large-breed dogs: two Great Danes,
two German Shepherds, a Rottweiler, a Bernese Mountain Dog and a rare South African mastiff
called a Boerboel. They also seized four stallions and thirteen field mice.
The dogs were split up between the two locations operated by WHS. Five went to the
facility at Irongate Industrial Park, where workers settled them into the back kennels farthest away
from public view. The other two were taken to the shelter’s Williamson Way location near the
Bellingham International Airport.
Three of the stallions were sent to a local farm. The fourth, the high- value show jumper
Capone, was sequestered in a boarding facility in another community whose location was kept secret
to deter potential horse snatchers.
The thirteen brown mice didn’t survive the ordeal. The day after the raid, Laura Clark,
executive director of the Whatcom Humane Society, requested permission from Whatcom County
Sheriff Bill Elfo to euthanize them on the grounds that they were injured and suffering.
Spink, when he learned of this decision, disputed this claim. He said the mice were fine
when he last saw them before the police rolled in. Since he couldn’t do much to prove that from
prison, one of his friends asked the authorities to conduct necropsies (animal autopsies) on the mice
to show they hadn’t been used for perverse purposes.
Permission was not granted.

The news stories about Doug Spink were astonishing. But after the initial headlines fizzled,
the media never investigated what was really going on, which made me want to do my own research.
I wondered what was behind the headlines, especially because there was a major hole in all the
stories—none of the reporters actually spoke to the man at the center of the controversy.
But before I was able to interview Spink, my research took me to the shelters. The first
WHS shelter I visited after the raid was the run- down structure near Bellingham Airport. Everyone
I encountered there was in a state of head-shaking disbelief. Like all shelter workers, the staff and
volunteers had witnessed extreme neglect and unimaginable cruelty. Being jaded was not unusual in
their line of work. But their reactions to this case were different from what I’d observed before.
They were worked up. Angry, shocked, confused, repulsed.
The story dug especially deep into the psyches of those who’d actually met Doug Spink,
the people who had regular contact with a man they thought cared so much about his animals.
In the small intake area attached to the shelter’s surgery bay, a worker named Joni Black pulled me
aside to talk. She grew teary-eyed when she told me she had met Spink while working at Northwest
Veterinary Clinic, in Blaine’s Birch Bay Square, where he’d brought his dogs for vet care.
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Three years earlier, Spink’s Golden Retriever, Rion, had sustained life-threatening injuries
during a fight with his other dogs over a package of sugar cookies. Black had driven Rion into
Canada for specialized veterinary treatment as a favor to Spink, who couldn’t cross the border
because he had a felony on his record. Her efforts were in vain. Rion didn’t make it. He died a few
days later of a cardiac event while still at the hospital. Back in Washington, Black comforted Spink
at the clinic as he sobbed over the loss.
Black shared with me an email in which Spink detailed his love for six-year-old Rion:
Right now I can’t even begin to envision a life without him by my side. I know that his
time with me was a blessing, a genuine gift. I know that no matter how long we were
together, it would never be enough. I know I’d lean on him for lessons in the graceful
beauty of life every day he was here, confident he’d be there tomorrow to lead me along
yet again. I know I’d never be ready to go on without him, even if he were here forever.
None of it makes me ready to face the mornings without him here. I loved him as deeply
as any being can love another being, as he did me.

Now, however, Black was upset and angry that she’d held this man in her arms and consoled
him, not knowing he would later be accused of operating a bestiality farm.
Joni Black wasn’t the only staff member from the Birch Bay veterinary clinic who recounted
these feelings. Another, who asked not to be named, said, “We really honestly believed he really,
really loved those dogs. But he is really good at fooling you, because we were all one hundred
percent convinced, and when this all came out we were entirely shocked and betrayed, you know,
it’s very sickening.”
Over the next several weeks, I visited both Whatcom Humane Society shelters several times,
and interviewed everyone who felt like talking. Among the people I spoke with was executive
director Laura Clark. I had interviewed Clark many times before. We weren’t friends, but we had a
mutually beneficial working relationship. She was quotable and enjoyed being in the limelight, and I
wrote stories in publications that showcased her work in animal welfare. Clark even nominated me
for a WHS Act of Kindness Award, which I received in 2006, a few months after returning from
rescuing animals in New Orleans following Hurricane Katrina.
But the civility that Clark and I had previously enjoyed was about to come to a halt.
Many times she made appointments with me to do the interview about Spink, but when I arrived at
the designated hour, she changed her mind and refused to participate. She’d see me heading her way,
tripod and camera in tow, and that was her cue to start yelling at me from across the parking lot.
“I don’t have time to talk about bestiality today, Carreen!” she would bellow.
Perhaps she was trying to embarrass me out of conducting an interview because of the topic.
Or maybe she thought I’d simply tire and give up after a while. Neither of those things happened.
I kept scheduling appointments and showing up for them until finally one day she agreed to appear
on camera. She refused to remove her baseball cap, which shadowed her face, but I went ahead with
the interview anyway.
Clark said the shelter was getting up to fifty calls per day from individuals and groups that
wanted to know what was going to happen to Spink’s animals. Numerous people were coming
forward with ownership claims. Her staff was in danger, Clark said, and needed protection.
I said that I believed it was important to take photos and get footage of the animals while
they were at the shelter for purposes of historical documentation. There was significance to this
federal case, and worldwide interest in the story. Clark assured me she would allow it, but not yet.
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The animals were stressed out from all they’d been through, she said, but promised the access would
happen soon.
That was the only time I would get Clark on camera talking about Spink. After I turned it
off, she told me a video seized during the raid contained a scene in which Ruben, the South African
Boerboel, was tied down and gang-raped, penetrated anally by more than one man. She said she
would arrange for me to view the tape. But she never did.
I eventually got the tape from another source. The scene described by Laura Clark was a
fabrication. Instead, the video showed a man—who authorities confirmed was Stephen Clarke—
receiving anal sex from three dogs. It was noteworthy that Clark had reversed the positions of the
man and the dogs, as well as the ratio, and had added in the tied-down detail. But I wasn’t sure yet
what the inaccuracies meant.

CHAPTER 4
Blue Tarps
_______________________________________

Once I learned of the raid on Doug Spink’s cabin, the story began to gnaw at me. What had
happened up there, and why? Who was this eccentric man linked to these activities? After more than
a week of interviewing and wondering, I realized that to get to the bottom of this story, I had to go
to the top of Reese Hill Road. I headed to the place the Huffington Post described as a “ramshackle,
heavily-wooded compound” and the Seattle Times dubbed an “animal sex farm.”
I told myself I would just do a drive-by, familiarize myself with the neighborhood. Maybe I
was kidding myself, because I put a freshly charged battery in my camera and brought along a spare.
As I turned to go up the hill, I imagined what Spink’s property would look like. I pictured a
large, tall fence, fortified gates, high-tech security systems.
Although it was a pleasant, sunny spring day, the farther I drove, the more ominous it felt,
as if I were being willingly lured into a trap. I was voluntarily headed for the snare. Straight into the
lair of a man who many had labeled dangerous.
When I got to the end of the road, it curved into a short bib. Then it was gone.
At the entrance to the wooded, mostly undeveloped twenty-two- acre property, I knew I
had the right place, because I recognized the blue tarps from the aerial footage taken by news
choppers on the day of the raid. I expected to find yellow police tape stretched across the entrance
to deter intruders, but there was nothing like that. There wasn’t even a gate; I didn’t know who had
removed it, or why. For a few minutes I sat in my car, absorbing my surroundings and summoning
my courage.
The property was peaceful, private and lush. Birds chirped sweetly. Just a few feet ahead,
three deer bounded by and disappeared into the trees, startling me momentarily from thought.

UNIQUELY DANGEROUS / CARREEN MALONEY

13

Leaving my Honda at the edge of the paved road, I cautiously walked the rest of the way in,
keenly aware that I was invading someone’s home, and that other people could be staying there.
Zoophiles? Drug smugglers? I had no idea what I would find.
The place felt eerie, as if the life had been sucked out of it. Which of course it had. It had
been more than a week since the raid, but it felt as if Spink and the animals had just been there.
As I approached the blue tarps, I noticed an old couch positioned underneath them to form
a seating area as if it was part of a regular living room. A mattress was on the ground. A shiny green
street sign announced that this was Stallion Drive. Around the property, fences had been fashioned
from tree branches. Enclosures for the horses had been created using red and blue twine left over
from hay bales.
There were trashed remnants of efforts to create a homemade flower garden—pebbles, rocks
and flowerpots made from old plastic food containers. A bucket half full of brussels sprouts lay in the
dirt. I wondered whom they had been intended for. A hammock was precariously positioned over
the edge of the bluff, suspended between trees high above the stream that wandered through the
property. It was obvious that the man who lived here was comfortable being outdoors, and that he
considered the land as much his home as any indoor structure.
Then, at the bottom of an incline, there it was: the infamous tiny cabin. I turned my video
camera on and slowly made my way towards it.
The building was rustic, but everything required for survival was there. Clothes were
suspended on hangers from the cabin’s eaves, presumably hand-washed and hung there to dry.
Plastic snap-together shelves were placed against the outer walls and protected by the roof overhang.
They were laden with supplies: utensils, coffee mugs, vitamins, food.
Electricity ran to the cabin via orange extension cords plugged into the power box near the
edge of the road. There was no running water. A camp shower hung on a tree.
The door was cracked open a sliver, not wide enough to see inside. I stopped and listened
for a few moments. Slowly, tentatively, I pushed it open.
When I look back at my shaky amateur footage, what stands out on the audio track is my
ragged, heavy breathing. Inhales and exhales. The soundtrack of my fear.
My hands were trembling. It took everything I had to keep myself focused on the camera’s
viewfinder. I had to keep reminding myself that the sounds of footsteps were my own.
The cabin was one cramped room. The doors looked salvaged from somewhere else because
they didn’t match the rest of the place. A table, a couch and a narrow bed filled most of the space.
The place was a mess. Insulation was torn from the ceiling and hanging down. Papers and magazines
were scattered about. Lying on the table was a large framed collage of different business cards,
all printed with Spink’s name and titles. As I stared at them, I realized they provided a history of the
various companies he’d been involved with. I thought the cards might help me track his career path
if I decided to go forward with telling this story, so I took a picture of them.
A whiteboard on one wall displayed a list of ideas for something called a “cross-species coop.” Animal-themed greeting cards were tacked up, along with a calendar featuring photos of
wolves. A vase of withered flowers stood on the table against the back wall, a hint of order that
looked out of place in the clutter.
Had Spink been living in chaos? Or had the police trashed his home during the five hours
they reportedly spent on the property? The answer came two years later, when Spink got out of
prison and produced numerous photographs he’d taken up to a couple of days before the raid. In the
shots, books lined up neatly on shelves. Dogs napped peacefully on couches. Everything was in its
place.
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Surveying Spink’s cabin, I was puzzled. This place didn’t look like a bestiality farm, or
whatever I imagined a sex-focused enterprise might look like. The little cabin could barely
accommodate one person comfortably. To view it as some kind of Hotel Haute Dog—
an international tourist destination—took a significant stretch of the imagination.
When I eventually spoke with Spink years later, he was indignant about the way his modest
home had been portrayed by prosecutors and the media. He believed his cabin was an ecologically
responsible way to live, particularly fitting for a man who, in the 1990s, had been an activist for
Earth First!, the self-described radical environmental group. He wanted to know: why were people
so appalled that he was living simply? When did that become a crime? For Spink, it was a dream to
live in a hand-built cedar cabin in the woods, crafted around 1930 by the original farmer, who cut
and milled the cedar on the property. He “had running water 24/7” in the form of the freshwater
stream that trickled through the property. “I was demonized because I was living this way,” Spink
told me. “How dare I go off the grid? Should I be living in an apartment or a condo?” He said he
chose the location for the dogs and horses.
At the hearing later that summer into whether Spink had violated his probation—the official
reason for his arrest on April 14—his attorney, Howard Phillips, submitted a memorandum to the
court defending his client’s sparse living arrangements. “Mr. Spink was released from prison with
nothing and he did the best he could to live a quiet life in humble condition[s] such as his small
cabin.”
When I left Reese Hill Road, I was plagued by questions without answers. My journalist’s
antenna was up. And I was more determined than ever to meet Spink’s animals and see what shape
they were in.

CHAPTER 5
Stall Tactics
_______________________________________

As the weeks following the raid ticked by, I began to suspect that Laura Clark had no intention of
allowing me to film or photograph Spink’s dogs and horses. It felt like she was slow-playing me,
stalling for time until the animals were no longer at the shelters.
My suspicions were soon confirmed. A few weeks after Spink’s arrest, Clark refused to talk
to me anymore, and told Whatcom Humane Society staff that, for the first time in ten years, I was
banned from both shelters. It was an interesting development. Whatcom County locals informed me
she was also spreading false rumors that I was trying to help Spink get his animals back to be used
for a bestiality ring. She ordered her staff and others to stop doing interviews with me, or else.
I wasn’t too concerned about the rumors. They were so ridiculous that I figured people
wouldn’t believe them. What really bothered me was not being able to find out what had happened
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to the animals. When the raid first happened, I was relieved they were safe. But that relief soon gave
way to concern.
Clark had told Susan Simmons, former president of the WHS board, that Spink’s dogs were
“deranged.” Was it true? If so, would there be attempts to find homes for them, or would they be
secretly euthanized because they were tainted by allegations of bestiality? I wanted to confirm the
demeanor and condition of the dogs for myself.
Stalling a journalist might not seem like a difficult feat for a shelter director to accomplish,
but Clark’s mission was complicated by the fact that I had independent relationships with workers
and volunteers.
Monty Apt was the employee who went furthest out on a limb to help. His courage didn’t
surprise me. I had known him for a long time, and he had a renegade spirit. Witty, compassionate
and dedicated to helping animals, especially dogs, he wanted to help me get the dogs on film. It was
an undertaking that was by no means risk-free. You could never be sure when people might be
coming and going to check on the animals. All we could do was mitigate the risk.
Two of Spink’s dogs—Rugi, the Bernese Mountain Dog, and Ruben, the South African
Boerboel—were staying at the Williamson Way shelter near Bellingham Airport. That was also
where the society’s administrative offices were located. We considered trying to get footage of those
dogs, but decided the chances of getting caught were too high. It would be nearly impossible for Apt
to get me in and out of Williamson Way undetected.
Instead, we focused on the Irongate shelter, where the other five dogs were housed.
There was one hour during the week that Apt thought was safer than other times, a momentary gap
in the foot traffic of a busy shelter.
He would surely be fired if we were discovered.
It wasn’t yet 5:00 a.m. when I pulled into the parking lot at Irongate. I had an hour max,
and that was pushing the envelope. My vehicle had to be completely out of the area by the time staff
started showing up.
Apt threw on the lights in the shelter and went about starting his work day. I set up quickly,
powering up my freshly charged equipment as fast as I could, not wanting to waste a moment of
precious time.
One by one, Apt brought the dogs out of their kennels and walked them by my camera so I
could film them. He followed the typical morning routine, which included putting the animals in
the outdoor runs for their morning constitution. I filmed Spink’s two German Shepherds (Wando
and Wiskey), two Great Danes (Lazarus and Bugi), and Jaxon, the Rottweiler.
Spink’s dogs were not deranged. I watched each dog for signs that they were demented or
behaving unusually. I petted each one of them as Apt brought them out. They were curious, social
and friendly, with healthy weights and shiny fur. They acted just like regular dogs.
As I filmed Apt caring for Spink’s animals, I interviewed him about the case. By the time
Spink’s cabin was raided, Apt had worked at the shelter for four years, and had a lot of experience
working with dogs. He was resigned that he was giving them the best he could, but caring for
vibrant, athletic dogs in confinement wasn’t an easy job. Frustration and kennel stress were setting
in. One of Spink’s Shepherds had bitten him in the knee, redirecting his frustration at Apt when
they walked through the noisy kennel area. The other bite incident involved a different staff
member, when the same Shepherd “scaled up and over the kennel door like it was nothing, and ran
up and bit her in the stomach,” Apt said. Neither bite broke the skin, but they did leave bruises.
One of the central questions on my mind for Apt was whether he believed Spink loved his
animals.
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“I’m sure he did,” Apt answered. “I mean, they’re all well cared for. But just not in the right
way.” Like others I’d spoken with at the shelter, he was upset. “For the first two days, I was
completely angry and distraught and didn’t know what to think of the whole thing. It’s on the same
level as molesting a child as far as I’m concerned. Just taking a dog’s innocence and betraying it like
that. It’s not right.”
One of the ways Apt dealt with his anger was to rename the animals. “Just because of what
it’s associated with,” he explained. “You know, the names they had when they were with that guy,
Mr. Spink.”
The media had reported that the field mice brought in from Spink’s property were slathered
in Vaseline. Apt didn’t know about the mice, but he said the two Great Danes had a substance on
them when they came in. It wasn’t Vaseline, because Vaseline is close to odorless, and the Great
Danes smelled strongly of petroleum. “Some sort of petroleum product just came right off them,”
he recalled. “Dennis did the baths. I told him he should use gloves, but he didn’t.”
By the time my hour at the shelter was up, I’d seen no sign that Spink’s dogs were
“deranged,” as Clark had suggested. However, they were clearly having a difficult time there, which
isn’t unusual for animals placed in that type of loud, crowded and confined environment. Large dogs
used to freely roaming wooded acreage as a pack, they were now crammed into small kennels, alone.
They were stressed out. One of the Shepherds was hoarse from barking so much. Another was trying
to scratch his way out of his cage.
I was able to see the remaining two dogs over at the Williamson Way shelter while they
were in kennels before Clark banned me from the WHS shelters, but it was during regular business
hours, and it wasn’t possible to film them under her watchful eye. Ruben, the South African
Boerboel, was taking confinement the hardest, which was not surprising given his breed. Boerboels
are livestock protection dogs. The males weigh in at 140 to 200 pounds on average, and they are
powerful enough to kill a full-size male lion. The Boerboel wouldn’t necessarily survive the fight,
but neither would the lion.
Locked up in a small kennel, Ruben’s mental state was starting to spiral. Photos I obtained
later using Freedom of Information requests show Ruben with a shunt in his shoulder. According to
staff, he sustained the injury during a fight with another dog while in the shelter’s care.
After my hour was up, I quickly packed up my recording equipment and beat it out of the
area before anyone spotted me.
At that point, I didn’t know where Capone was being kept, but I knew about the Whatcom
County farm where the other three stallions were staying. I tried to visit them on three separate
occasions, but each time I made arrangements with staff members to drive out there, Clark found
out about it, and instructed her staff not to allow me to see them.

