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From the time Dr. Mark Goldstein was a little boy—even before he had his first dog—he was

fascinated by creatures both domestic and wild. After graduating veterinary school at Cornell

University, he became a veterinarian in clinical practice, then director of zoos in Boston and

Los Angeles, then head of a progressive humane society where he advocated for animal

welfare. During his extraordinary 30-year career, Dr. Mark has accrued a lifetime of

experiences working with all sorts of animals and the people who care for them.Dr. Mark's life

with animals taught him more than how to be a great doctor, it taught him how to live life. The

stories in this book reflect those lessons; they will make you laugh and cry as they entertain

and amaze you. Each real-life experience sheds light on the challenges and hard work of the

talented individuals who work in the world of animal welfare. These are stories that illustrate

the tremendous impact animals have on our daily lives—they are hallmarks of the sacred

importance of the human-animal bond.On your journey through the exhilarating life of Dr. Mark,

you'll meet some of the finned, furred, and feathered animals who offered him invaluable

insights—Harold the hamster, Sasha the Siberian tiger, St. Francis the German Shepherd,

Ralph the buffalo, Gus the stallion, Frank the goldfish, and many more fascinating creatures!



Praise for LIONS andTIGERS and Hamsters“This book will give you insight into the animal

mind and why it is important that people need animals and animals need people.”—Temple

Grandin, PhD, author of Animals in Translation and Animals Make Us Human“As this wonderful

book proves, Dr. Mark is the rarest of veterinarians—a man who can help a family accept the

loss of a beloved German shepherd one day and spar with a Siberian tiger to administer its

treatment the next. Dr. Mark’s deep insight into animals—his profound understanding of what

they give us and what they can tell us if we’re willing to listen—is an inspiration to an animal

lover like me. We modeled the Annenberg PetSpace in Playa Vista on his groundbreaking work

at the San Diego Humane Society. I urge everyone who cares about animals to read this

delightful new volume.”—Wallis Annenberg, philanthropist, chairman, president, and CEO of

The Annenberg Foundation“Mark Goldstein has been a friend and colleague for almost three

decades. His compassion for animals of all sizes and species—as well as his humanity—have

been evident in every aspect of his esteemed career. Mark’s powerful, engaging storytelling

talent shines brightly throughout Lions and Tigers and Hamsters. This captivating book warms

the heart and sometimes tickles the funny bone. But most of all, it’s a celebration of wildlife and

other animals by a kindhearted veterinarian who has dedicated his life to making the world a

better place for all creatures.”—Douglas G. Myers, president and CEO, San Diego Zoo

Global“To be transported into Mark Goldstein’s world, as one reads his joyous, moving, and

remarkable book, is a great gift, particularly in these fractured times. Lions and Tigers and

Hamsters allows us to temporarily remove ourselves from the world of media-generated

illusions, superficialities, and demons, and discover (or rediscover) that love, in its essence,

can be reaffirmed by letting the innate beauty of animals flow through us and touch our

souls.”—Peter Yarrow, singer/songwriter, Peter, Paul and Mary“Lions and Tigers and Hamsters

is a wonderful journey through the life of a true champion of animal welfare. Dr. Mark Goldstein

has dedicated his life to animals and has beautifully depicted the incredible stories he’s lived

and values he’s learned in this book.”—Robin Ganzert, PhD, president and CEO, American

Humane“Chelsea was a lab puppy with serious health issues. Rescued by a humane society,

she needed the best of veterinary care. I had just moved to Boston to work for the MSPCA. I

wasn’t sure where to go, but I’d heard about Mark Goldstein, who worked at Angell, the

MSPCA’s hospital, perhaps the best hospital in the world. Chelsea was in good hands there

and she thrived. As I got to know Mark, I learned I was in good hands, too. I thrived, and I

learned from Mark. Something else was special about this guy; as much as he taught, he also

listened and he learned. He was a great medical person, but it was all about life where Mark

really shined. He gave us all things to think about. We are all lucky that he started to write it

down: all that he heard, all that he learned. This is someone worth listening to.”—Carter Luke,

president, CEO, MSPCA-Angell“Most of us seek to close the distance between who we are

and what we do. This book is a luminous chronicle of Mark Goldstein, who has closed that gap

and lived a life of unconditional love for all God’s creatures. These ingredients make for a

terrific read. Dr. Mark’s unstinting passion for all animals domestic and wild is guaranteed to

leave paw prints on your heart.”—Richard Lederer, bestselling author of Anguished English“Dr.