While Laura Clark was stalling my attempts to film the animals, I was doing my own stalling of a
different sort.
I had planned to put together a magazine story about Spink.
I contacted Carrie Allan, editor of Animal Sheltering magazine and senior editorial director of the
Humane Society of United States, to see if she might be interested in running it. I had written other
freelance stories for the magazine, which is published six times a year by HSUS, America’s largest
animal welfare organization.
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Allan said yes, she would run the story. But each time her deadline approached and she
would politely inquire as to whether I’d finished the piece, I’d say I needed more time. I was still
trying to figure out what— if anything—to write. Finally she asked if I was ever going to get the
story done, or should she just drop it from the schedule.
I never did write the article for Animal Sheltering. The story was too complex to commit to
words early on, before I had figured out what I was dealing with.
At that point, I had no intention of writing a book, though that became the end result of my
investigative efforts. In those early days, all I had were questions, interviews and documentation that
I didn’t know what to do with, and a gut feeling that what I was seeing on the surface was just a
murky rendition of the truth that lurked underneath.

CHAPTER 6
Former Fiancée
____________________________________________

Putting together the puzzle of Doug Spink’s life meant talking to everyone I could track down who
was willing to speak about their time with him. Corinne Super was an important part of the picture.
Super had lived on the same property as Spink in Canada, before he was arrested for
smuggling drugs and went to prison. At the time of the raid on Spink’s cabin, she was fighting in
British Columbia civil court to gain custody of Capone, the champion show jumping horse who was
among the animals removed from Spink’s place. What’s more, she and Spink had been engaged—
at least, that’s how Spink described it.
Shortly after the raid, Laura Clark gave me Super’s cell phone number. I called to arrange an
interview at her farm in Langley, British Columbia. She was cautious and guarded. It took some
convincing, but she eventually agreed to let me come out to meet her. Mysteriously, she refused to
give me her address. Instead, she told me which road to take, and said I should call her when I got
close.
The day of our meeting, I jumped in my car and headed inland towards the small and quiet
Lynden-Aldergrove border crossing. After I entered BC, I got Super on the phone. She said to let her
know as soon as I’d crossed a small bridge. Then she would guide me in.
“Turn! Turn right!” she instructed when the time came. I turned into a long driveway,
and there she was, standing in the middle of it. She was tall, lean and long-legged, a cascading mane
of blonde spiral curls pulled back into a ponytail, and dressed casually in jeans and work boots,
typical attire for farm work.
It was sunny and warm that day, and we sat on a bench outside next to her indoor riding
ring. She talked about how hard the situation with Spink had been on her.
That turned out to be a consistent theme in the many interviews I conducted with Corinne
Super, both on camera and off. Over the next couple of months, we met numerous times at her
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farm. As she hauled straw, hay and grain, and fed and groomed her horses, I followed and watched
and asked questions. Sometimes I took notes; other times I audiotaped or videotaped the meetings.
“He’s shattered any kind of trust I would have for another person,” she said. “I don’t think I
could ever leave myself open like that again. He’s closed that. Which is too bad. It’s taught me to be
more careful.”
As time went on and I learned more about the contentious, tangled relationship between
Spink and Super, it became clear that these two people didn’t agree on much. But they did share
one resounding belief: that each had stolen away some of the other’s ability to trust people.

Corinne Super and Doug Spink met in 2003 at a stable in Pitt Meadows, a mixed urban, suburban
and rural municipality in the lower Fraser Valley, just east of Vancouver, British Columbia. Super
was a trainer at the facility, and both she and Spink rented stalls there for their horses.
Super, her then-husband, Mark, and their eight-year-old daughter lived in a log house in
nearby Mission, but in 2004 they bought a farm farther east in Chilliwack. They rented the stallion
barn to Spink, who moved into it with his dogs and horses, including the show jumper, Capone.
Another tenant rented the farmhouse. In time, the house tenant left, and Corinne and her daughter
moved in. Mark stayed behind in Mission.
During my interviews with her, Super repeatedly insisted that, contrary to Spink’s
statements, the two had never been romantically involved. Rather, they’d been friends and partners
in the horse world. “We were very much connected through the horses and through our common
love of the horses and riding, and just being barn crazy.”
I asked why Spink would lie about being engaged to her.
“To try and make me look even more scandalous, I’m sure, because I was married. When
Doug was in the barn and when we were friends with the horses, I was married.”
Besides, she said, Spink was gay.
Doug always made it very, very clear to me that he was gay. I certainly have it in letters,
I have it written that he wanted to be very clear that he wasn’t misleading me, that there
would be no chance of any kind of a romantic thing with him. . . . That he enjoyed my
friendship very much. I think he called me a beacon of light in a very tough time for him.
And he welcomed my friendship and my enthusiasm with the horses, and he enjoyed my
company, but that he was truly dedicated to his family, and that he was gay. He knew
he’d been gay for a long time. That was the difficult part he had with his ex-wife.
He went into long, lengthy discussions about it. I don’t know what his concern was to
make me crystal clear to understand that, I’m not truly quite sure why he would think
that that was an issue.

During their life together on the Chilliwack farm, Super had ample time to observe the way
Spink lived. She told me he was a “dog whisperer,” and would work in the barn with a pack of
canines surrounding him. “He’d be sitting in the middle with all the computers and stuff around,
and the dogs would all be laying around him in a bit of a powwow, like a sleepover.”
From what she saw, the dogs seemed fine, and they got along with each other. “They would
just all be laying at his feet. I think it was a bit unusual that you could have seven or eight fullgrown, oversized dogs living together, intact dogs. I don’t think that’s very common to be able to
have that many dogs together like that.”
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Over time, Super learned about Spink’s belief systems, which she found unusual. “He refers
to people as two-leggers. He says that there is a four-legged world, and there is a two-legged world,
and he only has use for the four-legged world. The two-leggers are nothing but an
inconvenience. The mainstream, the rules and our society and our culture is based around the twoleggers, and that is not where he belongs, so those rules don’t apply to him.”
Spink was a night owl, and extremely private. He always lived in the barn, she said, “because
he wanted to be with the dogs and the horses. He would always have a very private boundary,
he calls it the boundaries. . . . If the barn doors are shut, you do not enter under any circumstances.”
Thinking back on it, Super said, this was ridiculous, because it wasn’t Spink’s barn. Still, if the
doors were shut, “Do not enter. Period. If the barn doors are open, you are somewhat welcome, but
you have to announce yourself.”
Super was certain that Spink’s intensely private side must have made the raid on Reese Hill
Road a devastating, traumatic experience. “What just happened to him is his ultimate fear, that his
animals, his privacy, his dark secrets, his life, his stuff, will disappear, will be taken from him. What
just happened, I think, would be the ultimate hell, the ultimate demise.”
The recent raid was not the first time Super had seen Spink’s name connected with
bestiality, she said. She told me about being a witness on a police report filed with the RCMP in
Chilliwack regarding bestiality allegations against him. She said police came to her farm and took his
computer tower, though she wouldn’t give me documentation or an RCMP contact I could call to
confirm this. She described an interview room at the police station where she was shown a stack of
pictures that portrayed a man having sex with numerous animals. She identified the man (whose face
wasn’t shown) as Spink because she recognized the piercings on his genitals.
I asked her: how did she know he had piercings on his genitals if they hadn’t been in a sexual
relationship?
“He would go out to get the paper naked,” she said.

During our interviews, the subject Super spoke about most fervently was Capone, the prize-winning
show jumper she was fighting to gain custody of. As her twenty-two horses whinnied, romped and
nuzzled each other in the big barn and paddocks surrounding us, she talked about her dedication to
Capone and her love for him, reiterating that she desperately wanted him back. Spink hadn’t taken
proper care of the celebrity stallion, she said. (Spink later accused her of the same thing.)
Spink had purchased Capone in 1998, years before he met Super. What, I asked, was her
claim to the valuable horse?
She replied that she had paid Spink’s debts for him during their relationship, and had spent
upwards of $100,000 on Capone’s care. She didn’t produce receipts or other evidence of that
assertion, even though I asked for them several times. She said repeatedly that she would get them
to me later, but she never did. The only document she produced to back up her claims was an
ownership agreement for Capone. There was a telephone number I didn’t recognize written on one
of the two signature lines, but no signatures.
Super said that she had to rescue Capone to protect him from Spink, who she insisted didn’t
treat animals or people properly. She described him as a cold, calculating character with no moral
structure or empathy for any living being. “He cannot function in society safely, period. We are all
at risk. Whether you’re human, whether you’re animal, whether you’re a criminal, whether you’re
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white collar, he is a threat to every aspect of life. He cannot function out here. He is a danger to all
of us on every level.”
What motivates him? I asked her.
She stared at me intently and responded without hesitation.
“He cannot function within a routine, normal, respectable, law-abiding environment.
He has no respect for anybody, or regard for rules or authority. When you have absolutely no
respect and no regard, you have no guilt.”
She summed up her assessment with a layperson’s diagnosis: “He is a psychopath.”
Super had been searching for Capone for six months, and said she was about two weeks away
from finding him when Spink was raided. That raised a question, one of several I mulled over in the
coming months. How could someone know they were two weeks away from finding a horse if they
didn’t know the animal’s whereabouts, or whether they would ever find him?
Super also told me she’d shown up at the Whatcom Humane Society with a horse trailer to
collect Capone approximately an hour and a half after the raid on Spink’s property. Much to her
surprise and disappointment, Laura Clark wouldn’t give her the stallion. This was a high-profile case
involving a high-value horse, and Clark knew it. She wasn’t about to release the animal without legal
guidance.
The drive from Super’s farm in Langley to the Whatcom County shelter was at least an hour
in light traffic, plus there was an international border to cross. To reach the shelter in ninety
minutes, Super would have had to jump in her vehicle at almost the exact moment the authorities
had descended on Spink’s cabin. I asked her: how did she know so quickly that Spink had been
raided? Her answer: she saw it on the news.
If that was true, it was fortuitous timing. My hunch was that it was more likely someone had
tipped her off.

It was only later that I started to put the rest of the story together. In 2013, almost three years after
my first meeting with Super, I interviewed horse breeder Charla Wilder, owner of Valley View
Percherons (Percheron is a breed of draft horse). Wilder lived in Custer, Washington, less than four
miles from my house, and had sold Spink a horse named Little Joe, or L.J.
A straightforward, no-nonsense horse person, Wilder worked at the livestock auction in
nearby Everson, so I visited her there. In the main auction area, spectators sat on bleachers while
animals were put in front of a crowd of bidders. There were cows, pigs, sheep, goats and chickens.
I assumed many of these animals would be slaughtered for food. It was hard to watch their
frightened faces and know they might be on the way to their deaths. I took photos of the animals in
between talking to Wilder.
Wilder mentioned that Super had come to the auction house and filed a report of a missing
horse—namely, Capone—at the end of March 2010, a couple of weeks before the raid on Spink’s
cabin. Those missing animal reports get submitted to the Department of Agriculture office in
Olympia.
The timing didn’t feel random. Had someone advised Super to file the missing horse report
shortly before the raid? Was that why she was surprised when she showed up at the Whatcom
Humane Society with a horse trailer, only to leave disappointed and empty-handed?
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Whatever the circumstances, Super was resolved: she wasn’t giving up on getting custody of
Capone.
As she repaired fencing around her farm, she emphasized her determination in an interview
that ended with her on the verge of tears.
I’ve had very wise people ask me, why don’t you just walk away? Is it really worth it? Is it
really worth having that asshole in your life and on your tail? Why don’t you just walk
away? I said, you know what? Because I cannot get Capone’s face out of my mind.
I cannot stop thinking about him standing there and needing better. And I can’t stop
thinking about how I have to fight for him. He needs a voice and he needs help. And I
can’t walk away. I can’t. And that’s why you keep fighting.

She was glad that Spink had landed back in prison. “When Capone disappeared from my
barn, every day I prayed that this would lead to Doug going back to jail somehow.” To her, being
stressed was a small price to pay. “It’s worth living through this hell and this nightmare and this
torture and this stress and everything else. It’s worth it if it puts him back in jail. And it did.
He’s back in jail. So far the plan’s going according to the way we were hoping, and this is the next
hurdle, to get [Capone] home in the barn.”
Otherwise, the ordeal wouldn’t have ended, Super said.
At least now it’s ended. That’s what I have to remember, that this is all going according
to plan. Really, in a weird, twisted way, it’s all going to plan. He was supposed to go
back to jail. He did. And now I will just fight and get all the cards aligned the way they
should be to get Capone. That’s the way it’s gonna go. It’s the only way it can go. I don’t
care what kind of evil shit he pulls from the depths of the earth. I will battle it. No matter
what he throws at me, I’ll battle it. That’s all I can do.

CHAPTER 7
Sumo Wrestling
____________________________________________

Corinne

Super was in a state of euphoria as she drove her pickup truck north towards the
Canadian border on June 11, 2010. Reality was sinking in. A civil proceeding had just wrapped up in
a Whatcom County courtroom—Superior Court Judge Ira Uhrig presiding—and she had won.
The headiness of victory elated her; she was smiling and laughing almost the whole way, when she
wasn’t worrying about what she was going to do next.
Being towed in a horse trailer behind her was Capone, the champion show jumping stallion
worth millions of dollars. The celebrity horse had been released to her custody that afternoon.
After the decision came down, Super drove immediately to collect him from the secret location
where he was stashed, a farm in Arlington about fifty miles south of Bellingham.
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I was in the truck with her. I had interviewed her many times by now, so she agreed to let
me come along for the ride to document what happened next.
Super had to get Capone over the border and to her farm in Langley, British Columbia,
but it was near the end of the business day on a Friday, and she didn’t have his veterinary paperwork
ready for a border crossing. Neither had she made arrangements for a safe place to keep the valuable
stallion on the American side until she could secure the proper papers. Her lack of preparation
surprised me.
As Super got closer to Canada, her glee about winning custody of Capone grew tinged with
worry. She had no plan. I made a few calls to try to find somewhere to put the horse. The first was
to my husband, Hiromi Monro. We had founded and ran a wholesale plush toy business together
called Fuzzy Town, and stored our inventory in Ferndale, in a warehouse midway between
Bellingham and the border. I asked Hiromi if he’d mind getting equine supplies from the feed store
if we decided to keep Capone in the warehouse for the weekend. He happily agreed to help, and we
said our goodbyes.
“I love you,” I said.
“I love you too,” he replied.
I couldn’t have known then how important those last words would
become. My marriage to Hiromi would become one of the factors that wound up drawing me into
my investigation, and helped keep me there for almost eight long years.

“You don’t sound separated,” Super remarked after the call ended.
She was right about that. But indeed we were. Hiromi had a name for us: “separates.”
By now I had grown accustomed to sentiments like Super’s, people questioning whether we really
were separated, and whether we should be. Friends would see us out for meals together, laughing
and talking, and wonder what happened, why we couldn’t just work it out. We were rebuilding a
strong friendship that had somehow gotten lost as we traveled the journey of our marriage.
I met Hiromi Monro in Tokyo at the end of November 1996. He was one of twin sons born
in 1968 to a Japanese woman and an American man from Seattle. At home in both countries,
Hiromi had grown up in Japan until he was twelve years old, when he and his twin brother were
sent to boarding school in Massachusetts. After high school graduation, Hiromi attended the
University of Southern California’s School of International Relations before returning to Tokyo as a
man of twenty-two to begin a career in the film industry.
He was twenty-eight when I met him, just six months older than I was. It was sumo
wrestling that brought us together.
At the time, I was working as a reporter for the weekly newspaper Business in Vancouver.
I traveled to Japan for a two-week press trip organized to teach Canadian journalists about the
sport. Media coverage was already being courted for the upcoming Sumo Canada Basho scheduled
for June 1998 at Vancouver’s Pacific Coliseum. Our host on the trip was Chiyonofuji, master of the
Kokonoe stable and one of the most popular sumos of all time. “The Wolf ” was known for his
muscular stature and powerful throws. He was the fifty-eighth yokozuna (grand champion) of the
sport, with the third most championship wins in modern sumo history.
Chiyonofuji commanded a darkly handsome, mighty presence as he ushered the media
around the basho tournament and the grounds of his stable, which included a training ring and
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communal dining room for his team. The dining area was our last stop after the tour. The sumo
wrestlers wore loincloths and sported topknots as they served us their traditional dish of chankonabe,
a stew they eat in huge quantities to gain weight and prepare for battle. We sat cross-legged on the
floor around a long, low table in front of steaming bowls of soup packed with meat, tofu and
vegetables. I don’t eat meat, so I didn’t touch my sumo stew. I could tell it offended them, but I just
couldn’t do it.
On my last night in Tokyo, Hiromi attended the final press conference. He was working as
an assistant producer for Takeshi Kitano, also known as Beat Takeshi, an acclaimed comedian,
television personality, actor, author and film director.
When I spotted Hiromi across the room, I knew immediately he was going to have great
significance in my life. It’s hard to explain that feeling if you’ve never experienced it before. It just is.
I have a souvenir of the precise moment we connected. Heather Kirk, a friend from Tourism
Vancouver who had arranged the press trip, was hiding behind a potted plant and snapped a picture
that captured the first time we spoke. She knew it was a special moment. In the photo, it’s clear
from our faces that romance was already blooming.
Hiromi was quiet and reserved, but not shy. Although he didn’t say much, when he did
speak, everyone stopped and listened. He never wasted his air time with idle chatter; he spoke the
sage words of an old soul. I still recite his adages when I’m searching for advice to give someone:
“Never back a man into a corner. That’s when he fights the hardest.” And, “You can’t ask a man
with no legs to run.”
After the press conference, our group had plans to go to a nightclub called Muse. Hiromi
agreed to meet us there later, but we ended up in a VIP area at the back where he didn’t think to
check. It was only as I was walking through the club to find the restroom that I bumped into him as
he was on his way out because he assumed our group had left. If not for that fortuitous timing, it’s
unlikely we would have ever crossed paths again.
We spent the evening talking at a bar that played movies all night, and the next day we
walked around Tokyo until I had to go to the airport to catch my flight home. He asked if he could
visit me in Vancouver two weeks later. I happily agreed, completely taken with this mysterious man
from Japan.
Things moved quickly. In mid-December, he came to Vancouver for the weekend, and we
decided he would pack up his life in Tokyo and move in with me at the beginning of February.
Shortly after he arrived, he asked me to marry him. At first I wasn’t sure if he meant it, because he
started hyperventilating. I sat him down on the floor in our apartment, his back against the kitchen
cabinets, and held a small paper bag to his face to breathe into while he calmed down. I offered not
to take his proposal seriously if he wanted to take it back—no hard feelings—but he insisted he
didn’t want to take it back. A usually cautious man had decided to be spontaneous.
The next week, on a Friday afternoon that was Valentine’s Day 1997, we were married by a
justice of the peace. Hiromi wore a tuxedo, and I wore a poofy white wedding dress I bought off the
sample rack because there was no time to order anything. I figured it was the only time I’d get to
wear such an ornamental, impractical garment.
In the two and a half months since our first meeting, we’d spent just seventeen days in each
other’s presence, and exchanged a bunch of long emails and phone calls before agreeing to stay
together until death do us part.
We had many wonderful years together, Hiromi and I. He taught me patience and the
wisdom of biding time, and I taught him about spontaneity and taking chances. For a long time, it
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seemed like a fairy tale come true. There were challenges of course, as with all marriages, but they
seemed surmountable and rewarding.
But then we began to drift apart. We didn’t share common interests other than our business,
and I could feel our friendship eroding little by little. We didn’t have children to focus on (and the
long list of family activities that comes with having kids), so the drift was even more noticeable. We
were just two adults living in a house, who had begun to circle around, rather than connect with,
each other. The disconnect was palpable.
At year twelve, I asked for a separation to see if we could bring ourselves closer together by
taking some time apart. That sentence sounds ridiculous when I write it now, on another
Valentine’s Day exactly twenty years after our wedding. What was I thinking?
As long as I live, I can’t imagine making a decision I’ll regret more than the one to separate
from Hiromi. If there is such a choice waiting in my future, I shudder to imagine what it could
possibly be.

Corinne Super decided not to bring Capone to our toy warehouse. She was concerned he might slip
and break his legs on the concrete floor. Instead, a friend of mine got in touch with a family who had
an enchanting old wooden barn on a small farm in Lynden, conveniently close to the border.
They were happy to help. Being horse people, they were also pretty starstruck about having a
celebrity jumper hanging out at their place.
After we set up Capone in the barn, the family parked a tractor across the driveway, and let
it be known that they had guns and weren’t afraid to use them. They were determined not to let
Capone be stolen back for the purpose of bestiality.
Super couldn’t stay the weekend because she had twenty-two horses to care for back at her
farm in Langley. But she did cross the border to visit Capone both days. She also called several times
to check how the stallion was doing. One of those times I didn’t have my phone with me for about
an hour. When I finally picked it up, it was blowing up with missed calls from her. She was in a
complete panic that I couldn’t be reached and had become convinced that I was working with Doug
Spink. That I had taken off with Capone.
I calmed her down and assured her Capone was fine. I found it curious that she thought
Spink had enlisted my help. What was it about him that she believed would be so convincing to me?
Capone loved the old barn in Lynden. He ate and drank and relaxed in the large stall.
Other animals who lived on the farm stopped by to visit him—goats, sheep, ducks, chickens, a dog
and a cat. I could tell he liked having them around. The visits were so touching to me that I
videotaped them. What Capone loved most was when the farm people put a mare in a round pen
nearby. They knew he would enjoy the smell, sound and sight of her, and did he ever. He would
stick his head out a square hole in the side of the barn and whinny to her, and she’d whinny right
back.
Until this story, I knew nothing about horses or how to care for them. Now I know a little
bit more than nothing. Capone was fine with me entering his stall to clean it, and to give him fresh
straw for bedding. I brought him hay to nibble on and refilled his grain and water bowls. At night,
I slept on a lawn chair beside his stall to make sure he was safe.
Some people geld stallions because they claim they are dangerous and hard to handle.
Capone didn’t act that way, and neither did any of the other stallions I met while working on this
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book. He was gentle and sweet and affectionate, well socialized, and appeared to my eyes to be in
excellent health.
If only I could interview a horse. If any witness could speak to what life was like in the care
of Doug Spink, it was Capone.
On Monday, Super returned to load Capone into the horse trailer. I watched her truck and
trailer disappear down the driveway, heading towards Canada.

CHAPTER 8
Quiver Killer
____________________________________________

Monty Apt couldn’t risk meeting up with me to discuss the Spink case in public anymore. Laura
Clark wouldn’t appreciate finding out from her sources that he (or anyone else) was helping me with
this story. It could cost him his job at the shelter. So instead, he sometimes came over to my house
to talk after work.
There was a lot to discuss that summer. There was the civil proceeding to determine who
got custody of Spink’s dogs and horses, plus Spink’s federal hearing in Seattle for alleged probation
violations. I attended both. Apt had to work, but he was able to let me know how the dogs were
doing at the shelters. We shared what we knew.
We were having one of these impromptu meetings sitting across from each other on
barstools at my kitchen island late in the afternoon on Monday, June 21, when the doorbell rang.
I wasn’t expecting anyone. It was rare to get surprise visitors way out of town where I lived. Hiromi
and I had built our house in the woods on acreage, down an old logging road.
People sometimes report an impending sense of doom before they are delivered bad news,
a premonition that tragedy is about to strike. That didn’t happen to me. I wasn’t even alarmed to
find a police officer standing on my porch when I opened the door.
“Are you Hiromi Monro’s wife?” he asked.
“Yes,” I said, still unfazed.
“He’s been in an accident.”
“Is he okay?”
Looking back, I can’t believe what a dumb question that was, especially with all my
experience covering tragedy. Of course he wasn’t okay, or a police officer wouldn’t be standing
there. Even the officer’s next words didn’t snap me into reality.
“No, he isn’t. He died.”
“No, he didn’t.”
“Yes, he did. He had an accident on his bicycle.”
“No, that can’t be him. He doesn’t have a bicycle.”
I was in total and utter denial. It couldn’t be true. It had to be a case of mistaken identity.
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Then the police officer handed me something. I looked down at the small bundle of metal.
His keys.
I started to shake all over. It was true. Reality sank in. My first instinct was to go and be
with him, but the officer stopped me. It would be too upsetting, he said, a gruesome scene. I invited
him inside the house. When Monty saw the officer, his first instinct was to hide his beer, as if he was
an underage kid drinking when he wasn’t supposed to. Afterwards, he said he didn’t know why he
did that.
The police officer left, and Monty and I were both in shock. He wanted to stay with me so I
wouldn’t be alone, but I had to notify Hiromi’s family of his death, and I wanted to do that by
myself. I remember standing on the porch, watching Monty walk towards his vehicle parked in my
circular driveway. He kept looking back, asking if I was sure. Did I really want him to leave?
He didn’t think I should be alone. I reassured him that being alone was what I needed.
The police officer had advised me to call Hiromi’s twin brother to notify him first, then have
him tell their mother. I don’t know why he suggested that sequence of events, but it sounded like
wise advice from someone who saw this kind of thing a lot, so I followed his suggestion. It was an
awful phone call to make.
I had requested the police bring me the bicycle Hiromi had been riding so I could look it
over. It wasn’t long before a different police officer showed up at my house, and opened the trunk of
his car to reveal a mountain bike. I didn’t recognize it. Where had it come from?
I asked him to pull the bike out so I could examine it. There were a few scuff marks, but no blood
that I could see.

Three hours before Hiromi’s dead body was discovered, I had gone to our toy warehouse looking for
him to see if he wanted to go out for lunch. His SUV was parked in the lot. The back of it was
open, so I knew he was nearby. I assumed he was out visiting friends at another business in the
industrial park, which he often did. I didn’t go inside our building. Since our separation, we had
agreed on a mutual privacy rule of no unannounced visits. I had called a couple of times before
coming over that day to see about lunch, but he hadn’t answered the phone.
I walked over to his truck and placed a timer in the back, the kind you plug a lamp into
when you go on vacation. He had been using a hot plate inside the building, and I didn’t want him
to burn the place down. The timer would be a fail-safe in case he accidentally left it turned on.
A timer.
The symbolism of that small plastic object was gut-wrenching, and heartbreaking to think
about now.
As I set the timer down, Hiromi was lying just a few feet away from me in the pit of the
loading dock, dead. He had been there since around five the previous evening.
I have reenacted at least a hundred times how I could have missed his dead body lying there.
I’ve paced it out again and again. He missed hitting my range of vision by only a few inches.
The dock pit slopes down, and he was lying in the deepest part, forty-six inches below parking lot
level. It was just low enough to hide him from my sight line.
By the time an acquaintance of Hiromi’s discovered him three hours later, approximately
twenty-one hours had elapsed since his death. The man’s panicked screams for help punctuated the
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quiet and otherwise uneventful summer afternoon in the sparsely populated business park, drawing
others to the scene.
The next morning, I went to the warehouse to try to make sense of what had happened.
His body had been taken away, and emergency workers had hosed the large pool of blood into the
drain at the bottom of the pit.
The man who had found Hiromi came back again, drunk and mildly belligerent as he
showed me graphic photos of the scene he had taken with his phone. The police hadn’t exaggerated.
It was gory and bloody.
White gravel dust had coated the bike’s wheels as Hiromi rode around the parking lot,
and his tires left tracks on the dock pad and in the pit. They revealed that he had made several
successful jumps over the edge of the dock before something went fatally wrong. Cyclists I’ve spoken
to tell me it’s a deceptively difficult jump to make, to cycle off an edge and land into an incline,
especially for a beginner. Hiromi was brand new to the sport. The temptation for an inexperienced
rider is to try to pull out of the drop when it goes awry, but you can’t defy gravity. He was thrown
over the handlebars, and landed on his bare head. The jump was only forty-six inches. But he was six
feet tall; if he was standing on the pedals, his six-foot-tall frame added up to a ten-foot impact of
unprotected skull on concrete.

In the midst of grief, shock and disbelief, another state of mind took root: a need to know what had
happened to Hiromi. I was compelled to track down the facts.
Perhaps that sounds like a strange reaction for a new widow to have. But as a journalist,
it’s my default setting. Going after the 5Ws (plus H) felt like a way to create order in the chaos:
who, what, where, when, why and how. The fact finding was an attempt to understand.
I learned from the police that Hiromi had borrowed the bicycle from Transition Bikes,
a company run by Kyle Young and Kevin Menard. We were almost neighbors in the business park.
There was just one warehouse that sat between Fuzzy Town and Transition Bikes. Hiromi had
spent a lot of time at Transition, especially lately. The bike company had fashioned a practice track
behind their warehouse made out of dirt, wood and other materials.
But Hiromi decided to try jumping a different location on that fateful day: our warehouse
dock. The model he was riding was called the Quiver Killer, a high-end dual-suspension mountain
bike worth about $6,000. The police were keeping it in their evidence locker while they
investigated. Young and Menard asked the police to get it back for them. I agreed to relinquish the
bicycle, but not until I could find a biking expert to examine it. I wanted to determine if the scuffs
on it matched the theory of the accident. I also didn’t want Transition promoting the bike or
auctioning it as the one Hiromi had died on. I asked police to convey that wish to Transition’s
owners. The world of extreme sports sometimes has trophy reactions to souvenirs of death when
people lose their lives in pursuit of their chosen sports.
I didn’t know Young and Menard nearly as well as Hiromi did, but we’d spoken cordially a
few times. While I was on the dock the morning after the accident, a Transition employee walked
over and offered his condolences. He told me Hiromi’s interest in mountain biking was recent,
which explained why I hadn’t known about it. Hiromi was a talented athlete in many sports,
but not cycling. The employee said the more experienced riders “had been teasing him that he
sucked at jumping.”
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He asked if he could give one of the eulogies at the memorial service. I said yes. He was the
only person from Transition Bikes who spoke to me after Hiromi’s death. I asked him to invite
Young and Menard to the funeral in the business park, but they didn’t show up, and they have never
acknowledged his death, at least not to me.
I needed to confirm for my own peace of mind that this was indeed an accident.
My thoughts went to the story I was working on. Hiromi had died at the warehouse where Corinne
Super and I had considered stashing Capone, the multi-million-dollar horse at the center of a heated
dispute over ownership. Could Hiromi’s death have a connection to the Spink case?
I went to see the lead crime scene investigator at the Whatcom County Sheriff’s Office.
He said there was no doubt lingering in the investigators’ minds that this was an accident, because
none of the evidence contradicted the accident theory.
I also called the county medical examiner, Gary Goldfogel. An autopsy was standard
procedure in deaths like this, when there were no witnesses. I asked him for the estimated time of
death.
“You’ve been watching too many crime shows,” he said gruffly. “There’s no way I can know
the exact time of death.”
The medical uncertainty was compounded by the fact that Hiromi’s body had been lying in
the hot June sun for many hours.
Although medical science didn’t have an answer for exactly when his heart had stopped
beating, there are ways to figure out someone’s approximate time of death just by going back to the
web of people they connect with, and figuring out when the connecting stopped. I was able to
determine that Hiromi had most likely died between five and six the previous evening, on June 20.
I reconstructed the timeline according to the plans he missed and his phone log, which revealed the
moment when outgoing calls and texts from his phone went quiet forever. The ambiguity means his
death certificate doesn’t include a date of death. It just says “found” on June 21, 2010, the day after
he died. There is no official marker of his departure from this life, an indignity of paperwork
purgatory that still causes a visceral reaction in me all these years later.
Goldfogel said that Hiromi died quickly, within two or three minutes, and suffered what was
considered an “unsurvivable injury.” Even if there had been a skilled medical team on site,
it wouldn’t have been enough to save him.
I expressed my concerns about possible foul play to Goldfogel and asked him to examine
Hiromi closely, to do every conceivable test on his body. Hiromi and I had talked about death
before, and I knew he wanted to be cremated and scattered at sea. The characters used to form his
name Hiromi mean “Pacific Sea.” A skilled sailor and windsurfer, he loved the water. This would be
the last chance to gather information from his body before Hiromi set sail for the last time.
After the autopsy, I went to the funeral home to photograph every scratch and bruise on his
dead body. I didn’t know what else to do. As an investigator, keeping my own record of what had
happened to him was the final act of love and support I could perform.
As I did all of this, I felt regret, and the typical guilt that comes with the what-ifs when
someone we love dies: if the chain of events had unfolded differently, would he still be alive? He had
lived his life cautiously in every way, except when it came to sports when he was a younger man.
But he had started doing chancier things in sports again after we separated, such as snowboarding
out of bounds. And now this: jumping off our loading dock.
At his memorial service, some people asked me if he had committed suicide. That was an
absurd question. He didn’t believe in suicide as an answer, and even if he had, no person would
reasonably think they could engineer their own death from a drop of less than four feet.
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One of the comments posted under the single brief Bellingham Herald news story about his
death said it was natural selection that he had died, because he was dumb not to wear a helmet,
and at least he wouldn’t be contributing his stupidity to the gene pool.
The callous comment didn’t upset me. But the thought of the unworn helmet did. To this
day, I’m still bothered by why his helmet was sitting nearby in his open truck, waiting and ready to
be placed on his fragile head. In my nightmares about it, which used to play frequently and vividly,
I imagine how awful the impact must have sounded when his head hit the pavement. Goldfogel was
upset by Hiromi’s death too, and told me he was getting sick and tired of doing autopsies on people
with their heads bashed in when they could have easily been saved with helmets. He said that if
Hiromi had been wearing a helmet, he would have escaped the crash with nothing more than a few
scratches.
Three weeks later, I held the funeral at the warehouse. The dock pit was turned into a
shrine decorated with ribbons and flowers. I commissioned a small metal plaque inscribed with
Hiromi’s name and dates of birth and death. It proclaimed this was “His Last Ride On Earth.”
I had the plaque installed in a discreet location, low on the cement wall, closest to the spot where
he had died. A friend who worked in the business park gathered wildflowers to blanket the pit and
cover the bloodstain, an indelible mark outlining the shape of his body.
In the months to come, I would try to scrub the stain away several times to no avail.
When the moon came out, the stain glowed a phosphorous green, a haunting lunar version of
Luminol. One night under a full moon, I stopped by to check on the place. The body outline was lit
up, conspicuous. It was more than I could bear. I crawled into the pit and curled up in a fetal
position on top of the stain shaped like Hiromi. My face hovered over the drain as I sobbed into the
metal grate that covered the hole, knowing his blood was down there somewhere.