Mark Goldstein is a one-man example of all the jobs a veterinarian can have, from supporting

dog and cat adoptions in an animal shelter to working hands-on with a rhinoceros. Truly,

Goldstein has a rare ability as a writer to help you to feel as if you are in the zoo enclosure

right beside him and Donia the elephant or Ralph the water buffalo or Harold the hamster. This

book is a really engaging read for anyone who loves animals or who one day wants to be a



veterinarian.”— Steve Dale, CABC, national radio host, Steve Dale’s Pet World and WGN

Radio Chicago; co-editor, Decoding Your Dog; columnist, Veterinary Practice News and
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of us love animals, not just companion animals, but all animals. Some love companion animals

beyond dogs and cats to include birds, reptiles, and small mammals. A precious few have a

deep relationship with all God’s creatures: furry, feathered, and finned; warm-blooded and cold;

domestic and wild; in a home and homeless. And on occasion, there enters this world a special

soul who is connected with animals—with a little bit of their DNA in theirs—someone who can

communicate what they’ve witnessed, researched, and felt to other animal lovers. I’ve just

described my colleague, friend, and fellow author, veterinarian Mark Goldstein.I spent years

leaning in as Mark would regale friends, veterinary colleagues, and lecture attendees with his

unique, detailed, and powerful stories about his experiences with animals growing up, in

veterinary school, at prestigious veterinary medical centers, working in wildlife parks, major

zoos, and shelters. These stories were so entertaining and motivating that the audience felt like

booking a safari, going behind the scenes at a zoo, or adopting another animal from the

shelter. But a shortage of time, money, and access kept us back. Luckily, Goldstein

memorialized the best of these stories in this amazing book, Lions and Tigers and Hamsters,

allowing us to live this life through his as a practicing veterinarian, zoo director, head of a

humane society, and highly influential animal advocate.For over four decades, Mark has

positively impacted the lives of pets, people, and professionals in veterinary medicine, zoos,

and animal shelters. He’s had a direct impact on the way society is taking better care of

animals, both physically and emotionally, and done so through his unique education, training,

and experience. Sometimes, it took years of hard work or moments of brute force, other times,

tugging at heartstrings and a simple look moved a mountain.In reading this book, you’ll literally

take a walk on the wild side, and understand in a deep soul-level way, why the humananimal

bond is sacred, we should marvel at the animals we share this planet with, and double our

efforts to protect them.—Marty Becker, DVM, founder ofand ,and author or coauthor of 25 pet/

vet booksCaring for animals and their welfare andunderstanding the value of the human-



animalbond is part of what makes up thefabric of a healthy community.To those I loved but who

are not here today to enjoy what they helped create:David Zola, my lifelong friend, a gifted

educator, a spiritual leader, and fun guy.Allan and Jeanette, my loving parents, who taught me

that respect and passion for life is everything.Ren, a dog who taught me more than any other

beautiful creature on Earth.For providing inspiration, education, honest evaluation and

unlimited support:Dr. Marty Becker, making the world better, one animal and one person at a

time.Janie DeCelles, who always has my back and epitomizes what a true friend is and for

taking notes. Richard Lederer, educating the world one word at a time, while making us

laugh.To those in my life without whom I would not have been inspired to share this story:My

family: Kris, Emily, Nicole, Rich, Gwen, RB, and granddogs Brucie and Rhone.Loved ones and

colleagues: Dr. George Myers, Marian Myers, Richard Rein, Deborah Rein, Jack Rubinstein,

Jeff and Pam Goldstein, Howard and Bobbie Goldstein, Karen Taylor, Angela Smith, Dr.

Michael Bernstein, Dr. Roger Thompson, Terah Collins, Sue and Richard Lamb, Dr. Richard

(Dick) Lindsey, Dr. Gus Thornton, Carter Luke, Kathie Kerr, Christine Belleris, and my publisher

Health Communications, Inc.MSPCA-Angell staff, who provide compassion and care for

animals and people 24/7.To all the compassionate and dedicated staff and volunteers at

veterinary hospitals, zoological parks, and humane societies that I had the honor to learn from

and work with.To my biggest fan and a great role model: Uncle Norty.INTRODUCTIONFor over

forty years, I have been known as “Dr. Mark.” The title of doctor was never an ego thing or

something I ever expected to be called; it simply came with my veterinary training. But over the

years, I embraced the moniker because it represented who I was and what I cared deeply

about.From the time I was a little boy, even before I had my first dog, animals fascinated me.

From my teens onward, I always sought out jobs where I could learn about all creatures,

domestic and wild. Throughout college, I would spend much of my spare time pursuing creative

opportunities that provided insight into caring for animals. I would even tag along with any

veterinarian who would let me, learning as much as possible about the art of medicine to help

keep animals healthy and relieve their suffering and pain. I just loved animals and the people

who valued them.I was fortunate enough to attend veterinary school at Cornell University and

intern at Angell Memorial Animal Hospital in Boston, where I learned from the best minds at

the most prestigious animal medicine institutions in the world. From there, my career took

many turns—from working as a veterinarian in clinical practice to a director of zoos, first in

Boston then in Los Angeles, and finally into the world of animal welfare as head of a

progressive humane society—all of which afforded me a lifetime of experiences at the highest

levels, working with all sorts of animals and people who cared for them, across a broad

spectrum of animal welfare concerns.My initial goal in sharing my stories was a selfish one. I

wanted my grandchildren to know their grandpapa, and understand the lessons I learned and

values I developed throughout my career.Beyond this, as a veterinarian I felt a responsibility to

advocate for the human-animal bond. That is what my stories are about—real-life experiences

that celebrate the hard work done by the talented individuals who work in the world of animal

welfare and shed light on the daily challenges they face, while also showing the tremendous

impact that animals and their unconditional love have on our lives.My career began in the

1970s, so many of the animal care practices described have since become outdated following

great advancements made in the handling and care of animals. Similarly, the stories are real,

but in some cases, names have been changed to protect privacy, or simply because some

were forgotten.My work as a veterinarian and the animals and people that I interacted with

taught me how to live life. I hope this book provides insight into the world of animal care and

welfare, along with a few laughs, and most importantly, hallmarks the sacred importance of the



human-animal bond.Chapter 1DONIAWithout warning, I felt a solid leathery wall propel my

body forward with such enormous force that I was lifted off my feet. It was futile to push back

against such power, and I next found myself thrust high in the air, soaring forward an

astonishing thirty feet before slamming into the ground at the edge of the island.As a small boy

it had irritated my mother to no end when a fly or mosquito innocently wandered into the

house, and I would turn the lights off so she couldn’t see to annihilate it with her swatter. Now

in an ironic twist, I had become the annoying pest, and the swatter was the muscular trunk of

an irritated elephant named Donia.On the island, home to a small herd of elephants, Donia

was the dominant matriarch. And although the crumpled “pest” she had so easily flicked away

presented no real threat to her, she still came at me with her 12,000 pounds driven by the

same nonchalant ferocity as my mother with her swatter, intent on ridding her space of an

uninvited nuisance.As soon as I landed, charging footsteps shook the ground, filling the air with

a thick cloud of dust. Before I could even begin to process my dire situation, a tremendous

weight came down on top of me, squeezing the air from my body.Thanks to my training, I knew

that when an elephant attacks, it will instinctively put its head down on its antagonist and raise

its back feet, tipping all its weight forward and crushing the life out of its victim. This natural

behavior is often used by circus elephants performing headstand tricks as a part of their act.

Unfortunately for me, this was no circus trick, and I knew that, unless I managed to free myself,

my veterinary career would be over before it started.“Elephant Island” was located in Section 5

of Lion Country Safari in Loxahatchee, Florida. Loxahatchee was officially a suburb of West

Palm Beach, but to me as a young adult from New York, it appeared more like a suburb of the

Everglades. The safari park had opened just five years before, in 1967, as America’s first drive-

thru African wildlife preserve.The grounds consisted of a 640-acre park in which hundreds of

exotic animals roamed freely among visitors safely “caged” in their cars as they drove along a

scenic eight-mile safari trail. Of the preserve’s six sections, four were inhabited by over a

hundred lions living in prides and a herd of elephants on an island, while the other sections

were occupied by zebras, giraffes, ostriches, white rhinoceroses, chimpanzees, and a dazzling

array of other animals.After completing my second undergrad year at Cornell University, I made

the long drive down from New York and arrived in Florida for the job early in the summer of

1972. I couldn’t have been more excited to have landed a three-month summer job there.

Miraculously, I had gotten the job after writing a letter to the head ranger on a whim, and he

subsequently interviewed me over the phone.On my final approach to the safari park, I drove

the one-mile stretch of road to the entrance, barely able to contain my enthusiasm as I passed

signs like “People out of their cars will be eaten.”At the end of the road was a line of huts with

palm-frond roofs and signs directing either to the left for the offices or to the right for the

visitors’ entrance. I followed the signs to the left, walked into the offices known by the

employees as “Lion Base,” and explained to the front desk staff who I was and why I was there.

If I hadn’t been sure about my decision before, the friendly greeting, the smell of the animals

on the breeze, and the squawking of the African Gray parrot behind the desk reassured me

that I had made the right choice.I was escorted into a back office where a weather-beaten man

dressed in safari clothes sat behind a desk. He introduced himself as Charles Durr, the park’s

head ranger with whom I had spoken earlier that year. We shook hands, and he introduced the

man next to him as Bill McGrath, the assistant head ranger. Like Charles, Bill was dressed in a

khaki safari outfit, but he was nowhere near as weathered as Charles. As they asked me about

my drive from New York and began introducing me to the basics of the job, their casual style

and their kind, easygoing attitudes put me at ease, and I immediately felt comfortable around

my new coworkers.As I took in my surroundings during the meeting, I was awed by the vast



collection of wildlife books in Charles’s office, and I couldn’t help but admire the array of

equipment he had on display. There was everything from walkie-talkies and firearms, to

tranquilizing gear and an assortment of animal restraints, as well as a variety of medical

instruments, much of which I had seen in books and on TV, but never dreamed I’d see, let

alone handle, in real life.The three of us briefly chatted. I asked to have two days to find a place

to live for the summer, and then I’d be ready to work. As we finished talking, the radio on

Charles’s desk chattered out that some assistance was needed on Elephant Island.“I’ll go out

to help,” Bill told Charles. Then, turning to me, he said, “Mark, come along and I’ll show you the

park and how we work.”At this point, I was convinced I had died and gone to heaven. I was

actually going to get up-close-and-personal with the animals on my first day! I also felt an

immediate connection with Bill; he was easy to talk to, and I knew I was going to learn a great

deal from him.I followed Bill out the back door and into a zebra-striped Jeep. As he started the

engine, Bill updated me on the plan: we were going to Section 5 to help a man named Mike

secure the elephants for the night. I smiled and nodded as if I knew what he was talking about

although, of course, I didn’t. “Great!” I said, and I genuinely meant it, even though I had no clue

what I was getting myself into.We drove into the park through the front gate on a service road,

passing by the cars that held visitors slowly entering the park. A twenty-foot-high fence towered

on each side as we rumbled over a cattle guard (a shallow ditch with bars or slats across it that

are spread far enough apart to keep hoof-stock from crossing over, but not people or vehicles).