The first social event I attended after Hiromi’s death wasn’t until the summer was nearly over,
in August. It was a fund-raiser for animal welfare. The setting was the Bachman-Turner Overdrive
mansion in Lynden, Washington, the same community where Capone had spent the weekend before
heading to Corinne Super’s farm in Canada.
BTO, a rock band from my hometown of Winnipeg, Manitoba, had a series of hits in the
1970s, and sold more than thirty million albums worldwide. The 15,000-square-foot house in
Lynden, which contains a bowling alley and a recording studio, was built in 1976 so the band could
escape the overpowering notoriety they felt in their home country at the height of their popularity.
Now the home belongs to Andy Clay, a woman who is active in the animal welfare community.
Sometimes she hosts events to raise money for the Whatcom Humane Society and other groups.
BTO’s catalog includes the hit song “You Ain’t Seen Nothing Yet.” As it turned out,
I hadn’t.
That night, I was placed at the same table as Laura Clark. As if that situation wasn’t
awkward enough, the tension was heightened when Clark told Clay that I was putting her family in
danger by photographing the outside of the mansion. Clark didn’t know that I’d gone to Clay
beforehand to ask permission.
During the event, Clark first asked, then demanded, that I turn over to her any and all
evidence I had collected on the Spink case. When I asked her if the dogs were alive and what had
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happened to them, she threatened to send the federal government after me to seize my notes and
tapes.
I responded by asking again, “What happened to the dogs? Are they still alive?”
To date, I haven’t been able to confirm whether Spink’s dogs made it out of WHS alive.
Clark claimed they were all adopted into good homes, but she won’t supply proof. I’m not sure
what’s true. But at that fund- raiser, seeing her reactions, I knew I had to find out more.
In addition to what had happened to the dogs, I was plagued by many other questions. As a
lifelong animal welfare advocate and rescuer, I wanted to understand this secret world of people who
claim to love their animals too, only in a much different way. Are they crazy? Immoral? I was
concerned about the animals. Are they being exploited or harmed? And as a journalist, I was
perplexed by the many unknowns. How big is the zoo community? Do they walk among us? Should
we be concerned about them? Should we do what we can to stop them, to prosecute them as Doug
Spink had been prosecuted?

CHAPTER 9
Silent Treatment
____________________________________________

Doug Spink got a lot of media attention after the raid in Sumas. What he didn’t get was the
opportunity to be interviewed by the media. Although reporters covered his story extensively and
sensationally, they didn’t communicate with him—not even when he reached out to them from
federal prison.
Spink, like other federal inmates, had no internet access while on the inside. Instead,
he relied on CorrLinks, the prisoner email system. To connect with someone via CorrLinks,
a prisoner sends an email request to link up, similar to a social media friend invitation. The receiver
can accept, ignore or block the request. If the request is accepted, the receiver is added to the
inmate’s list of approved contacts, and the two can then email back and forth.
Usually reporters were curious enough to accept Spink’s friend requests, but then didn’t
respond when he wrote to them. He grew so frustrated that he started to print out his emails and
snail-mail them to journalists at their newsrooms using the US Postal Service. Still he was met with
silence.
In fact, Spink’s attempt to communicate with journalists was introduced as evidence against
him in his federal probation revocation hearing. I couldn’t determine whether his emails were
forwarded to prosecutors by journalists, or pulled off CorrLinks by the authorities. Through
Freedom of Information requests, I was able to find out that reporter Peter Jensen of the Bellingham
Herald had forwarded emails written to him by Spink to Laura Clark.
The silent treatment is not standard practice in journalism. While it isn’t unusual for
journalists to write a story about someone who refuses to speak, it’s unheard of for them to ignore
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the subject of a story en masse. Protocol is to interview dangerous characters, and that includes
serial killers, pedophiles and rapists. If anything, journalists tend to be criticized for going after
sources too relentlessly. In the Spink case, it was turnabout. The subject in the spotlight pursued
the unwilling journalists instead of the other way around.
This raised a question: was it ethical for the media to ignore Spink, to refuse to interview
him while simultaneously writing thousands of words about him in stories that drew many readers?
In this fast-paced, controversial and frequently subjective profession, which doesn’t require a
license to practice, questions about news ethics are debated ad nauseam by journalists and editors.
Consensus can’t always be achieved; there isn’t necessarily a right and ethical answer every time.
But not wanting to land an interview with the individual at the center of public speculation and
attention—no matter who he or she is— runs counter to professional standards that encourage
getting all sides of the story. Wouldn’t all of us want the opportunity to speak in our own defense if
we were being written about by the media?
Besides refusing to communicate with Spink after the raid, reporters didn’t check details
that seemed implausible, such as the Vaseline- slathered mice. There’s a colloquial term for what
Laura Clark and the police accused Spink of doing with the mice: “gerbiling,” the purported
practice of inserting live rodents such as gerbils, mice, rats and hamsters into the human rectum for
sexual stimulation. Despite the public’s morbid curiosity about the practice, and attempts by tabloid
reporters and others to verify that it actually occurs, gerbiling has been debunked as an urban legend
by Snopes.com and other myth busters. Not one case has ever been confirmed or corroborated with
medical reports.
Yet the mice were presented by authorities as a clear-cut component of Spink’s alleged
bestiality farm. Reporters allowed themselves to be manipulated without applying scrutiny, and their
imaginations ran wild. The mice were arguably the most damning allegation against Spink in the
court of public opinion.
Newspapers took on a hardy-har-har tone, sometimes pretending they didn’t want to cover
the story even as they were covering it. “The week continues with a story we don’t want to write and
you don’t want to read, and yet here we are,” wrote David Schmader in The Stranger on April 22,
2010. “We’re speaking of course of the Whatcom County drug smuggler suspected of running a
bestiality whorehouse out of his barn.”
Seattle Times columnist Nicole Brodeur didn’t hold back. On July 19, 2010, she wrote a
story titled “This guy really needs supervision,” in which she demanded that Whatcom County
prosecuting attorney David McEachran charge Spink with animal cruelty. “The Whatcom County
Sheriff ’s Office found there was probable cause for first-degree animal-cruelty charges against Spink.
Those charges could make it harder for Spink to adopt animals in the future and, it should be
hoped, teach a lesson to other depraved freaks of nature.” Then Brodeur suggested the public could
help monitor Spink.
Whatcom County Prosecutor David McEachran sees no reason to file charges.
The federal charges “accomplished more than we could ever accomplish,”
McEachran told me, adding that state charges would put Spink in jail for only five to
eight months.
After that, “There’s no way to monitor him,” he said.
Then why not get creative: Enlist the people from the animal shelter to keep
watch on him, or ... McEachran laughed into the phone.
“We have limited resources,” he said. “If there was something we could really
gain in order to protect the public, that would be something we would do.”
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Isn’t protecting animals protecting the public?
“I think I have answered what I’ve answered,” McEachran said, hanging up.

“I tried for months to contact [Brodeur] to offer factual corrections from prison,” Spink
later emailed me. “She dodged all emails, postal letters, and phone calls.” I also contacted Brodeur
for comment, but she didn’t respond.
Two days after her column came out, Brodeur went on Seattle talk radio station KIRO-FM
97.3 along with Jenny Edwards from Hope for Horses. The 10:00 a.m. show was hosted by John
Curley.
If you were to go back in history, Curley said, “this kind of weird, disgusting, abhorrent
behavior has been going on for thousands and thousands of disgusting years. I would like to put
them all in a big boat and send them away.”
“Wouldn’t we all,” seconded Edwards.
There were moments of attempted comedy during the show, such as Brodeur singing a line
from “People In Your Neighborhood,” an old song from Sesame Street, before bursting into gales of
laughter.
Bloggers had a field day too. One blog popped up specifically inspired by Spink’s troubles.
Called The Spink Spot, “the spot to discuss bestiality cases in the news,” the site was still up at the
time of writing, but the posts had been taken down. (The blog’s author refused to do an interview
with me, citing fear of Spink and his associates.)
If reporters’ stories were unrestrained, the online comments by members of the public went
all out. It wasn’t uncommon for readers to suggest violent acts against Spink as a solution, such as
castration, rape, beating and death. One Huffington Post story, titled “Douglas Spink Arrested In
BESTIALITY Case: Mice In Vaseline, Dogs, Horses Found At Exitpoint Stallions Limitée,” logged
967 comments before the news outlet finally stopped accepting new ones. A few examples:
SkreetGil1
3:11 pm
4/20/2010
He is damaged so he needs to be euthanized too.
vlsawyer
5:51 am
4/24/2010
Lynch mob mentality is what we need if the courts can’t take care of these types of
people.
roninroshi
10:42 pm
5/14/2010
In the joint he can be the horse...lock him up and throw away the key!
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When Spink’s federal probation hearing concluded in Seattle in June 2010, he asked his lawyer,
Howard Phillips, for a tally: how many members of the media had requested interviews? The answer
he got was disappointing.
Phillips handed him a single business card. Mine. I had passed it to the lawyer during a break
in the court proceeding and asked that he give it to his client along with a message: if Spink wanted
to tell his side of the story, I was willing to listen.
Spink had reached out to reporters often since his incarceration, anxious to correct errors in
their stories and tell his version of events. Because I hadn’t written anything about him yet, and
wouldn’t do so for years, there was nothing to correct so far as I was concerned.
Two days later, on June 16, he sent me an email through CorrLinks.
Ms. Maloney—
My lead attorney, Howard Phillips, passed along your contact information and
suggested you’d been in touch with him in order to express an interest in talking directly
with me. If that’s the case, I’m comfortable talking and wanted to drop a note to open
communications.
If I’ve misread your interest—or Howard has—I offer my apologies in advance.
Most sincerely,
Douglas Bryan LeConte-Spink

Spink wasn’t very optimistic about my interest in his story. He didn’t trust my connections
to the rescue world in general, and the Whatcom Humane Society in particular. He said he didn’t
need or want a “Kardashian-style” look at his life. He also made it clear that he wasn’t willing to be
a spokesman for other zoos.
His attorney had a similarly negative response. The media had already savaged Spink,
and Phillips was being prudent about publicity. I arranged to talk to Spink’s lawyer at a nondescript
sports bar not far from the federal courthouse in Seattle.
Phillips had been appointed to Spink’s case through the Criminal Justice Act Panel,
which provides the federal equivalent of public defenders for people who don’t have the financial
means to retain counsel. The somewhat random nature of Phillips’ assignment didn’t cause him to
represent his client with any less vigilance.
He walked into the bar and headed over to the small corner table where I was waiting for
him. He ordered a whiskey, so I did the same. Neat and trim, Phillips was a natty dresser who gave
off a serene, quietly confident air. He didn’t seem a bit phased by the furor and controversy
surrounding his infamous client.
He bluntly stated that he classified me as “the enemy,” and politely added that he would
relay that exact message to his client. He said he’d be advising Spink not to speak to me under any
circumstances. He had witnessed how the media portrayed the man, and he understandably thought
nothing good could come of my project.
Phillips expressed empathy for the troubles his client had faced. He had witnessed how
distraught Spink was over losing his four-legged family. “When he would talk about his dogs,
his hands would start shaking,” he said.
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Phillips didn’t stay at our meeting long. He drained his whiskey, picked up his boxy black
leather satchel—which he called his bag of woes—and swept out of the joint just as swiftly as he had
arrived.

Despite Phillips’ firm warning to Spink, our CorrLinks communications continued over the next
two years, until Spink was released from prison on July 16, 2012. Spink sent me voluminous
amounts of text, both by email and snail mail. A prolific and articulate writer, his messages to me
were long, angry at times, and always detailed. Mine were sparse, cautious and stilted. I wasn’t sure
how dangerous this unusual man really was, so I was hesitant about writing much, other than asking
him questions to draw out his story.
Even as I was corresponding with Spink, I still wasn’t sure what I was going to do with this
story, but I also wasn’t ready to give up on it. Something kept pulling me in that prevented me from
dropping it. The life I had built up over thirteen years with my husband was disintegrating around
me, while this story was the one—albeit strange—constant.
The two years after his death passed by in a blur, a period of time spent recovering from grief
and reconciling the loss. And there were logistical tasks that needed to be tackled too. We had built
a life designed and suited for two people, not one, which meant that much of what we had created
together had to be dismantled and scaled down. I was faced with the task of mapping a new future
for myself, and it was too early to know what that would look like.

CHAPTER 10
Dead Inside
____________________________________________

Although I

still hadn’t written publicly about the Spink case, that hadn’t stopped me from
continuing to gather information. The subject was complex, and I didn’t know what to say yet.
It also didn’t seem fair to publish words about this man until I could interview him away from the
prying eyes and ears of official monitoring. If I hoped to get the whole truth, I had to interview
Spink in private, after he was freed.
In mid-July 2012, after weeks of Spink hinting about his imminent release, I received the
first text from him: “In Seattle. Still of a mixed mind wrt [with regard to] a meeting. Not sure what
more to say. -D.S.”
For the next three weeks, we messaged back and forth until he agreed to an in-person
interview on August 16.
I was nervous about meeting Spink. So many people had warned me to stay away from
him—that he was uniquely dangerous—and now the day had arrived.
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What I hadn’t anticipated was how cautious he would be about meeting me.
Spink: I’ll confirm time & place Sunday am if that’s ok. My intuition is still screaming a
shrill warning at me.
Me: Don’t freak out, it will be a casual meeting. I am coming alone.
Spink: It takes quite a bit to freak me out at this point in time, to be honest.

He wanted to meet in Seattle, about two hours’ drive south of my home. I planned to send a
note when I got close to the city. But when I arrived there, instead of selecting a meet location,
Spink kept texting, moving me from place to place around the Central District for about an hour,
concerned I was being followed. First he tried to send me to a particular intersection, but I got lost,
so he instructed me to go to Café Flora, a popular vegetarian restaurant. I tried to persuade him to
meet me there for breakfast, thinking it would provide a comfort zone for both of us. I was wrong.
He asked me to drive to Julia Lee’s Park, a small green space on a street corner surrounded
by high foliage. I did, and got out of my car. While I waited, I received a text from him asking if I
knew the young couple seated on a park bench nearby. I didn’t. He wasn’t comfortable with their
presence.
He wrote about a “team effort.” He had other ex-cons from the halfway house where he’d
been staying watching me.
“I’m not the one with eyes on the park at the moment,” he texted.
He mentioned what I was wearing: a long denim coat.
“Ok for a little walk?” he asked.
I felt vulnerable and nervous being separated from my vehicle, but I followed his directions
anyway, spurred on by curiosity rather than ruled by common sense. He led me around a few
corners, and then told me to keep going straight down the road, towards the park by Lake
Washington. “When we see you heading down Harrison towards the lane—alone— we’ll go from
there.”
But the street was closed off, and because it was Sunday, the barricaded construction zone
was deserted. Was it a trap?
He instructed me to walk through it anyway.
That didn’t feel right, so I didn’t. I circled the block instead, unsure what to do next.
That seemed to satisfy his procedures, because he had me circle back again to Harrison Street.
And suddenly, there he was.
Directly across the street, he stood in a darkened doorway, blue baseball cap pulled down
low over his eyes.
I approached him and we shook hands.
Doug Spink was broad-shouldered and muscular from years of rock climbing. He had olivetoned skin, a nod to his Indigenous heritage— Quebec Métis on his mother’s side, Cree on his
father’s. His voice was deep and his eyes were so dark they looked black. I had never met anyone
with black eyes like his before.
Spink’s eyes saw things differently than most eyes too. He had a condition known as face
blindness (prosopagnosia); he couldn’t recognize facial features, not even of people he’d known for
years. Instead, he distinguished people by other characteristics, such as their gaits. As I got to know
him better, I wondered if that had anything to do with his tendency to frequently transform his own
appearance by changing his facial hair and hairstyle—bare face, stubble, mustache, beard, goatee;
thick braid, long wavy hair, shaved head, baseball cap pulled down low.
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We walked a short distance, found a grassy spot next to a sidewalk and sat down,
cross-legged. I rolled audiotape, and so did he. It was a pleasant sunny day in a residential city
neighborhood. There were houses nearby, but not so close as to inhibit conversation.
I asked him: why was he doing all these intense security procedures with me?
He said it was because of who I associated with. He felt vilified by animal rescuers and
others who he believed only claimed to care about his dogs and horses. “Most of you don’t give a
fuck what actually happened to the animals.”
It was true that when I told people about the story I was working on, hardly anyone asked
what became of his animals after the raid. And Spink wasn’t wrong about the rage many felt towards
him. There were horrific comments online, on blogs and news stories, about how Spink should be
castrated, tortured, even killed. One animal rescuer, someone I’d always considered a gentle sort,
offered to do a drive-by shooting if only I would tell her where we were meeting. Another person,
a neighbor of mine, said I was inspiring him to stock up on ammunition.
That kind of pervasive hatred and persecution took its toll on Spink, and on other zoos he
knew. “We are all damaged people,” he said.
We talked for a couple of hours during that initial face-to-face interview. No human beings
interrupted us, but in a moment that lightened the mood, a silver tabby cat sauntered up, rolled on
her back and let out a loud “Meow.”
I was surprised by Spink’s candor and easy way with conversation. I had expected to
encounter obfuscation and hostility, but there was none of that—until I asked him if he still wanted
his animals back if they were neutered. That question he answered silently, with a withering glare
from onyx black eyes that grew even darker.
Spink’s four horses were alive, and he knew where they were, but he wasn’t convinced his
seven dogs had survived the shelter experience. Whatcom Humane Society executive director Laura
Clark claimed they had all been adopted into good homes. He didn’t believe her. Later, he asked me
to put pressure on Clark to have photographs taken of each of his dogs alongside a daily newspaper
so he could verify they were alive. I was never able to make that happen.

My in-person interview with Doug Spink that Sunday afternoon on the grass would be the first of
many in various locations in Canada and the United States, from the Pacific Northwest to the
Canadian Prairies. We also continued the correspondence we had begun two years earlier. I amassed
huge amounts of information on Spink in particular, and zoos in general.
As I struggled to piece this book together, to accurately and thoroughly cover a topic that no
one else was willing to touch, Spink spoke openly and frankly, although there were times when my
questions aggravated wounds that hadn’t healed, and probably never would.
A couple of weeks after our first meeting, he agreed to let me check his criminal record,
giving me his social security number to make it easier. The federal government had portrayed Spink
as a dangerous and depraved character, devoting a brigade of people and a mass of tax dollars to
prosecuting him and tracking his movements. Maybe they knew something I hadn’t discovered yet.
My nationwide search for Spink’s criminal records in September 2012 pulled up only one hit:
the widely publicized 2005 drug charge, possession with intent to distribute, which Spink spoke
about freely.
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During our interviews, he talked about Corinne Super. He said her actions and words
against his character had nothing to do with rescuing Capone from acts of bestiality. He insisted she
knew he was a zoo from the start and had pursued him anyway. He was open about his sexuality,
just as he was with his friends and on internet forums. There’s no doubt he was proud of who he
was.
Most of all, Spink talked about his non-human companions and how much he missed them.
He struggled with guilt, a persistent nagging feeling that he might have done more to keep his family
from being taken away.
Over the years, as I worked on this story, one of the questions people asked me repeatedly
was “Did he love his animals?” When I told Spink I got asked this question, I expected him to be
offended. But he wasn’t. Just the opposite.
“That’s the question they should be asking,” he said.
One day, when the timing seemed right, I asked if we could review six hundred photographs
of his dogs and horses taken during their time together. He took thousands of photos because he
wanted undeniable proof of how he treated his family in case the authorities came for him.
We went through the pictures one at a time. He talked about the animals’ personality traits.
He spoke about the bonds they shared with him, and with each other. He referred to those who
formed tight friendships, and those who didn’t. I saw the big bowls of high-quality food he mixed for
the dogs and horses at mealtime—“always a happy time”—meals that included vegetables he grew
himself, potted in salvaged containers such as empty yogurt tubs. He pointed to their favorite toys,
to the different colored bandannas he dressed them in day to day, and the seasonal ones for
Christmas, Thanksgiving and St. Patrick’s Day. I saw the fuzzy warm coats he bought them for the
rain or cold, and the blankets he wrapped them in while they were sleeping.
Other than losing custody of the animals themselves, the most painful loss for Spink
involved the urns that held his dead animals’ ashes. After the authorities’ five-hour raid on his
property, the place was trashed. When he eventually got his belongings back, several items were
missing: jumper cables, a $600 generator, books and magazines. And the ashes he had carried with
him for years from home to home were gone. Someone had dumped them out.
“I knew that people hated me, of course,” he said. “I have dealt with being ‘who I am’ all of
my adult life, and I have been ‘out’ for almost a decade. But the level of violence and vitriol and
outright hatred—it just went beyond anything I could have possibly imagined.”
The most tender of his sore spots was Capone, the champion show jumper. I wanted to
know more about the stallion, but whenever I asked about him, Spink would turn angry and upset.
He referred to Capone as the love of his life. He likened the horse’s being taken as a “captive
hostage” to his own imprisonment after the raid.
After prison, getting back to life on the outside was particularly painful for Spink without his
animals by his side. “I have always responded to horrific loss with love,” he said. “But with nobody
to love...? I feel dead inside.”
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CHAPTER 11
Pony Boy
____________________________________________

Doug Spink grew up in Mister Rogers’ neighborhood. Not the enchanted Neighborhood of MakeBelieve that North American children watched on television—it was the place where Fred Rogers
actually lived.
The tony suburb of Fox Chapel is just six miles from downtown Pittsburgh, where the longrunning PBS series Mister Rogers’ Neighborhood was produced. Back in the ’70s, when Doug was
living in Fox Chapel as a child, it was Pennsylvania horse country, an enclave of expansive forests
that gave way to rolling, manicured lawns. The lots were large, the houses tended towards grand,
and property boundaries were an unobserved formality—residents rode their horses along trails that
wound through the borough.
Young Doug rode there, too. He knew the trees and the trails, the shortcuts and the water
bodies. To him, Mister Rogers’ real neighborhood was more magical than the version as seen on
TV. The boy would travel by foot or on horseback along Old Squaw Trail, which passed right near
Fred Rogers’ house on Old Mill Road. It was a picturesque setting on wooded acreage cut with
creeks and a man-made lake. Doug played there by the water for hours, building dams in the creek
and occasionally catching water snakes to bring home and observe in his terrarium.
“Fred Rogers’ property was part of my terrain,” he said. “He was exactly like he was on TV.
He even wore the cardigans.”
Rogers’ residence wasn’t the only noteworthy property that Doug and his older sister, Joy,
grew up galloping through. Just half a mile down from their house on Squaw Mill Road was
Rosemont Farm, a sprawling ninety-acre estate owned by the Heinz family and valued in the
millions. The estate was home to Teresa Heinz Kerry, widow of US senator John Heinz and wife of
former secretary of state John Kerry. Teresa Heinz raised three children in the colonial-style house
with Senator Heinz until he died in a plane crash in 1991.
But perhaps not surprisingly, it was Rogers’ property that endured as one of Doug’s most
cherished childhood haunts. He was an unusual boy, and Rogers’ show encouraged children to
accept others no matter what their differences. Rogers started each program with his comforting
theme song, “Won’t You Be My Neighbor?,” which addressed the need to be included. “Way down
deep, everybody wants to love, and everybody wants to have people love them,” Rogers would say.
Douglas Bryan Spink was born on St. Patrick’s Day 1971 in a Pittsburgh hospital to Claire
and Jack Spink, a genius baby delivered into a family of moderate privilege. He was their second
child, three years younger than his sister Joy. They brought him home to the house they had built
for their young family after Joy was born. “I had Doug so Joy wouldn’t be alone,” explained Claire,
who could not have predicted that her children would grow up to be mortal enemies.
Despite the affluence that surrounded them, the Spinks themselves weren’t rich. Claire had
inherited some old money from her grandfather, who had prospered selling the family business to
DuPont many years back. And her husband, Jack, made new money as a salesman in a commercial
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construction company that built steel mills and power plants. The family purchased their seven-acre
plot before Fox Chapel fully developed into a haven for Pittsburgh’s opulent class. They had a
comfortable but comparatively modest home that wasn’t updated for twenty-seven years.
Beauty surrounded the Spinks, but their union wasn’t picture-perfect. Jack and Claire Spink
had a marriage of convenience.
When they met, Jack was handsome and charming, a company man near the outside edge of
an age when it was expected he should settle down, find a wife and start a family. Claire seemed like
an ideal choice. Cultured and intelligent, she was also well educated. After earning her bachelor’s
degree from the University of Vermont in 1958, she went off to Radcliffe College, Harvard’s
coordinate institute for women until the male-only school began awarding Harvard degrees to
Radcliffe students in 1963. She completed a one-year Harvard-Radcliffe program in business
administration, an experience that would later inspire her son to get his MBA.
“We were an experiment by Harvard to see if women had the capability to do an MBA,”
said Claire. “They didn’t believe women could do it.”
Jack thought Claire would be malleable and cater to his demands, but he was wrong about
that.
“He thought he could easily manipulate her, but she’s extremely strong-willed and smart,”
Joy recalled. “She’s not a marshmallow. You can’t break her.”
That didn’t stop Jack from trying. Claire recounted a defining incident in which they argued
and he hit her. Her reaction was instantaneous. She wound up and walloped him right back.
He didn’t try that again.
“He just wasn’t tender to begin with, and he didn’t know how to relate to us,” Joy said.
“He wasn’t really a family person. He wasn’t a huge part of our life. He just came and went.”
Jack wasn’t about to let marriage and fatherhood affect his lifestyle. “He didn’t really try to make
the marriage work.”
Joy, Doug and Claire all used the same word to describe Jack Spink: sociopath. He was also
a slick salesman capable of master manipulation. Doug watched his father win over strangers with
ease, turning his ability to connect quickly and easily with people into a party trick. The family
would be at a restaurant having dinner, and Jack would ask the kids to pick someone out. Anyone.
Then he’d approach them, always returning triumphantly to the table with a bunch of personal
information given up voluntarily by his targets—names, telephone numbers, addresses, occupations.
Many little boys dream of growing up to be just like their fathers. Doug grew up determined
to be anything but like his. Jack had enviable charm, but he was also a hard-core alcoholic, capable
of the cruelty that flows readily with impaired judgment.
Then there was the womanizing.
Once, he swaggered up to a group of women chatting outside the church and introduced
himself with a line. “Hello, I’m Jack Spink. I’m the great white hunter, and women are the big
game.”
Claire witnessed this exchange. She was well aware of her husband’s dalliances. “His prey
was females,” she said.
Doug described his father’s conquests more bluntly and graphically. “He would fuck
anything that moved. And some things that didn’t.”
While Jack wandered, the rest of the family filled the void by bringing others into their fold
who loved them in a way he couldn’t—it was the animals.
The neighbors noticed they were unconventional. “A feral family” was how one former
neighbor characterized the Spinks and their menagerie. “[Claire] had horses and a pack of rescued
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dogs when we met her. I used to think she was our lane’s answer to St. Francis, she seemed so
compassionate toward animals.” Claire was president of the Animal Rescue League of Pittsburgh,
and as adults, both Doug and Joy would work in animal rescue.
Hundreds of Spink family photos paint a vivid color portrait of what life was like in their
household. Animals appeared in most of them, and not just species commonly considered human
companions such as dogs, cats and horses. There were plenty of those, but the Spinks also welcomed
rabbits, raccoons, birds, snakes and mice into their household.
A Christmas card from 1976 shows Doug and Joy on a red plaid sofa with Fluffy,
an orphaned raccoon they’d adopted. “She was the best pet I ever had,” said Joy in a phone
interview. “She slept under the covers with her head on the pillow.”
When Joy was in fourth grade, Jack accidentally ran over Fluffy as he backed his car out of
the garage. “My dad had an appreciation for animals at a distance, but empathy wasn’t his strong
suit,” Joy said. Despite that, Jack cried when he killed Fluffy.
Like many siblings who grow up under the same roof, Doug and Joy experienced different
childhoods. Joy used the word “idyllic.” Doug didn’t. At times, he felt bullied by other children
because of his differences. He felt that his older sister didn’t offer any protection from the bullies,
but rather added to his troubles with her derisive taunts of “pony boy.”
“I’m very mouthy, so I would push and push and push,” Joy told me. “The more he didn’t
react, the more I would push.”
In 2008, in an online discussion forum called Bluelight that Spink moderated for a time and
often posted to, he wrote that he eventually accepted being labeled as different from other kids:
Having been picked on mercilessly for years in school, for obvious reasons (freak! dog
boy! smells like horse shit! etc.), in middle school I just decided that I didn’t care if
people hated me. I’d carry on with life, do my thing, try to be nice to people around me,
read books, and enjoy life as best I can. The strangest thing was that, once I made that
choice, many of the people who used to torment me the most suddenly turned around
to say ‘oh, yeah, that dude’s cool—he’s a total freak, but he’s our freak so don’t mess
with him or you’re messin’ with us.’ I still really don’t understand why that happens,
but hey I was glad to at least not be the brunt of every school prank.

Throughout childhood, the Spink siblings struggled to relate to each other. Joy was social
and enjoyed hobnobbing with the debutantes of Fox Chapel. She attended sports events and parties,
typical teenage American pastimes. Doug had no use for that scene. He was a dedicated student and
devoted the bulk of his energy towards reading and learning. From a tender age, he took life
seriously.
“He wasn’t really a traditional high school kid,” Joy said. “He was quiet, he kept to
himself.”
Doug agreed with that assessment. “As a child, I was not good at socializing with other
children of my own age. More often than not, I was at the barn, riding.”
Riding—or reading. While kids who visited him played downstairs, he often cut out of the
fun early and headed upstairs to do homework.
“He had these baby-blue footed pajamas, and he loved studying in them,” Claire said fondly.
“He was so self-motivated. He never had to be told to study.”
He had been taught that being born into privilege brought duty and responsibility. “Find a
way to apply your gifts, you have an obligation to improve the world” was the message he took from
his upbringing.
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He threw himself wholeheartedly into his interests: an early fascination with Legos, followed
by dinosaurs, then on to scuba diving, rock climbing and BASE jumping. There was a pattern of
intensity toward his pursuits that would continue into adulthood.
Despite his intelligence, Doug sometimes felt confused by humans and their motivations—
the communication gap between what they said, and what they actually meant. He didn’t find
animals to be any less complicated than human beings, but he preferred their company.
While other boys were starting to entertain sexual feelings for human beings, Doug was
having his first sexual experiences with a dog from the neighborhood, an event he wrote about on
the Bluelight forum.
My first true love was a Golden who lived a few miles away. We spent many, many cold
nights together—I’d sneak out, go let him out of his kennel (he was locked up outside
24/7/364) and we’d get frisky and then just cuddle under a tree or bush for hours, until at
last I had to return him to his kennel, walk back home, sneak into the house, and sleep
for an hour or two before school.

Animals also gave Doug a way to cope with painful childhood trauma. When he was about
eight years old, he was molested by an older man, a family friend. “I remember it as a very unsettling,
conflicted experience— something about it didn’t seem right, but also something about it felt good.
After the first night, I refused to sleep in the house with him any more (we were visiting for a few
days) and instead stayed outside in a tent.”
His abuser kept a python in a cage in the house, and Doug rationalized that the snake had
gotten out of the cage and come into his room at night. Rather than the man’s touches, he wanted
to believe that the snake had touched him instead. “Even then, I was trying to rationalize a sexual
experience, in order to make it seem less traumatic, as involving a non-human.”
Doug loved all animals when he was a kid, but horses were a particular passion. From the
time he could walk, riding and caring for horses was a part of his routine. By age two, he was riding,
and by age four, he was fox hunting in the main field. Before turning twelve, he had won two Pony
Hunter championships.
He even incorporated horses into his Halloween costumes, sitting atop his pony like a proud
brave year after year, his steed painted like a warhorse, a hint of his Indigenous heritage. It was said
that painting one’s pony helped honor and protect the man and his horse as they rode into battle
together.
Doug’s adoration for animals threaded through everything he did, including his earnest
childhood artwork. A watercolor he painted of a horse was captioned, “Opon a misty feild a stallion
arises through the faded fog. [sic]”
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CHAPTER 12
Bright Future
____________________________________________

There was a time when the man branded by the federal government as an unwaveringly defiant,
uniquely dangerous character seemed to be destined to become anything but that.
Spink went to top-notch schools and excelled in all of them. For his high school graduation,
he was chosen to write and deliver the scholar’s speech. In it, he spoke about how precious
education was to him. His mother, who saved the speech all these years, sent me a photocopy of it.
“Perhaps in life there is nothing more important than a person’s education,” Spink told his
classmates. “All that he or she contributes to society can be traced back to values instilled upon him
by those who have helped to shape his intellect.”
Spink’s young self couldn’t have known that his next words would foreshadow the trouble
that came his way later in life: “My most educational experiences have not come through the
mastery of facts, but rather through an understanding of the importance of the ways in which those
facts are perceived, for in the perception of facts lies their beauty.”
And their ugliness, as he would find out.
Despite his success with school, on the inside, Spink was struggling to come to terms with
the realization that he was sexually attracted to other species, not his own. As he wrote in 2008 on
the Bluelight internet discussion forum:
I tried as hard as anyone can try anything to be “Normal,” for years. My secret zoo side
was known by nobody, and I did everything possible to stamp it out so I could lead a
good life. Needless to say, looking down the barrel of a lifetime spent as someone who
is by definition despised, attacked, potentially prosecuted, and perhaps sent to a mental
institution (in the old days) isn’t exactly motivation to “bring out the zoo in anyone.”
<sighs> I really felt, if I couldn’t “get it under control,” that my life was worthless and
why bother—hence the multiple suicide attempts in my teen years, heavy involvement in
bleeding-edge soloing as a rock climber, etc.
If, in fact, something in my childhood “flipped the switch” somehow—
I’m nevertheless quite sure that the switch is essentially impossible to switch back.

After high school, Spink traveled to the west coast to study anthropology at Reed College,
a small but renowned private liberal arts school situated in the lush greenery of Portland, Oregon.
While not one of the Ivy League schools, Reed is an intensely academic institution whose reputation
stands up to the best of them. Loren Pope, former education editor for the New York Times, wrote
glowingly about Reed in her 2006 book Colleges That Change Lives. “If you’re a genuine intellectual,
live the life of the mind, and want to learn for the sake of learning, the place most likely to empower
you is not Harvard, Yale, Princeton, Chicago, or Stanford. It is the most intellectual college in the
country—Reed in Portland, Oregon.”
With fewer than 1,500 undergraduates enrolled, Reed offered an impressive nine-to-one
ratio of students per teacher. Doug Spink didn’t attend classes alone. Most days he brought his
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Golden Retriever, Gifford, to the classroom with him. It was his style to be accompanied by dogs,
horses, or a combination of both whenever possible.
While at Reed, Spink continued to succeed academically, becoming a Rhodes Scholar
regional finalist. If he had won, he would have received what is commonly considered the world’s
most prestigious scholarship to England’s Oxford University, a school famed for its academic
excellence.
After earning his degree in cultural anthropology in 1993, Spink went on to the master of
business administration program at the University of Chicago’s Graduate School of Business
(now Booth School of Business), the second-oldest business school in the United States and
frequently ranked number one in the nation. He received his MBA in fourteen months.
He also had an opportunity to complete the JD/MBA, a dual degree program offered at the
university, which would have earned him a doctor of law degree alongside his MBA. But the double
degree wasn’t to be.
While living in Chicago, Spink took a job working for a dog breeder twenty-two years his
senior. They began dating in the summer of 1993 and married in the fall of 1994 at a justice of the
peace in Portland. That decision nixed any plans for a combined degree. Now Spink needed an
income. His new bride had four children from a previous marriage, plus thirty-two Golden
Retrievers. That added up to thirty-eight mouths to feed.
“Had I completed the JD/MBA program, I’d likely have taken classes with Barack Obama—
I finished my MBA in the summer of 1994, and would have been taking classes at the Law School
from fall 1994 through fall 1996. He taught constitutional law, which of course was a focus of mine,
and sort of still is, ironically.”
Spink’s interest in constitutional law wasn’t by chance. He believed that the principles of
the Constitution might help protect him someday.