We had now entered Section 1, and, in my mind, it seemed like we had somehow been

transported halfway around the world in the blink of an eye. I was suddenly surrounded on all

sides by animals typically confined to an African savannah or the two-dimensional pages of a

book. Giant elands, delicate gazelles, and scores of other herd-dwelling animals roamed freely

just outside our vehicle.We continued forward, and as we crossed the cattle guard entering into

Section 2, Bill pointed to an elevated cabin on stilts about thirty feet above, and said, “That’ll be

your new home for the next while.” I would be on assignment in the watchtower to look out for

the safety of the park’s visitors and animals.The first thing that I realized about Section 2 was

that instead of appearing like the plains we had just passed through in Section 1, this was lush

with a vast variety of plants.As we took the next turn, I was again in awe to see in person

something I had only seen in books and movies. There, crossing the road right in front of us,

was a majestic pride of lions. A very mature male lion was in the lead, followed by two beautiful

lionesses, and lumbering after them were a number of cubs. Bill pointed out that the two

females before me were the actual lionesses used in shooting the widely acclaimed movie

Born Free.As we waited for the lions to pass, Bill briefly checked in with the ranger on duty to

care for the pride that day, and then we moved on.“Mark, look over to your right,” Bill said while

pointing to a row of huts off to the side of the road. “Those huts are where the lions spend the

night. Each evening they’re rounded up, so they’ll be in a safe place during the night.”Plus you’ll

know the other animals are safe from them! I thought with a half chuckle.We continued moving

forward and came to some thick hedgerows, very dense areas of foliage that were natural to

the landscape and added to the scenery.“See those hedgerows?” Bill asked.“Yes, they’re

beautiful.”“Yes, they’re beautiful to us, but I think that a lion must see them as the perfect hiding

place. There’s been many a night that the team and I have spent looking for a runaway lion

hiding in those hedges after it’s gotten away from the pride.”I wondered at both the dangers

and excitement of such a task.Before I could ask Bill about his hide-and-seek adventures with

errant lions, my attention was commandeered at the sight of more prides of lions as we passed

through Sections 3 and 4. Like the first pride I spotted, these were just as exciting. For me it’s

like seeing a sunset; it’s never mundane.We then arrived in Section 5, and for the nth time that



day I saw something I could only have dreamt about seeing until that moment—a small herd of

elephants roaming free on an island. We drove down a dirt road not meant for the public and

came to a gate where a man leaning against a post was waiting for our arrival. It was Mike, the

man who had called Lion Base asking for assistance.We parked the Jeep, and Bill told me to

wait in the vehicle as he was both safety-conscious and was unfamiliar with my skill set since I

was new. He pointed out the dominant female, Donia, who was unusually large for an Asian

pachyderm, as well as another Asian female elephant named Sabrina. He mentioned that if I

ever had the chance to work with the elephants, I should be especially careful around Sabrina

as she had recently put a very experienced ranger in the hospital when he got between her

and a wall. Seeing the elephants this close and hearing his story, I had no problem waiting in

the Jeep to observe.Every evening the elephants were herded into a shelter for their protection

overnight. This process required two people to do so safely, which is why Mike had called Lion

Base for help. I watched as he gently guided the elephants into the barn by holding onto

Donia’s ear and letting her take the lead. Sabrina followed, and then all the other younger

elephants went in with Bill bringing up the rear. The herd was secured for the night.Over the

coming weeks, every day I went to my job mindful that I was living my dream. The past two

summer breaks I had worked on a thoroughbred horse farm in Ocala, Florida. Now I was

learning and working with wildlife in an environment that was as nurturing to me as it was to

the amazed visitors and magnificent animals in the park.As a new employee, I did my time in

the tower watching the daily scene of people and animals coming and going. This position

tended to be incredibly tedious, so, to say the least, I was delighted when given opportunities

to take on other responsibilities.I was also fortunate to have found a lifelong friend in Bill, who,

along with his wife Linda, kindly rented me a room for the summer. Linda also worked at Lion

Country Safari with responsibilities for the petting zoo, the nursery, and the educational

programs. As I was a pre-veterinary student, it was heaven for me to live and work with people

who shared my love and passion for animals.Six weeks into the job, like many other mornings,

our communal home smelled of freshly brewed coffee and toast competing with the very

distinct smell of the lion cub we were caring for. Over breakfast, Linda talked about the program

she was going to present at the school where she was taking the lion cub to visit that day. I

shared that I was looking forward to seeing my parents who were in town visiting from New

York. They were planning to take me on a short vacation to the island of Nassau the next day,

so I was excited.By this time, I’d been lucky enough to be given a chance to assist Bill with

some duties in the park. On this morning, we finished breakfast quickly so we could get to the

park early. We were eager to see whether a waterbuck had given birth during the night. If so,

that would mean walking the section she was in to find the new calf.A waterbuck is a large

antelope whose natural instinct in giving birth is to hide the calf so that predators won’t find it

during the daylight hours. Shortly after birth, the first milk that a waterbuck calf gets from its

mother is referred to as colostrum. Browner than milk and excreted for only the first forty-eight

to seventy-two hours after birth, colostrum from a healthy mother is loaded with antibodies,

something a calf critically needs to fight diseases that can be fatal to them.At Lion Country

Safari, once a newborn calf was located, a physical exam and many tests were performed.