Fresh out of business school and armed with a prestigious MBA, Doug Spink stood on the brink of
being set for life. Professionally speaking, at least.
In 1994, he landed a well-paid job at Boston Consulting Group. With a base salary of
$135,000, plus an annual bonus of $35,000, he made enough to take care of his new family, both
two- and four-legged.
Less than a year later, the ambitious young man took a step up the corporate ladder, landing
an executive position at SafeCard Services/ Ideon Technology Group. Founded in 1969, SafeCard
provided insurance to protect consumers whose credit cards were lost or stolen. The company went
public in 1977, and by 1992, it had grown to four hundred employees, thirteen million customers,
and $158 million in annual revenues.
By the time Spink joined SafeCard as the director of financial controls in the information
technology group, the company was facing financial troubles. To shore up falling profits, it pinned
its corporate hopes on two products that didn’t live up to projections. The first was a credit card
that offered PGA perks geared to golfers. The second was the Family Protection Network (FPN)
credit card. For $250 per year, parents could register information about their children with
SafeCard. If a child was reported missing, the company would dispatch a SWAT team of ex-military
and law enforcement experts to conduct a search.
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According to financial filings and company records, SafeCard spent $100 million and hired
three hundred employees to launch these ill-fated products. Despite the vast resources they devoted,
within a few months it became obvious that the ventures were tanking. And Spink knew it, because
he compiled the data. He warned the company’s chief executive, which was noted in an article
about SafeCard in the April 28, 1997, issue of Bloomberg’s Business Week:
Spink, who was responsible for compiling daily computer reports to senior management
for the PGA Tour and FPN projects, says he talked to [SafeCard chief executive Paul]
Kahn almost daily beginning on Apr. 20, 1995, and warned him FPN was bombing.
By Apr. 25, only 286 people had sought enrollment information, and FPN didn’t have a
single paying customer, according to internal records.
“It was a known, irrevocable certainty within the company at the time of the Apr.
27, 1995, annual meeting that the company would report massive losses for 1995 due to
the complete failure of the PGA Tour and FPN business launches,” says Spink.

By speaking out about what he saw happening at the company, Spink played a key role in
the probe into SafeCard, as Business Week stated in its story.
During a three-month investigation, Business Week has examined lawsuits and
hundreds of other documents, including internal memos and notes, receipts, stock
trading records, research reports, and Securities & Exchange Commission filings.
Business Week also interviewed more than two dozen former employees, directors, and
company consultants—most of whom spoke not for attribution. In addition, Business
Week has reviewed two 60-odd- page signed statements by Douglas Spink, 25,
who was SafeCard’s director of financial controls in its information technology group
from September, 1994, to March, 1996. Spink, an MBA from the University of Chicago
Graduate School of Business, has also provided his statements to [SafeCard Services
Inc. founder Peter] Halmos and is expected to be a key witness in the shareholder
litigation.

Becoming a corporate whistle-blower while he worked at SafeCard was a dramatic moment
for Doug Spink, but it wouldn't come close to rivaling the controversy of his later life experiences.

Following his stint at SafeCard, Spink decided to venture out on his own into territory still relatively
uncharted in the 1990s: internet retailing. Under the company name Timberline Direct, he created
a set of online catalogs that used the family of programming languages known as Perl. A November
1, 1998, article in Aftermarket Business described Spink’s company:
Timberline Direct, founded in 1996 as Merus Communications, manages three catalog
brands serving customers across the United States and Canada. These catalogs are:
Athletica Endurance, featuring name-brand sports nutrition supplies specifically
designed for endurance athletes; Gravitygames, a series of catalogs carrying
snowboarding, skateboarding, and in-line skating gear and supplies; and Tidewater
Specialties, a catalog featuring duck hunting and retriever trainer equipment, home
furnishings and accessories.
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In 1998, Spink orchestrated a deal to sell the online catalogs for $5.4 million to G.I. Joe’s,
a popular Pacific Northwest sporting goods chain. Timberline’s catalogs became G.I. Joe’s turnkey
online presence.
At twenty-seven, Spink had achieved what most people could only dream about:
extraordinary financial success at a young age. Now it was time to make another dream come true.
This one came in the form of a promising young black stallion with three white socks. On October
31, 1998, an agent acting for Spink purchased Capone I for 47,000 deutsche marks (about $27,000
US back then) from the Holsteiner Verband stallion auction in Neumünster, Germany.
The black horse with the white star on his forehead would become the star of Spink’s stud
farm, and the love of his life.

CHAPTER 13
Stud Farm
____________________________________________

As the calendar marched towards 2000 and the world obsessed over Y2K, it seemed like life was
charmed for Doug Spink. He was a successful, wealthy high-tech businessman, and married to a
woman he loved dearly. Their family had moved from bustling Chicago to the peaceful beauty of
Oregon, where they bred Golden Retrievers and ran a Golden rescue organization. They settled into
a lavish home on a vast piece of property. Eighty-two acres of paradise perched on a bluff
overlooking the tiny town of Gaston, a small rural community, population 650, situated thirty miles
west of Portland.
Spink’s panache made him a darling of the Portland media set. A profile in the Oregonian
newspaper affectionately referred to him as a “financial swashbuckler.” In addition to reverential
discussion of his business exploits, the article detailed his high-powered adventures in kickboxing,
BASE jumping, backcountry exploring and rock climbing.
Besides his sporting pursuits, the newly minted millionaire had another endeavor he was
passionate about: the elite stallion stud farm he had created a few miles west of Portland,
in Beaverton. Timberline Farms, which became a limited liability company in 2000, was set up to
import and breed Grand Prix show jumping horses.
The former manager of Timberline was willing to speak to me about her experiences with
Spink, but only on condition of anonymity. Joanne (not her real name) feared reprisals from within
the horse world, and the potential loss of career status that she and her husband had built over many
years. Despite the risks, she felt compelled to speak out because she believed her former employer
had been treated unfairly by the authorities, the media and the public. “I knew him from his
horsemanship, and the guy loves his horses,” she wrote to me in an email.
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Working with Spink “was one of the most powerful things that has ever happened to me.
It was just so much fun. I would get there in the morning and overnight he would have sent me 17
emails for things we could start working on.” Spink was complex, she recollected:
Doug is one of the most remarkable people on the face of the planet, but he’s also really
screwed up. A strong, brilliant, creative creature.
When I described Doug as a badger—beautiful but best not held in close—it’s
because he’s an adrenalin junky. I met him the day he was going for his first sky diving
lesson, and he took that all the way to BASE jumping all over the world. He’s that kind of
a pathological risk taker. Brilliant! But not safe. And drawn to risk like the proverbial
moth.

When Spink hired Joanne to manage Timberline Farms—her first job working with
horses—she was tasked with caring for the animals, dealing with veterinarians and farriers,
purchasing supplies, and making sure the horses traveled safely to and from competitions.
The business premise was this: as Timberline’s stallions built their reputations in
competitions, their semen would become sought after. Frozen stallion semen would be shipped to
customers with mares, and those mares would be inseminated to create foals from exquisite
bloodlines. The result: champions and beauties.
“My job was to bring the horses to where they were internationally known,” Joanne said.
“We had a huge fat budget.”
It took $30,000 a month to cover the expenses for just a few stallions, she recalled.
When she was growing up, “money was a rare commodity,” so she was in awe of Spink’s seemingly
infinite ability to generate cash flow to cover the farm’s substantial expenses. “For him there was just
this river of money always there, and anytime he needed it, he just took a dip.” As Spink’s supplies
buyer, Joanne had prestige when she strolled into the tack shops. “I would go in and drop a few
grand. Imagine how much they were kissing his ass.”
After just one year, Timberline’s horses were already receiving worldwide recognition for
their talents. The farm’s biggest star by far was Capone I. The charismatic, gentle black stallion, just
a youngster at age two and a half when he arrived in America, grew up to be regarded as one of the
world’s top show jumpers.
In a May 24, 2008, post on the Horse Grooming Supplies website, Spink summarized his
history with Capone:
I rode Capone on his first trail ride, in his first schooling show, in his first Modified
division championships, in his first Amateur Low championships, in his first Mini-Prix
wins, in his first Grand Prix, and on his first fox hunts.
That’s pretty much the long and short of it—I’ve hardly been solely responsible
for every piece of his training, but we’ve come up together from the first time he had a
saddle on through today as a team.

But the successful development of Timberline’s star athlete had a dark underbelly. Capone’s
notoriety presented a compelling financial motive for others to loot Spink’s life later on, when the
opportunity presented itself.
“The unfortunate thing for Doug is that he has this one remarkable horse,” Joanne observed.
“Everybody is juggling around to get their spot to grab him.”
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To Doug Spink, Capone’s value wasn’t as a money maker, although he was proud of the
stallion’s sporting achievements. Spink thought of Capone as the love of his life—a partner in every
way. He alluded to his unusual philosophies in the company backgrounder for Timberline.
Are we unconventional in our approach to stallion care? Absolutely. We don’t wall off
sexual energy in our stallions as something dangerous or inappropriate, but rather
channel that energy towards positive, safe, appropriate paths. There’s a proper time and
place for it, and we work towards those sorts of skills rather than fighting un-winnable
fights against deeply-rooted instincts.

It is interesting to note that under laws designed to prohibit cross-species sexual activity,
sexual contact with animals is only illegal if the acts aren’t commercially motivated. It is considered
perfectly legal and legitimate business activity to masturbate animals in order to breed them for
profit. When it comes to horses, an artificial vagina (a tube- like device filled with warm water) is a
more common collection method than masturbation. That’s not the case for dogs; nearly every
veterinarian I’ve interviewed has masturbated a dog at least once or twice for semen collection
purposes.
The people who successfully collect semen from animals are sometimes zoos, many of them
closeted. Zoos who engage in sexual contact with animals, whether for commercial or pleasure
purposes, might participate in some or all of the behaviors humans practice when arousing each
other. Sexual stimulation of both the human and nonhuman animal can include heavy petting, oral
sex and penetration.

Breeding horses and developing them for show can involve abusive practices. Soring, for example,
does harm to the front feet of horses’ legs and hooves to cause an unnatural, exaggerated gait.
When horses who are subjected to soring touch down on the ground in pain, they pick up their feet
faster and higher, fancy foot work that is desirable in horse shows. The pain is induced by coating
the legs in caustic chemicals such as diesel fuel or kerosene, encasing the legs in plastic wrap,
and leaving the horse in a stall to suffer in agony for days at a time. Other forms of soring include
cutting the hoof down to the quick and tightly nailing on a shoe, or forcing a horse to stand for
hours on a block.
Another painful procedure used on horses is rollkur, the hyperflexion of a horse’s neck
through force to bring the head down towards the chest. Although Soring and rollkur are
controversial practices banned by some equestrian bodies, they have not been eradicated. Yet these
undeniably painful and abusive practices don’t summon nearly the amount of societal outrage that
zoophilia does. I wondered why.
Spink’s ex-manager, who is not a zoophile, had her own theory about cross-species sexual
interaction, and why people get so upset about it. “It’s the deep, insatiable need to have something
black and white and definite,” Joanne said. “It’s why people do all sorts of horrors to one another.
In a horse world that tolerates soring and rollkur, but screams for guns and nooses when someone is
having apparently uncoerced sex with an animal...one does have to look a little sideways at the
minds involved.”
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CHAPTER 14
Coming Out
____________________________________________

The new millennium was dawning when all that previously glittered in Doug Spink’s life began to
disintegrate to dust. A closely held secret was eating away at his marriage, a secret so deeply
shrouded that even he tried to deny it to himself sometimes. As he matured, despite the turmoil and
self-hatred that churned inside him, he could no longer mask his attractions. He was a zoo.
It was even more complicated than that. Despite having an imaginative, exploratory mind
that often experienced vivid fantasies and dreams, he had dreamed of women in a sexual way only
twice in his life. Once it involved an ex-girlfriend. The other time, the dream featured singersongwriter Amy Winehouse. He did, however, occasionally have sexual thoughts about human
males. He wasn’t just a zoo; he was a gay zoo, with a preference for male dogs and horses, with some
interest in male humans.
As Spink grew to accept the reality of his sexual orientation, the cracks in his marriage
widened into fault lines. His six-year union was doomed.
Many zoos never reveal the truth of their sexuality, keeping it hidden for the course of their
entire lives. Society doesn’t accept them, and most zoos don’t believe they can change that reality,
so they keep quiet for fear of reprisals. Spink never had that choice. In the late 1990s, he was outed.
It was another zoo who did the deed, the fallout of a longstanding feud between them.
I wasn’t able to track down this man to get his side of the story, but according to Spink, he
considered himself reformed of his zoo behavior, and set out to destroy others in the zoo
community. He outed people—including Spink—by compiling huge dossiers on them, which he
then sent out to everyone he could find who associated with the person. He set up a website to
publish the names of zoos, and made sure Google searches would identify who they were. He only
stopped doing this when he was doxed by other zoos who exposed personal identifying information
about him on the internet to scare him into submission.
Being outed meant Spink had a decision to make. Would he finally release the secret he had
protected since puberty, and risk reprisals in the process? Or would he try to keep his zoo identity
partitioned off inside himself, only to have it bob up to the surface again at some point beyond
his control?
He decided to embrace it.
Hiding his true self seemed to only delay the inevitable, anyway. His human relationships—
both personal and professional—had a habit of dissolving into dead silence once people found out
who he was, either by his own admission, or by someone doing a Google search on his name.
And the suppression of his feelings was taking a toll on him in the form of pervasive self-hatred.
It was a struggle to find the right approach and timing. There wasn’t a playbook for this.
But as Spink slowly stopped hating himself and began to embrace and take pride in the person he
was, he grew more comfortable revealing his secret to those around him.
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In time, the truth-telling went beyond his inner circle. He reached out to the rest of the
world too, using a medium he felt comfortable with: the written word, on internet forums and
discussion boards. Years after being outed, on May 15, 2008, he wrote about it on the Bluelight
forum:
I suspect that all these ramblings by me sound very narcissistic to many readers,
and perhaps at some level they are. If so, I beg pardon. For most of my life, until my
mid-20s, this side of me was absolutely, totally, completely, entirely hidden.
From everyone. Forever. I lived my life in utter and total fear that I’d be “found out.”
Every sexual encounter was a potential disaster, every feeling I had for my partners had
to be hidden and denied around others. That kind of life really, really fucks up your mind.
I had major issues with suicide and depression and every other bad thing I can think of.
I had all but a split personality, at some level—I was one person “inside” and a totally
different person on the outside.
After I was first outed and my worst fear had come true, I slowly came to see it
as a blessing and not a curse. If I wasn’t doing anything horrible in my zoo life—and I
really don’t think I am, in an objective sense—then why was I so ashamed of it? Why did
I hate that side of myself so much? It’s been a long, slow, challenging process to unpeel those layers of denial and lies and dishonesty and instinctive hiding. A big part of it
has involved forcing myself to answer questions honestly, in public, so I don’t backslide
into old, unhealthy habits of thought.

An academic to the core, the internet was a medium where Spink thrived. Flexing his active
mind was pure joy to him, and had been since he was young. Intellectual debate—even when it was
prompted by written and oral attacks against him—was challenging and stimulating. Much more
satisfying than the silent treatment he often experienced. He felt comfortable and confident
communicating with human beings this way: “My deepest emotional bonds are with partners
outside of our species—most of my life is lived apart from human language and human interactions.
Perhaps that’s why I am so wordy online?”
But Spink’s public proclamation of his zoo status and his ensuing notoriety continue to be
the exception, not the norm. “I’ve survived coming to terms with a sexuality that is as unanimously
reviled and persecuted by Normal society as anything in the world,” he said. These days, he calls
himself the “uppity zoo” because he refuses to be ashamed of who he is.
“You either find a way to accept it or you kill yourself.”

Zoophiles around the world live in fear of what could happen if they reveal who they really are.
One man I interviewed by telephone told me he doesn’t dare drink or use drugs because he might
slip up while impaired and tell someone about his attraction to dogs. Stephen Clarke felt the same
way and avoided alcohol as a result, according to his polygraph report.
Hiding in plain sight was a more difficult proposition for one sixty- eight-year-old man I
interviewed by email. Bernard (not his real name), a veterinarian from Baton Rouge, Louisiana,
worried about being exposed on the job. He wrote to me about “the awkward problem of becoming
aroused when examining a female dog.”
“I’ve always feared I might be discovered,” he said in an email. “That I would lose my job,
go to prison, or worse.” He thought there were times when people came close to figuring out his

UNIQUELY DANGEROUS / CARREEN MALONEY

50

secret. “I have had people look at me funny, and comment that I was gentler/the dogs took to me
better, than their previous vet.”
He only decided to take the risk of reaching out to me because he was near retirement.
Bernard, whose writing style resembles a Louisiana drawl, had to find a way to discourage
women who were interested in him romantically, “ways a’ tellin’ would-be suitors I’m not interested
without offendin them or outin’ myself. I’ve usually gotten by with wearin a weddin ring, an’ failin
that, have tried claimin’ t’ be gay.”
Like most of the other zoophiles I interviewed, Bernard realized he wasn’t attracted to his
own species when he reached puberty and found that animals caught his attention, not human
beings. Specifically female dogs. “I began to feel ‘funny’ whenever one of the females came into
estrus. I was too young t’ know what the feelings meant, but I know now that was a sign about my
sexuality. By puberty my family (except my brother who I told that I love dogs) all worried I might
be homosexual, as I didn’t go out and spend time chasing girls like the other boys, I kept to myself
with the dogs.”
Despite being comfortable with his zoo status, Bernard suffers physical side effects that he
believes come from hiding his true self.
Havin’ t’ live a double-life an’ keep work an’ my personal life seperate has probably
contributed t’ my havin stomach ulcers an’ acid reflux disease, as well as my high blood
pressure. It takes a toll on the mind an’ body that’s fer sure. Still, I feel good about
myself, I’m proud a’ who I am, I’m a well liked an’ respected vet, an’ the way I see it, my
preference fer beagles is no different than someone who prefers blondes, brunettes, or
redheads, everyone is different, we cain’t all like the same things. My zoosexuality in
general is no different than someone bein’ heterosexual or homosexual, jus’ how my
brain was wired at birth. Some’re wired t’ be hetero, some’re wired t’ be homosexual,
an’ some people, like me, ‘re wired t’ be zoosexual. Specific chemicals an’
neurotransmitter patterns in our brains determine at birth what our preferences’ll be later
in life.