One was a field blood test to ensure the newborn had absorbed the life-protecting antibodies in

the colostrum. If an infant calf was located and had not been able to ingest colostrum within the

first seventy-two hours, then it could be supplemented with frozen colostrum kept on hand for

just such an occurrence. So it was important that we find the calf in its first few days of life to

check its health status, administer its first vaccinations and medication for parasites, and

ensure the newborn calf was nursing, and if not, provide the frozen colostrum substitute.The



drive to work ushered Bill and me through the perimeter of the Everglades, while on the radio

the news debated the various possibilities and outcomes of the Watergate story, which was

gripping the nation. Washington, DC, felt like a different world than the one I was living in.We

rode into Section 1 of the park and spotted the mother waterbuck. It was immediately obvious

that she had dropped—or given birth to—the calf. It’s referred to as “dropped” because with

waterbucks, as is the case with most wild hoof-stock species, the mother gives birth standing

up. The calf drops to the ground and stands up almost immediately, ensuring that both the

mother and baby are standing as quickly as possible to be able to spot or escape predators at

a moment’s notice.We knew that since the waterbuck had already calved before the sun was

up, the chance of us finding the newborn on the first day in the seventy-five-acre field was very

slim. The mother knew instinctively to hide the calf before the sun came up, and the calf knew

not to move a muscle in its hiding place to avoid attracting the attention of predators. It usually

took many people and many hours to find a new calf, especially in a field that also contained

an assortment of other animals, including herds of wildebeest, black buck, ostriches, hornbills,

and other assorted African plains animals, including one large Cape buffalo by the name of

Ralph.Having spotted the new mother, and knowing it would be better to search for the baby

waterbuck in the evening hours, we headed into Lion Base to start the day’s work. I followed

my routine that morning and went to the locker room/gun room to find out what my assignment

was for the day. I picked up my radio and a twelve-gauge shotgun that would ride in the gun

rack in the Jeep I was assigned to. My responsibilities would include the care and feeding of

animals in Section 6 and assisting the head elephant keeper as needed.I was excited by this

assignment because it meant I wasn’t going to be bored stuck in a gate tower. Now I was

responsible for Section 6, which came with having my own vehicle and the freedom to get work

done on my own schedule, except if called upon to help the elephant keeper. It also meant that

while caring for the needs of herds of giraffe, rhinoceros, gazelle, impala, kudu, one solitary

hippopotamus, and a variety of birds, I would have the opportunity to watch the chimpanzees

on Chimp Island, located in the middle of Section 6. The chimp troop had been involved in one

of Jane Goodall’s studies, and was cared for by a very experienced keeper, Terry Wolf.

Watching the chimps as Terry tended to them was something I always loved to see.“Come in,

Bagel,” the call came over the radio in my Jeep sometime around midmorning. My radio name

was Bagel, which I’m sure had a lot to do with the fact that I was from New York and Jewish.I

answered the radio call; it was the elephant keeper, Mike. “Bagel, I need you to go out to

Elephant Island in Section 5, pick up a feed pail, and bring it back up to the kitchen.”I replied,

“10 – 4,”—radio code for “understood”—and drove my Jeep over to Elephant Island.Along the

way, I passed my coworker Fred, who was taking care of a pride of lions. The magnificent

patriarch of the pride was Massif, a regal 550-pound male lion. Somehow Fred had developed

a relationship with Massif such that he could feed the great cat while standing on the other side

of his Jeep.I waved to Fred and moved on. Soon I parked my Jeep, headed to the gate, and

unlocked it, then walked across the bridge over to Elephant Island.In walking onto the island, I

was entering Donia’s realm. As the herd’s matriarch, anything that happened on the island was

done strictly with her blessing.I had learned the protocol for entering the space was to

approach Donia and let her smell my feet. In this way, she could tell people apart and know

who was in her home. After the olfactory “handshake,” the next step would be to take her ear

and let her walk with me to the hut that contained the food pail I had come to retrieve. This was

a routine I had become familiar with.However, on this morning, being young and impatient, I

elected to pat Donia on the trunk and bypass the foot-smelling formalities by just verbally

mentioning what I was there to do as I flippantly walked away from her.Only I didn’t walk away,



I flew!With a single swipe of her massive trunk, Donia launched me into the air like a rag doll. I

had been deemed a hostile intruder, or perhaps just someone with no manners, but whatever

her reasoning, I quickly found myself flat on my back, Donia’s weight slowly crushing me to

death.With no time to think, I instinctively went back to my training. I knew the only way to get

her attention was to poke her in the eye, so, after desperately feeling around her face, I found

an eye socket and jabbed as if my life depended on it. Which it did.For an instant, the grande

dame lifted her head, and I quickly seized the moment to roll off the island into the surrounding

canal.Once I was no longer on the island or in her domain, Donia no longer saw me as a

threat; in her mind, the problem was solved, and she retreated.One could argue that I went

from a bad situation to worse, because alligators populated the canal. In reality, alligators will

generally run away from humans versus attacking, even a human who’s been trampled by an

elephant. (Had the gators instead been their cousins the crocodiles, this story would have been

the last one of my young life.) Still, it’s not a place I’d suggest going for a swim.I must have

been in shock as I floated there in the canal, because neither Donia’s presence twenty feet in

front of me nor the injuries I sustained kept me from laughing hysterically. I laughed and

laughed as my arm spun round, clearly broken, and for reasons unknown, I thought of my

kindergarten teacher, Ms. Bevin.I had been so nervous when I started going to school every

day that I frequently became nauseated on the bus ride there. With a kind heart and a strong

stomach, Ms. Bevin took to meeting me at the bus with a bag for me to throw up in, much like a

flight attendant with an airsick bag.Perhaps Ms. Bevin’s seemingly random appearance from

the depths of my memory was a way of comforting myself in a time of trauma. Whatever the

reason, thoughts of her kept me company as I continued laughing in the canal.Eventually, I

heard a vehicle’s quick stop, and then Fred appeared at my side. While tending to Massif and

his lion pride some two hundred yards away, Fred had seen Donia fling me, then came flying

across the field in his Jeep to assist.Fred quickly but carefully helped me out of the canal and

into the Jeep, then secured the island and radioed Lion Base that I was injured and he was

bringing me in. Even after we made it to Lion Base and the ambulance arrived to take me to

the hospital, I was still laughing.I know some aspects of shock can be harmful and other

aspects numb a person. The numbing aspect wore off in the ambulance as I headed towards

Good Samaritan Hospital in West Palm Beach—that’s when the pain set in. At the same time,

the realization that I had almost died hit me as well, almost as powerfully as Donia had just a

short time before.Maybe it’s adrenaline or all the other related chemicals that are released

when your body goes into shock, or maybe it was just my genetic makeup, but I willed myself to

remain conscious and not give in to the pain until I reached the hospital. I knew I needed to be

the one to tell my parents what was happening. My parents needed to hear it from me,

especially my loving, traditional, Jewish mom. They needed to hear my voice. And perhaps I

needed to hear theirs as well.In the emergency room, I pleaded with the doctor to let me be the

one to call my parents, and he finally gave in and handed me the phone.“Dad,” I said very

calmly, “I don’t think we’re going to be able to go on vacation.”“Why not?”“Because I almost got

killed by an elephant,” I mustered the answer. “But I’m okay. Let me have the doctor explain.”I

handed the phone to the physician then proceeded to be in and out of consciousness for the

next two-and-a-half days.In my semiconscious state at that time, my parents were by my side,

for which I was very grateful. But I was also quite aware of different people lifting my side up

and marveling at my back. It wasn’t until about four days later when I was fully conscious, that I

found out that in addition to two broken bones in my forearm and a very sore neck, one of the

multiple bruises on my body was a footprint on my side where Donia had kicked and bruised

my kidney. The black-and-blue marks were reflected on my back as five very distinct toe



prints.It became known throughout the hospital that if you wanted to see an elephant footprint,

go to my room! The tale lived on at the hospital for years to come as the story of “the elephant

boy.”The harsh reality of the incident was that when I returned to work with a cast on my arm, I

was relegated back to watching the gate between sections and quickly getting bored. I learned

that the team found the waterbuck’s calf and both were doing well, which was good news to

hear, but most of the time the hardest part of gate duty was staying awake while at the same

time being aware of where the animals were. So I occupied myself with things like whittling

wood or balancing stones on each other. Somehow, I was eventually able to convince

management that I could drive a standard Jeep with one hand, so by the end of the summer, I

was back in heaven watching a pride of lions.Forty years later, my old injury had me back in

the hospital. In Donia’s determination to rule her domain and protect her herd, the elephant

had destabilized the vertebrae in my neck. After several decades, my spinal cord was

compromised, so following medical advice to relieve my chronic pain I decided to fuse five

vertebrae in my neck.Once again, I became the talk of a hospital and found myself retelling the

old story over and over, as various people came by curious to hear why “elephant accident”

was listed on my chart as the reason for the surgical stay.I am always very mindful that it’s a

miracle I’m here to tell this story.I harbor no resentment toward Donia. In fact, to this day I am

simply in awe of her strength and dedication to her matriarchal role in protecting her herd. In

doing so, she taught me two lessons I would remember the rest of my life: never take an animal

for granted, and following the rules can have tremendous value.As I’ve recently revisited the

incident in its retelling, I’ve come to realize that although it almost ended my life, it was a

moment that confirmed that my decision to be a veterinarian was, in fact, my life’s calling.Even

after my harrowing encounter, I still had a lot to learn. One morning at Lion Country Safari, just

weeks after the Donia incident, I decided to relieve my boredom from manning the gate in the

tower by getting a close-up photograph of Ralph, the resident Cape buffalo. Still afflicted with

delusions of invulnerability, I thought that I could capture that image safely from one side of a

manmade termite mound near the gate while Ralph was standing just on the other side. I had a

modest Kodak Instamatic, which meant I’d have to be very close to get a good shot from just a

few feet away. I moved in and successfully snapped the picture, a fully framed face of an 1,100

pound Cape buffalo.I didn’t realize at the time how dangerous this was. Cape buffalo are

second only to hippopotami when it comes to violent deaths to humans by mammals in Africa.