Bernard said the hardest part of being a zoo is the dramatic difference in the life spans of
humans versus nonhumans, a sentiment I heard often from zoos. People live an average of seventynine years, while a dog’s average lifespan is ten to thirteen years. Horses live twenty-five to thirty
years.
Bernard deals with the loss by always having dogs descended from the bloodlines of a lemon
Beagle named Ashley who he refers to as his first girlfriend. He was sixteen and Ashley was two when
he started having sex with her. When he turned eighteen, he left home with Ashley.
When Ashley died, Bernard nearly drank himself to death. Then he became involved with
one of Ashley’s daughters. “When that dog got old, she too had pups, and again I kept a girl for my
new ‘wife’ and the same thing went on about every 13–15 years since.”
His current “wife” is another Beagle that his brother’s oldest son calls Aunt Chloe.
Bernard’s brother continues to be supportive of him, something for which the veterinarian is
grateful. “I feel sorry fer other zoos who have mentioned how their family shuns an’ rejects them.”
Despite the complications that being a zoo brings to his life, Bernard said he doesn’t wish to
be a Normal. “I am who I am, I cain’t help that I was born a zoophile.” If he had his life to live over
again, he said, “I wouldn’t change a thing.” I discovered that many zoos feel this way. Even though
they lament that the world doesn’t accept them and they fear being outed, overall most are glad to
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be zoophiles. They believe they have a special bond with other species that the rest of us Normals
could never understand, and that we are the worse off for it.

For Doug Spink, there might have been an element of relief in having been outed as a zoo, but it
indisputably brought turmoil to his life too. Soon afterwards, he was stripped of his trial judge title
with the American Kennel Club, and he had to shut down his Golden Retriever rescue and breeding
operations.
Although he had already gone through publicly confessing he was a zoo on the internet, that
didn’t make it any easier to confess to his wife that whatever modicum of sexual attraction he felt for
human beings was towards men, not women. She didn’t take the disclosure well.
“It is so powerfully hurtful for me to know that you are pained and disappointed by who I
am,” he wrote to her in a 4,600-word letter a few days after his oral confession. “If this is what
‘coming out’ is like, I’ll happily stay in the closet for the rest of my life with the rest of the world.
It was like a nightmare unfolding in front of me, as bad as I had imagined in my deepest fears for all
the years that I have fought to deceive myself.”
In the letter, he lamented that he had become the portrait of the very men he had felt sorry
for in the past:
For a long time, I’ve had supreme pity for those men who were married and had families,
and through whatever mysterious and alchemical process woke up one day realizing
that they were gay. How could a man reconcile the vows of marriage and the
responsibilities of a family with a part of them that is so supremely and unarguably
unalterable? It is the proverbial rock and a hard place, an unwinnable game with all
losing outcomes. How could a man care deeply enough about his wife to marry her and
have children, and then come to the horrible realization that in his heart of hearts he
wasn’t physically attracted to her, or any woman for that matter?
Little did I know then that at least a chunk of my pity was actually self-pity. I am
that man.

Despite his wife’s disappointing reaction to his revelation, there was some solace in knowing
that he no longer had to hide who he was.
I’d be lying if I didn’t say that there is an incredible, profound, soul- deep sense of relief
that has come from my own “coming out to myself.” I’ve been gay for as long as I can
remember, and fighting every day to keep that knowledge, somehow, buried so deep it
would just disappear. That’s not how it works, and for years there has been a
fundamental lie in my life, a lie to myself which is the worst kind of lie.
You’ve been complicit in this lie, and I don’t blame you for that. For you,
our physical relationship was very important and it is understandable that you, too,
would deny the obvious in simply ignoring something that was really as plain as the
noses on both of our faces. I haven’t had the strength to face my coming out on my
own, and I’ve used you as a crutch to deny myself to myself. I’m not sure whether either
of us right or wrong, good or bad, in what we’ve done here. I think we’ve both just been
trying to survive as best we can.
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The relief that came from being honest with himself and his wife was mixed with pain.
She was dear to him, the best friend he’d ever had. She understood and accepted his complex
character when other human beings didn’t, wouldn’t or couldn’t. But that understanding was no
longer a strong enough bond to hold them together. “Your conception of how I should love you is
out of sync with how I, as a person, can love you,” he wrote. “This creates unhappiness in you,
a perfectly natural response. I am well aware of this unhappiness, and it creates in me self loathing,
for I feel as if I am bringing this unhappiness to you, someone I love. I then look at you, indirectly,
as a source of unhappiness. This feeds on itself ad nauseam.”
I would have liked to interview Spink’s former wife to gain additional perspective on him,
and insight into their marriage. But shortly after I first met Spink in Seattle, he agreed to cooperate
with my research on one condition: that I not attempt to contact his ex-wife, or include her name in
this book. In return, he would give me access (provided the sources agreed) to everyone else who
had come in contact with him— friends and enemies, former and current business partners, and
family members. Usually I avoid making any type of deal that puts limits on my investigation,
but the wide-ranging access he was offering in return made it a reasonable request. Plus, I didn’t
sense his motivation was to cover up anything in his background. In the case of his ex-wife, he gave
his reasoning as follows: “It just feels like the interactions we had and the friendship we had went
through a trajectory. We came fully apart, and tangling her back into my story after she has already
moved out of my life—it just seems mean-spirited, unnecessary and not fair.”
Later, when I was introduced to Spink’s boyfriend of nine years, he added him as another
caveat: I couldn’t use his name in this book, although he didn’t try to prevent me from interviewing
him as he had done with his ex-wife. I would speak with this man many times over the years by
phone, met him once in person, and we also communicated through text and email.
On several occasions during the time I’ve spent working on this story, Spink brought up this
agreement we made in order to confirm that I was still planning to keep my end of the bargain.
He said his insistence was based on wanting to protect both the human partners he loved from
negative publicity because of their connection to him.

In addition to the sprawling place in Gaston, Spink and his wife also owned a smaller, refurbished
farmhouse about twenty-five miles away in North Plains. The second home helped them facilitate
their separation. From September 1998 until 2001, the couple was “separated but still togetherish,” Spink recalled, living apart in their houses, alternating who stayed where, but still spending
ample time together as friends. I could relate to their situation—it was similar to the arrangement
Hiromi and I had for the year and a half before his death. The Spinks’ union didn’t have the same
bloody ending that ours did, although its finale was dramatic in its own way.
The Spinks’ failing marriage came to its fiery conclusion in 2003, when Doug went to pick
up his Golden Retriever, Rion, from his wife to take him to Canada, where he had decided to live.
But Rion wasn’t there—he was staying at a friend’s place. His wife said Spink could visit the dog
whenever he wanted, but she refused to give him back. They had a bitter, angry confrontation.
“I told her I would gut her like a fish and hang her from a tree by her intestines if she didn’t
get Rion back to me in twenty-four hours,” he told me. “I’m not proud of that.”
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A friend of his wife’s witnessed the dispute and called the police, but the officers who
showed up didn’t arrest Spink. There had been angry words exchanged in an emotional situation,
but no physical violence. His wife heeded his warning, and returned Rion to him.
His wedding vows in tatters, Spink made a new vow, this time to himself: never again would
he allow himself to get romantically entangled with a woman. But he would break that pledge with
Corinne Super, and with devastating consequences.

CHAPTER 15
Flying Phalluses
____________________________________________

As I worked on this story and learned more about zoophilia, I delved into questions that had
lingered in my mind since I first began communicating with Doug Spink while he was in prison.
Is zoophilia a real phenomenon? And are there more zoophiles out there?
Zoophiles—also known as zoosexuals, or simply zoos—are people who form their primary
emotional, social and sexual bonds with animals instead of human beings. When I started
researching, I had two expectations that turned out to be grossly inaccurate. First, I expected to find
recent statistics about the prevalence of zoophilia. Second, I expected the numbers would reveal
that it isn’t very common.
Wrong, and wrong again.
The most recent numbers are decades old and come from pioneer sex researcher Dr. Alfred
Kinsey, who collected the data for his groundbreaking Kinsey reports. The controversial and widely
quoted Sexual Behavior in the Human Male (1948) and Sexual Behavior in the Human Female (1953)
together sold three-quarters of a million copies and were translated into thirteen languages.
Kinsey was thorough. He had an impressive number of participants. He studied roughly
eleven thousand subjects (half males, half females), often interviewing them himself. His statistics
revealed that sexual activity between humans and animals is common—shockingly common, to the
uninitiated. Kinsey discovered that 8 percent of men and 3.6 percent of women have had at least
one sexual experience with an animal during their lifetime. Some of these experiences occur during
childhood, never to be examined or revisited again. For others, the attraction is hardwired into their
psyche, a permanent, lifelong component of sexual desire. Sometimes even the main desire.
When it comes to rural areas—on farms, where reproduction happens out in the open—
Kinsey found the figures to be much higher. Among rural males, 40 to 50 percent reported having
had sexual experiences with animals. Kinsey noted those figures were likely lower than actual
numbers: “These must be minimum data, for there has undoubtedly been some cover-up in the
reports of these activities,” he wrote.
Kinsey concluded that the factors that draw human beings into sexual activities with each
other aren’t all that different from what causes people to have sex with animals from other species:
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In any event, it is certain that human contacts with animals of other species have been
known since the dawn of history, they are known among all races of people today, and
they are not uncommon in our own culture. . . . Far from being a matter for surprise, the
record simply substantiates our present understanding that the forces which bring
individuals of the same species together in sexual relations may sometimes serve to
bring individuals of different species together in the same types of sexual relations.

Shortly before completing his first report, Alfred Kinsey formed the Kinsey Institute.
Now located at Indiana University, it is still America’s preeminent research organization about
sexuality, with a mission “to advance sexual health and knowledge worldwide.” I called the
institute’s director of communications, hoping there might be a more recent study about zoophilia
in the works. “There are no plans to study it at this time,” said Jennifer Bass.
Next I wrote to Catherine Johnson-Roehr, curator of art, artifacts and photographs at the
institute. In her reply, she said their gallery collection is voluminous—48,000 photos, plus another
7,000 pieces of art and artifacts. She also described a popular show held in the gallery a few years
earlier, titled Passionate Creatures:
It featured a wide variety of artworks from around the world that dealt with eroticism and
animal imagery. We did not include photographs of humans in sexual situations with
animals, but instead we focused more on sexual fantasies depicted by artists, often
inspired by mythology (Leda and the Swan, Europa and the Bull). We were surprised to
find a large number of artworks in our collection included depictions of animals—not just
zoophilia, but also an animal couple might be shown engaged in intercourse near a
human couple, or a human couple might be observed or interrupted by a cat or dog. We
also included depictions of human genitalia as independent creatures, such as flying
phalluses.

Before researching this subject, I had dismissed zoophilia as mainly a myth. A joke.
Something that hardly ever happened in real life, unless it was making a lascivious appearance on the
pornography scene. I wasn’t prepared for how many zoos there are. Or for how many of them would
want to tell their stories.
Looking back, my ignorance on the subject is surprising, particularly given the decades I’ve
spent volunteering in animal welfare—nearly all the zoos I interviewed have worked or volunteered
in the animal welfare movement. How could I have missed it?
Credible research about zoophilia is rare, most likely because of the stigma attached to the
subject. Kinsey discussed people’s contempt for the behavior: “All in all, there is probably no type of
human sexual behavior which has been more severely condemned by that segment of the population
which happens not to have had such experience, and which accepts the age-old judgment that
animal intercourse must evidence as a mental abnormality, as well as an immorality.”
Although there isn’t much in the way of research on zoophilia, someone did tackle the topic
more recently than Kinsey, albeit with a much smaller but more specific group of subjects.
Maryland-based psychotherapist Hani Miletski extensively questioned ninety-three zoos for her
1999 doctoral dissertation, published in 2002 and titled Understanding Bestiality and Zoophilia. I sent
her Kinsey’s quote about society’s widespread condemnation of cross-species sex, and asked for her
reaction.
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“The sentiment you quoted is very common, and is held by most people who are not into
sex with animals,” Miletski replied. “In my experience, people find the idea disgusting, and many
worry about animal consent.”
Miletski’s book was among the possessions seized from Spink’s cabin during the federal raid.
Despite repeated efforts, he was never able to get the book back, which annoyed him. He didn’t
think the federal government had any right to seize and keep his academic materials on zoophilia.
“It speaks for itself: idiotic, ignorant, fascistic, petty, indefensible, absurd,” he said.
Understanding Bestiality and Zoophilia centers on Miletski’s basic research question:
can humans have a sexual orientation towards non- human animals?
I, for one, intended to find out.

In her book, Miletski explained that she got the idea to study this taboo subject as a result of
treating a patient who felt conflicted about his sexual attraction towards dogs:
It all started when my client, I’ll call him Chris, told me he could not find any literature
about bestiality/zoophilia. I had been seeing him, in my psychotherapy practice,
because he could not stop having sex with dogs. He was a very religious man and
believed it was wrong to have sexual relations with anything other than women, and
even then, only when you are married to that woman. However, he could not control his
urges to have sex with the dogs in his neighborhood.

When she looked into bestiality and zoophilia, she couldn’t find reliable research on the
psychology of the phenomenon. She asked a librarian at the Sexuality Information and Education
Council of the United States (SIECUS) to do a literature search, which turned up disappointing
findings. “The most important part of a literature review is the review of other studies on the related
topic,” Miletski wrote. “Research on bestiality or zoophilia is scarce, and out-dated.”
The only material SIECUS tracked down was a 1994 autobiography by the late Mark
Matthews called The Horseman: Obsessions of a Zoophile. In her acknowledgments, Miletski wrote
that Matthews’ story and personal difficulties had touched her. “In this book, the author describes
his struggles to accept the fact that he loved his horse more than he loved his wife.”
Matthews and her conflicted client got Miletski thinking: if these two men felt this way
about animals, surely there were others out there with similar urges. Given the scarcity of
information, why not create her own study? “I was intrigued with the idea that there are people who
may be sexually attracted to animals, and may even prefer animals as sex partner to humans,”
she wrote.
Although Miletski saw the need for a study, not everyone around her agreed.
This was not an easy thing to do. Some of my colleagues and friends thought I was out
of my mind: “You are going to study what?” Some concluded there was something
wrong with me, that I needed therapy, and/or that I myself was having sex with animals.
The man I was dating at that time could not even handle discussing the topic. But, there
were others who encouraged me and my controversial investigation, and I was set to be
one of the first researchers to study this virtually unknown phenomenon and to conduct
a large scale, professional study on bestiality/zoophilia.
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She pressed on despite the negativity, driven by a sense of responsibility to her profession
and its patients. “I found the major void of knowledge regarding bestiality/zoophilia alarming. In my
opinion, clinical sexologists and psychotherapists need to be equipped with a carefully researched
base of knowledge in order to understand the phenomenon and the individuals involved.”
Eventually Miletski rooted out some literature. But she wasn’t impressed, concluding it was
unscientific, inconsistent and unreliable.
I ended up finding many books and articles whose authors mention and sometimes even
discuss bestiality and zoophilia. Many authors suggest that human beings have had
sexual relations with animals since the dawn of history and throughout the world (in
some countries more than others). These authors assert that sexual relations with
animals has been practiced, thought about, dreamed of, and has emerged in myth,
fairytale, folklore, literature, painting and sculpture (Cauldwell, 1948; Dumont, 1970;
Kinsey et al., 1948; Kullinger, 1969; Masters, 1962). None of them, however, provides an
in-depth picture into the lives and behaviors of the people who engage in sexual
relations with animals. Many authors volunteer their opinions and discuss humans’
sexual relations with animals as though they are an authority on the subject. Their
opinions, however, are often conflicting and cause much confusion to the reader.

Miletski hoped her research would clear some of the tangled brush of misleading information
to bring understanding to a subject she believed was badly understudied. “Hopefully, this work will
help to demystify a topic which has long suffered ridicule and pseudo-scientific rhetoric, and will
open the door to further, much needed research,” she wrote.
Her study unearthed a dizzying array of historical examples of cross- species sex.
“The literature review I conducted reveals that human sexual relations with animals existed forever
and in almost every place and culture in the world.”
The next step was a bigger challenge: she had to find actual zoos to study. She placed
advertisements online and in publications calling for volunteers. Much to her surprise, when zoos
found out what she was doing, her project gained momentum. Similar to what I experienced with
this book, they spread the word about her project, and others came forward to tell their stories.
In total, Miletski was approached by 160 zoos. Some participants were eliminated from the
study if they didn’t follow the guidelines she set out, such as the requirement to disclose their home
addresses so she could mail out questionnaires to help ensure they were legitimate, actual people.
(For their privacy and protection, she destroyed the zoos’ addresses once she completed the
project.)
The final study included findings from 93 zoos (82 men, 11 women). Participants filled out
350 questions over 23 pages, ranging from basic demographic information to graphic details about
their sexual experiences with animals. Among Miletski’s subjects, the most common animals to have
sex with were dogs, followed by horses.
But Miletski didn’t rely only on questionnaires to study the minds of the zoos. She also
interviewed them by phone, and met with a group virtually in an online chat room. It was the
1990s, when the internet was still in its nascency, and Miletski wasn’t connected yet, so two zoos—
a woman and her boyfriend—came to her house and used their laptop to connect her to the group.
On a cold November night in 1995, I logged on the internet for the first time in my life,
and into a chat room where a whole crowd of zoos was waiting to speak with me. I was
amazed at the sense of friendship and closeness the zoos exhibited among themselves.
Most had internet names of animals, and they acted as though they were animals
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playing with other animals, like a litter of cubs would play with each other. They were
playful, friendly and respectful to one another.

She interacted online with the zoos for four hours. Miletski's communications soon went
beyond virtual. She established so much trust with the zoo community that she was invited to
attend an annual gathering in May 1996.
I was very flattered. Now I knew they trusted me. But, I had mixed feelings. I did not
want to get too close to them; people might think I am a zoo and/or their friend and not
take my study seriously. At the same time how could I give up an opportunity like this? I
decided to go. This turned out to be a profound weekend. It opened the doors to a
secret world populated by entertaining, intelligent people, engaged in a sexual behavior
that much of our contemporary society views with revulsion.