Unfortunately, they were just as deadly at Lion Country Safari. Two years after taking this photo

I learned that, near the same termite mound, Ralph had killed Malcolm, an experienced park

ranger I knew and from whom I had learned a lot while working at the park.Chapter

2THOROUGHBREDSOur lives can take unforeseen twists and turns, led by seemingly random

connections and the choices we make, which can in turn lead to new opportunities and lifelong

lessons that set us on a course for a career. Such was the case when I was in high school, five

years before my untoward interaction with Donia, when I went looking for summer employment.

Having swept floors in a butcher shop in my previous job, for my next position I wanted

something different from the typical teenage jobs of waiting tables, working retail, or serving up

fast food. I thought about trying to get work at the local veterinarian’s office, but there were a

dozen other kids lined up for that. Instead, I made my way around to the horse stables in the

area and looked for employment.I grew up in Hicksville, New York. The town was on Long

Island, just thirty miles from the hustle of Manhattan. Even though it was a suburb of the City,

equestrian centers could be found in nearby villages—reminiscent of a time before World War

II when this bustling area of 50,000 residents consisted of nothing more than pastoral rural

farms.I must have applied to more than a dozen stables that summer, but, one by one, each



stable turned me down. That was, of course, until I met Mr. Peterson. At every other place I had

applied, I’d been introduced to the stable manager when I asked about a job, but luckily when I

came by New Market Horse Farm that day, I instead met the owner, Mr. Jack Peterson. I talked

to him for a while and then said, “I’ve set my goals on being a veterinarian, and you can

depend on me.”“Okay Mark,” Mr. Peterson responded, “If you can show up next Saturday,

you’ve got a job.”From that Saturday in 1967 on through my high school graduation in 1970, my

mom would give me a ride to the stables. I’d go to work every Saturday and Sunday and start

the day mucking stalls—a waste-cleaning job exponentially more voluminous than picking up

after a dog—followed by an afternoon spent bathing, grooming, and cooling down the horses

after others had ridden them. Occasionally, I had the opportunity to exercise horses for wealthy

owners who couldn’t be there to hone their equestrian dressage skills or play polo on the

nearby fields. Most of the time it was hard work, but I loved every minute of it because I was

learning about horses. Plus, by the end, I could handle a wheelbarrow better than most

anyone.Since my job at the stable was weekends only, when I graduated high school and

before heading off to college at Cornell, I sought out additional work to supplement my bank

account. Not far from my home, my Uncle Al owned a factory that produced plastic bags. He

generously offered me a job as an assembly-line worker. For my age and lack of experience it

paid well. Little did I know it would teach me a lifelong lesson. After two weeks, I quickly

realized I was craving to expand my knowledge of working with animals and that factory work,

even though it paid well, was not fulfilling to me. I distinctly remember promising myself that I

would make sure I excelled at Cornell so that I would be able to attain my dream of being a

veterinarian.I shared with my parents how much I thirsted for the opportunity to work in some

field that was related to my passion. At the time, my dad worked for a large manufacturer of

women’s dresses and knew the owner of the company, Philip Iselin, who was also an owner

and president of the New York Jets. Beyond his interests in professional football, Mr. Iselin also

had a passion for horseracing and was president of the Monmouth Park Jockey Club in

Oceanport as well as director of the Thoroughbred Racing Association.My dad talked to Mr.

Iselin about my desire to be a veterinarian and my experience working in the riding stables. In

turn, Mr. Iselin spoke to a Mr. Savin about my going down to work on his horse farm in Florida.

And by some miracle, soon after that and only three weeks after my graduation from Hicksville

High School, my dad and I made a road trip a thousand miles south along the eastern

seaboard to Ocala, Florida, where I would live and work at the farm on my own.Winding our

way through progressive changes in topography, climate, and culture, we eventually reached

our destination some seventy miles northwest of Orlando. It was a land of beautiful forests,

rivers, and rolling farmland.This was 1970 and segregation was a way of life. My first graphic

exposure to this was driving through the town with my dad. I saw streets paved with asphalt in

the “white” part of town and when we transitioned into the “black” part of town, the streets were

dirt. It dawned on me that this adventure was going to be more than just about working with

animals but a submersion into a different culture from my sheltered upbringing in New

York.This was even more apparent to me when I got to know the people I worked with; the farm

employed only white people. I did not realize then, but looking back it prepared me to

understand and develop the skills to be sensitive and able to work, listen, and learn from

people who had different values and lived their lives differently, without compromising my

beliefs. These skills are imperative for a doctor to be successful in a diverse world.It was my

first time away from home and I was solely dependent on myself. I lived alone in a trailer and

quickly came to appreciate my mother’s hard work and her preparation of hot meals at the

dinner table every night growing up. Now living in Ocala, if I didn’t fix my own dinner, I didn’t



eat.I also quickly received a crash course in the expectations of Southern formality from my

new boss, Mr. Pat Hunter, the man in charge of the farm. Upon giving me a directive to do a

task, I had responded with a casual, “Yeah,” to which he immediately informed me, “Son, down

here we say, ‘Yes sir’ and ‘No sir.’”
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Paul S., “Animal lover or not; the true stories are Entertaining, Funny, Suspenseful & Heart

Warming. I have never been what you might call an animal lover, but I had a dog and hamsters

as a youth. Now a Ph.D. scientist, this book was transformational as you read about the life

experiences of “Dr. Mark”. In exposing his soul through his career, he provided a “blueprint” to

building the future of humanity in which the Human-Animal Bond is the cornerstone. Dr. Mark’s

experiences with animals, ranged from funny to tragic. Yet the reader will learn that the bond

that developed between humans and animals in each story make it very clear that both lives

were deeply and unalterably affected. This book was more than a story about the unique

veterinary career and life of Dr. Mark. It is a true-life story of how animals, both pets and

captive wildlife helped Dr. Mark define his own understanding of “life, love, and humanity”.

These true-life stories will provide suspense, laughter and at times bring a tear to your eye. It is

simply the story of one man, Dr. Mark, but it holds the power to transform your life into finding

your humanity no matter what your age. Highly recommended for reading by all ages!"”

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eamo/OPMw/vWyPM/Lions-and-Tigers-and-Hamsters-What-Animals-Large-and-Small-Taught-Me-About-Life-Love-and-Humanity


Marty Becker, “If you love all animals, you've love them even more after reading this unique

book. I'm a 40-year veteran veterinarian and a lifetime pet lover. I have a massive library (about

1500 copies) of books about dogs, cats and other animals including birds, reptiles, the wildlife

that lives in Northern Idaho where I live, and wildlife from around the world. I've also written 25-

books and have had three NY Times bestsellers. I'm not a novel reader, rather, I want to learn

more about animals, their caretakers, and those who love them like I do. Real life stuff. Let me

cut to the chase. When I first read Dr. Mark Goldstein's collection of stories, well before he had

a publisher, I said a) I'll do anything I can to help you get this book published, and b) it would

be my honor and privilege to write the foreword. This book is not good. It's exceptional. It's

destined to be one of the single most educational and enjoyable---call we call it

edutainment?!---books about animals you've ever read. Buy it. Doctor's orders! :-)”

Karen neighbor in Cardiff, “Couldn't put it down...... short stories with humor and compassion!.

My neighbor and friend Janie, sent her friend the author Mark over to my house years ago

when my cat was having seizures and when my beloved boxer dog had terminal cancer. I felt

so blessed that Mark made the time and interest to help us out during that emotional and sad

time, he gave us comfort and hope! My husband and I just experienced an African safari and

the timing for us to read his book was perfect. The book gave us a chance to get to know Mark

on a deeper level. His career encountered huge responsibility and sacrifice in which it was an

inspiration to read the encounters with the large animals and small alike. His book will inspire

you with nature and human compassion. I couldn't put his book down experiencing laughs,

some tears, and especially well written wild stories! All around a fantastic read that you will

want to share with others!KarenFriend from Cardiff by the Sea, CA”

Corvette Ken, “Delightful and insightful. This is a delightful book about not only animal to

human bonding, but life in general. The experiences that Dr Mark shares with us offer insights

into the life lessons that a young man learns on his path to becoming a top notch veterinarian.

His deep desire to help all animals, and the people who love animals, requires him to learn and

respect all types of individuals and groups without regard to any kind of preconceived notions

regarding others' beliefs, habits, or customs. Highly recommended for the wonderful stories. An

even higher recommendation for the lessons those stories convey.”

Ballroom dancer, “Educational, heart-felt and entertaining - a page turner!. I wasn't sure what

to expect when I picked up Dr. Mark's book. Once I did, I couldn't put it down! Although these

stories recount real-life experiences, the book reads like fiction complete with cliff hangers, tear-

jerkers and laughs along the way. Through compelling story telling, Dr. Mark manages to cover

his decades of service to animals as a veterinarian and zoo director in a way that is

educational, entertaining and heart-felt. You don't even have to be passionate about animals to

enjoy this book. Through his journey, you'll learn about the human-animal bond and the many

life lessons important to humanity.”

Murph, “Explores bonding relationships between humans and other animals.. Just finished

Lions & Tigers and Hamsters. I looked forward to every chapter. Still have a tear in my eye from

the chapter on Ren. Your sensitivity for animals both wild and domestic, including us humans,

is heartwarming. Thanks for sharing your story to the world!”

JoAnn Y., “Perfect gift for all animal lovers. Take a glimpse into the world of Dr. Mark Goldstein

who has dedicated his life to animal welfare. Instead of writing a book about how he has



helped both domestic and wild animals, Dr. Mark takes us on many jaunts through what

mattered most in his career-caring for the animals. We are able to witness, almost first hand,

the wisdom gleaned from the animals and from the caretakers he was honored to serve. Not

everyone has the good fortune to spend an entire career in their dream job. Dr. Mark has had

the privilege to do so and he has shared it in a way that makes us appreciative he let us go

along for the ride.”

Carol S. Foil, “A modern James Herriot. Just got my copy yesterday and couldn’t put it down.

Full of amazing stories and thoughtful commentary about the human - animal bond, it was a

great read! Congratulations, Dr Mark.”

T. Knight, “A Great read. Warm, funny, insightful and very very interesting. Highly

recommended.”

The book by Mark Goldstein has a rating of  5 out of 4.7. 55 people have provided feedback.
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