At the gathering, Miletski met more than fifty zoos from around the United States,
and conducted two focus groups. The trust they extended to her was significant. “They talked about
how difficult it was to be a zoo, to find other zoos, and to ‘come out’ to their family members and
friends. They complained about the fact that the media made zoos look like perverts, pedophiles,
and rapists, and cried about losing their animal sex partners whose life span is much shorter than
humans.” They confided in her that they were terrified of being outed or caught.
Currently, Miletski is a licensed clinical social worker with a private practice. She has a
master’s degree in social work from the Catholic University of America’s National School of Social
Service in Washington, DC, and a doctorate in human sexuality from the Institute for Advanced
Study of Human Sexuality in San Francisco. I emailed her several times before this book went to
press to ask some follow-up questions. For example, I wondered whether the results of her research
had surprised her. “I was surprised by many things,” she responded.
When I had the opportunity to get to know some of the zoos, I was surprised to find out
that they are “normal,” nice, intelligent, friendly people. People you would never guess
that they are zoos. I was surprised to witness how much they love their animal partners,
and how much they love and care for animals in general. I was surprised to see that
some of my participants had sexual relations with lots of animals, and lots of different
kind of animals, some unbelievable such as: lions, tigers, wolves, porcupines, llamas,
rhinoceros, etc.
I was surprised to find out that, like the men, the most common sexual behavior
engaged in by the women was masturbation of the male animal. In pornography,
the most common sexual behavior is the animal penetrating the woman.
Generally speaking, I found lots of surprises here and there when I was reading
the completed questionnaires that were sent back to me. It was really fascinating to
learn about each person, and to learn about their lives and stories.

Then I asked her the question that had been on my mind since I started learning more about
zoos, a question I knew had the potential to cause significant controversy: in her opinion, speaking
as a researcher, does she believe zoophilia is a sexual orientation?
“Yes, for some,” she said.
Miletski feels sympathy for zoos trying to fit into society despite widespread opprobrium.
“Over the years, I had several zoos who came to see me for therapy. They did not want to change
their lifestyle or sexual orientation; they had other issues they wanted to work on, like other people
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have. But, they felt more comfortable talking with me because they knew I will not judge them,
and will not try to get them to change their sexual orientation.”
I asked Miletski if she had ever received threats from people angered by her writing about
zoophiles.
“Oh, yes! I got letters, and emails, and when I gave a talk in Las Vegas, at the Erotic
Heritage Museum, in June 2013, I was heckled by a group of people who came to hear me speak
just to make a point about the ‘poor animals.’ They did apologize afterwards, but it was a very
uncomfortable experience.”
I wondered whether, after studying so many zoos, Miletski discovered characteristics in
common that would form a typical profile of a zoophile.
“No, I did not,” she said. “They come from all walks of life, and the only thing that united
them is their love and attraction to animals.”

CHAPTER 16
Lady Buble
____________________________________________

One of the starkest examples of society’s hatred, revulsion and rejection of zoophiles is the story of
what happened to Phillip Buble. The incident occurred in 1999, around the same time Doug Spink
was grappling with the repercussions of being outed in his own life. Being a known zoophile had cost
Spink dearly, including numerous threats of violence aimed in his direction. Spink survived the
threats without being physically injured, but Buble wasn’t so lucky.
Phillip was living with his father, Frank Buble, in the tiny town of Parkman, Maine, when he
came out as a zoophile. This revelation was acutely upsetting to his seventy-year-old father, a pilot
who had retired from the aerospace industry. The elder Buble was mortified when his forty-threeyear-old son began to openly declare his sexual orientation in front of his pilot friends. Phillip
considered his thirty-six-pound mixed breed dog, whom he called Lady Buble, to be his significant
other, and referred to her as his wife.
Tensions between father and son about Phillip’s zoophilia were exacerbated by
disagreements about repairs to the family home. The conflict came to a head on September 13,
1999, when Frank Buble returned home to find Phillip French-kissing Lady Buble.
That was it. The breaking point for Frank Buble.
When Phillip stepped into the shower, his father grabbed a crowbar and lay in wait. As his
son exited, Frank began smashing him repeatedly with the metal bar. He didn’t succeed in killing his
child as intended, but the injuries were significant. Phillip’s arm was broken, and he required sixtythree stitches to his head and face. He was treated at the Mayo Regional Hospital in DoverFoxcroft and released.
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When the case went to court, Frank Buble testified in Piscataquis County Superior Court
before Justice Andrew Mead that lack of sleep, combined with his son’s behavior, had “pushed him
over the edge.”
Meanwhile, Phillip wrote a letter to Justice Mead requesting permission for Lady Buble to
accompany him in court:
I’d like my significant other to attend by my side if possible as she was present in the
house during the attack, though not an eyewitness to it, thank goodness. I’ve been
informed your personal permission is needed given that my wife is not human, being a
dog of about 36 pounds weight and very well behaved. You can confirm this with just
about anyone at the Dover courthouse, many there have already met her in “person.”

Defense attorney Randy Day painted a picture of Frank Buble’s mounting frustration with
his son. He argued mitigating circumstances: that Frank Buble had no prior criminal record,
and that his son’s unusual lifestyle drove him to it.
R. Christopher Almy, Piscataquis County district attorney, told the court that
“the horrendous nature of the attack should not be forgotten, because the injuries to Phillip Buble
were significant.”
Frank Buble pled guilty to attempted murder and elevated aggravated assault. He was
sentenced to eight years, with all but nine months suspended, on each of the two counts.
The sentences were to be served concurrently.
Despite the violent attack, Phillip didn’t want his father to be imprisoned. Instead, he said,
his father “needs serious therapy.” Frank Buble was indeed ordered to get psychological counseling,
a requirement that pleased his son.
Phillip Buble went on to use the publicity from the incident to try to win acceptance for
zoophiles. He talked about zoophilia on regional radio shows, and a year and a half after the attack,
he testified against Maine bill LD 1283, which sought to criminalize sexual acts with animals (the
bill may have been a response to his well-publicized story).
“In what surely must rank as one of the most bizarre moments in State House history,”
wrote Emmet Meara in the Bangor Daily News, on March 27, 2001, “Phillip Buble, 44, of Parkman
defended his sexual love for his dog for more than 30 minutes before the squirming members of the
Legislature’s Criminal Justice Committee on Monday.”
Buble told legislators the proposed law was an attempt “to force morality on a minority.
It will be a disservice to zoo couples and would keep zoo couples from coming out of the closet and
drive us deeper underground. This helps no one and would force me out of state.”
He said he didn’t feel safe as a zoophile. His home had been paintballed. He became
homeless for about six months before moving in with a friend’s parents in Ohio, one of the few
remaining states that didn’t have a law prohibiting sex with animals. He stayed there for about two
years.
I tracked down the man whose parents housed Buble, who identified himself to me only as
Adam. In a 2012 telephone interview, he spoke fondly of his friend. He talked about how Buble
dreamed of becoming a veterinarian one day, and what he was like as a person. “He loved
electronics. He was very smart, highly intelligent, friendly, personable.”
Adam said the beating may have caused neurological problems, because Buble’s personality
changed after his father’s attack on him. “He lost his filter. He would be out in the open talking
about stuff in a restaurant with kids around. He broke the social contracts.” Or, Adam speculated,
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perhaps it wasn’t neurological damage, but “him being very resolute about not going back in the
closet.”
Perhaps Buble’s bluntness came from a combination of both.
Buble was overweight, with high blood pressure, and he took insulin for type 2 diabetes.
His illnesses would eventually end his life. He died at Riverside Hospital in Columbus, Ohio, on
December 3, 2010, at the age of fifty-four.
Adam said the disgust that society feels towards zoos eventually ground down Buble’s spirit,
and he became frightened and paranoid. “Slowly over time, he started to think everybody was after
him. He thought that the legal system was coming for him. He felt like what was happening to the
zoo society was a form of genocide.”

CHAPTER 17
Tech Seeds
____________________________________________

As the 1990s drew to a close, it was becoming apparent that Doug Spink’s marriage wouldn’t
survive the disclosure about his sexual preferences. But his business pursuits still held great promise.
The 1998 sale of his online catalog company, Timberline Direct, had made Spink a wealthy
man. It enabled him to fund his properties and his stallion stud farm, the star of which was the elite
athlete named Capone.
Soon he would negotiate a far bigger deal than Timberline.
Besides the catalog company, in the late 1990s, Spink had a hand in various internet and
other technology firms. According to a March 1, 2001, filing to the Securities and Exchange
Commission, “During the past five years Mr. Spink has invested in, co-founded, or served as an
advisor to several e-commerce companies, including webmodal.com (co-founder and board
member), assetexchange.com (investor), Bidland. com (advisor) and matacat.com (founder, investor
and board member).”
One of Spink’s business pursuits was Strategicus Partners, a technology consultancy he
founded in 1998 that was acquired by the Stonepath Group the following year. Spink stayed on as
chief technical officer until 2000, when he resigned and started Seedling Technology Ventures. The
new company, co-founded with a business associate, Paul R. Peterson, invested in fledgling
technology-oriented enterprises in exchange for ownership stakes in the businesses.
I interviewed Peterson numerous times by telephone about his dealings with Doug Spink.
I also drove to Seattle to meet him in person for a few hours, and went to visit him for a day at his
company, located at the McMinnville Municipal Airport in Oregon, forty miles from Portland.
These days, Peterson is not in business with Spink anymore. In 2011, the former US Air Force
fighter pilot combined his interests in aviation and high tech to found Volta Volaré Corporation,
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which manufactures high-performance electric aircraft, and also invests in other clean technology
companies.
One of the first things Peterson wanted me to know is that he is not a zoophile.
Peterson first met Spink in the 1990s, when they both lived in Portland. Peterson was
working at a bank where he created an innovative new financial instrument, a mortgage product
designed to attract successful entrepreneurs who wanted to buy homes, but didn’t meet traditional
bank requirements. Peterson’s brainchild enabled Spink to finance the purchase of his Gaston
mansion. Eventually the two men forged a business partnership, and a friendship.
Peterson said that after Spink was arrested for drug smuggling in 2005, the federal
government harassed him and his wife about their connection to Spink, a stress factor that
contributed to the deterioration of their marriage. Back then, the couple worked in the field of
financial services and international trade, and the feds accused the Petersons of money laundering for
the drug industry, an allegation that Paul Peterson vigorously denies.
Despite the troubles that partnering with Spink brought to his life, the drug smuggling arrest
didn’t prevent Peterson from working with Spink again after he was released on probation in 2007.
But trouble flared up once more when Spink’s cabin was raided in 2010, and Peterson again fell
under the scrutiny of the federal government because of his connection to Spink.
I asked Peterson why he continued doing business with Spink when it came with such
turmoil. “Because he’s the smartest motherfucker I ever met,” he responded succinctly.
After mulling it over for a couple of days, he called me to add an afterthought: “I thought he made a
stupid mistake and was going to recover. I gave him the benefit of the doubt.”

Back in 2001, Spink and Peterson thought they had hit pay dirt. They struck a deal to sell Seedling
for $40 million in stock to Brighton Technologies Corporation of Allendale, New Jersey. As part of
the acquisition agreement, Brighton’s board members resigned. The plan was to put majority
ownership and control of the new company—to be called Seedling Technologies Corp.—in the
hands of Seedling stockholders. Spink would become chairman and CEO, and Peterson would be
named director and president.
But Seedling’s seemingly bright future went awry. According to Spink and Peterson, the
Chinese-born businessman who founded Brighton managed to fraudulently register additional stock
certificates with securities transfer agents. Seedling’s legitimate shareholders’ equity was diluted by
millions of dollars when investors unwittingly purchased the fraudulent stock from associates of the
Chinese businessman. Peterson led an inquiry into the shareholder groups to determine which were
legitimate. Lawsuits from these duped shareholders started popping up that targeted Seedling.
Seedling was down, but not out. Spink and Peterson rallied, finding investors who agreed to
infuse funds into a tech company they had also invested in called NxGen. The deal would be enough
to save Seedling, and Spink and Peterson expected to net $15 million each.
On September 10, 2001, the business partners boarded a private jet and flew to Vancouver,
British Columbia, to sign documents into the night at the office of Canaccord Capital Corporation.
The deal would close the next day, at 9:00 a.m. Eastern time. After the paperwork was completed,
the partners partied into the wee hours in Vancouver to celebrate their good fortune before flying
back to Oregon.
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That morning—9:15 in the east, 6:15 in the west—Spink picked up the phone and called
Peterson to verify that their deal was done. But Peterson wouldn’t answer the question, even when
repeatedly pressed by Spink.
“Turn on your TV, dude,” Peterson said. “Just turn on your TV. All hell has broken loose.”
Minutes before their deal was scheduled to close, the World Trade Center came under
attack by Al Qaeda terrorists who piloted two airplanes directly into the country’s financial
epicenter. At 8:46 a.m., the North Tower was hit. At 9:03, a second plane struck the South Tower.
Both of the 110-storey buildings caught fire. By 10:30 a.m., the twin towers had collapsed in a thick
gray cloud of smoke and dust. Thousands died, financial markets plunged into ruins, and so did the
business deals that depended upon them. Spink’s arrangement was just one of many that melted
away into the chaos.
Years later, I asked him if he was upset that the terrorist attacks had robbed them of
millions. “I could never really get upset because it was bigger than us,” he said.
Once Spink’s businesses went under, the costly stud farm soon followed. The former
manager of the farm recalled how quickly things changed for her boss.
There were about four weeks when people were perfectly willing to extend him credit,
and then once they realized the money was gone, that was it.
When he had the money, he was seen as being a visionary and an exciting person.
Someone doing cutting-edge work with interesting new ideas. Overnight people who
one day thought how cool he was, how groundbreaking he was, all of a sudden they
started telling stories about what a horrible human being he was. It tore my guts out.
It just made me angry to watch it happen.

In 2002, Spink filed for Chapter 7 bankruptcy.

After interviewing Paul Peterson at his company in McMinnville, I drove twenty miles to Gaston.
I wanted to check out the last house Doug Spink had owned before his financial crash, the mansion
where he and Peterson held epic rave parties that drew hundreds of people back in the heyday of
their high tech success. Peterson recalled the parties lasting for days, and reminisced fondly about
how they would instruct visitors to park their vehicles in a crosshatch pattern to slow down police
officers attempting to make their way up to the house to break up the festivities.
But when tough economic times hit the entrepreneurs, the parties were over. Peterson told
me that when Spink lapsed on the Gaston house payments, he bought the mortgage from the bank
in an attempt to help his friend and business partner keep his home, with the agreement that Spink
would help out financially. But “he didn’t pay a nickel in rent, he avoided it and ignored it,”
Peterson said. After nearly a year, Peterson couldn’t afford to keep paying anymore, so he stopped.
The bank foreclosed, and the sheriff showed up and changed the locks. “I couldn’t afford to
maintain a palace for a friend,” Peterson said, adding, “This time it affected my credit.”
Spink was angry and resentful, Peterson said, and “convinced that I made him homeless on
purpose.”
Just like his one-room cabin in Sumas, Spink’s former home in Gaston is at the dead end of
a road, perched high on a hilltop that overlooks a sweeping parcel of land. The accommodations
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aren’t similar, however— unlike the cabin, the Gaston house is large and luxurious. The property
also features a sizable barn.
When I arrived, two little kids were splashing around in a swimming pool outside. I knocked
on the front door and their grandmother answered.
“I’m writing a book about someone who used to live here,” I said.
“Who?” she asked.
“Doug Spink.”
Upon hearing his name, her body language instantly changed from relaxed and friendly,
to tense and guarded. The door began to close shut on me.
“My husband won’t want me talking to you,” she said.
But I kept asking questions, and slowly, the door swung open again. The woman stepped
outside and spoke with me for about an hour.
She and her husband had purchased the house after Spink had been forced out. Like many
people who face foreclosure, he took his anger about the circumstances out on the house.
The elaborate brickwork was marred by gallons of paint, she said. Windows were smashed. There
were gaping holes in the walls and ceilings, and by the shape, she guessed they’d been made by a
bowling ball thrown against them. “Fuck you” was smeared on the walls in dog feces. The couple’s
adult children moved in with them for three years to help repair the place.

The properties, the companies, the marriage, the stallion farm—Spink had lost it all. But he still had
what mattered to him most: his four-legged family. Five horses (Capone, Cantour, Cotopaxi, Ace
and Joseph) and five dogs (Frasier, Fritzy, Maxwell, Bruno and Rion). Caring for their needs gave
him strength and purpose, and the motivation to keep going.
The menagerie headed north to Canada, where he hoped a fresh start would be waiting for
them. A promising new life in a different country.
What Spink didn’t know was that one of the most devastating losses he would face in his
lifetime was still to come. It lurked around the corner, about to slam into him head on.
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Interested in reading more of Uniquely Dangerous?
The rest of the book contains these additional chapters:
18
19
20
21
22
23
24
25
26
27
28
29
30
31
32
33
34
35
36
37
38

Base Jumping
Last Ride
Blonde Ambition
Hockey Bags
Primate Drama
Frozen Timber
Mr. Hands
Legal Matters
Gift Horse
Stockpiling Semen
Disappearing Act
Checkmate Cunt
Death Sentences
Bestiality Busting
Morning Wood
Vaseline Mice
Cause Célèbre
Judgment Day
Star Witness
Connecting Dots
Unmitigated Defiance

39
40
41
42
43
44
45
46
47
48
49
50
51
52
53
54
55
56
57
58

Ghosted Out
Scarlet F
Zoo Community
Selling Secrecy
Public Records
B Word
Legal Beagle
Heavy Petting
Cultural References
Donkey Love
Double Standards
Gag Order
Dead Ringer
Déjà vu
Double Trouble
Doorway Darkening
Oh Canada
Northern Exposure
Night Terror
The Disappeared

To get a copy of Uniquely Dangerous, visit your independent bookstore, or go to
Amazon at the following links:
USA
https://www.amazon.com/Uniquely-Dangerous-Carreen-Maloney/dp/1732065403

Canada
https://www.amazon.ca/Uniquely-Dangerous-Carreen-Maloney-ebook/dp/B07BPRHZLR
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