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large, brown, curly-haired early thirties, but they are physical oppodent, and professional against a backdragations with the practiced, fluid ease of a

Airedale sits in the driver’s sites: he's a big guy with a round faceof well-worn cabinets that would look atpair of jugglers.

seat of the minivan parked inglasses, and fluffy fair hair; she’s petitehome orMarcus Welby, M.DWielding her Duke’s now surplus parts, like every-

front of Chelsea’s Lane Ani- with a smooth black ponytail. scalpel precisely, she requires less than h#fling removed in surgery, will be exam-

mal Hospital on North Main.  Dr. Jonathan, holding a test tube for an hour to relieve Duke of his testiclesined and then disposed of as medical
One minute the dog is looking dapper andlood test, motions to the pharmacy in thdeftly plucking them out through a smalwaste—unless a problem is found, in
in control, his nose sticking out over theeorner—some white shelves lined with litincision as if she were twisting lemons offvhich case they will be sent off for labora-
dashboard. The next minute he is suddenile boxes. “Ninety percent of the medi-a tree. She then clamps and cuts the spetony analysis. Occasionally, though, the
submissive, padding into the lobby on theines we stock are also used on humansiucts and sews Duke back up with aets keep a surgical souvenir. When Boy
end of his owner’s leash. he explains. “In fact, when my daughtecurved needle. Scout or Brownie troops visit, the kids are

Oblivious to the surgery scheduled fowas sick, her doctor prescribed amoxi- Ten minutes later, she’s compassionatedways riveted by the strange specimens

him today, Jasper the Airedale prancegillin. | just took it here off my shelf” (he ly stroking the top of Duke’s head as h¢éhe doctors have assembled over the
past an ancient class photo of the very firgbints to a small box). “I would have gotcomes out of anesthesia. Jonathan thgears—glass jars that hold a dog’s heart
Dr. Lane in the family, who graduatedten the same thing from a pharmacy.”  does the muscle work—scooping up theddled by heartworm (used to emphasize
from veterinary school way back in 1901. He walks through a door into a tiny op-drowsy dog in his outstretched arms like the importance of giving your dog heart-
As Jasper is led to a clean cage in the baekating room. Pet owners are not allowesleeping child and gently laying Duke invorm pills), a lamb with one eye, the two
room, he trots within sniffing distance ofin here, and one heart-wrenching glanckis recovery cage in the back room. heads of a stillborn deformed calf.
the fourth Dr. Lane—"Dr. Jonathan,” asmakes it clear why. A seventy-pound Duke will lie there and be groggy for a Like a boy at show-and-tell, Jonathan
the receptionists call him, to distinguistchocolate-brown Lab named Duke looksvhile and maybe even dream about higleefully hands me another specimen—a
him from the fifth Dr. Lane, Jonathan’sterribly vulnerable lying on his back onparty-animal days, now firmly in the pastFolger’s jar filled with a dozen smooth
wife, Margaret. The couple are botlone of the two stainless steel operating tddargaret explains that she believes thighite angular stones, some the size of golf

friendly, attractive, bles squeezed into the room. The dog @peration is a wonderful service to the doballs, that clink against the glass. They're
and in breathing anesthetic through a plastic tug®uke won’t be at risk for testicular orbladder stones, all removed from a single
their t.f‘ é: with his eyes closed. His tongue hangs oyirostate cancer), to his owners (he wonitog. They were pieced together in there like

and his paws are held over his head. Tlave the urge to roam), and to the entijigsaw puzzle, he explains. “And that was-
only thing covering his exposed bodyChelsea community (he won't be adding't all of them,” he adds. “The owner took
; . is a blue sheet of paper cloth the@ny unwanted puppies to an area that dhe largest one home as a paperweight.”
*.q&:;m_l size of a dinner napkin with aready has too many stray dogs).
%> hole cut discreetly in the cen- The tiny office feels busy but not
= ter. Duke’s scrotum and testi-stressed. Even in the midst of operating, onathan Lane didn’'t always
cles emerge through the holeno one rushes about, raises a voice, or is want to be a veterinarian,

like two tiny tan kiwifruits.  anything but casually polite as the staff though he grew up helping his
“Dr. Margaret” is scrubbed scoot aside to make room for each other | father, who was also a vet.
to operate on Duke. Wear-the close quarters. The system is delibe Every night at dinner, he’d hear

ing latex gloves and a ately informal. Any vet who wants to do ahe highlights of his dad’'s day with animals
white lab jacket, she looks surgery, Jonathan explains, can just grabaad their owners. “My father didn’'t roman-
youthful, beautifully confi- chart—he waves an example, a white fouticize it. He'd tell us the good things and the
by-six card—and get started. Unlike manyad points—the hours, the difficult people
other veterinary offices, the Lane hospitab work with. | thought | might be a med-
(Left) Dr. Jonathan Lane  has no veterinary assistants to help witital doctor in college, but somewhere be-
with Norman, his deaf procedures, partly because space is $ween sophomore and junior year | thought
dog. (Top) Dr. Art Trem- tight. Instead, the vets act as each othel'svanted to become a veterinarian.” [
per makes a farm call. gofers, helping one another complete op- Jonathan met Margaret while they were
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C. C., THEODORE, AND WILFRED LANE PHOTOS COURTESY DONNA LANE; DONNA, JONATHAN, AND MARGARET LANE PHOTOS BY J. ADRIAN WYLIE

Three generations of the Lane family: (Top) brothers Theodore and C. C. Lane were
vets in Ann Arbor and Chelsea, respectively, early in the 1900s. (Center) Donna and
Wilfred Lane built the present Lane Animal Hospital in the 1960s. (Bottom) Hus-
band-and-wife vets Jonathan and Margaret Lane joined the practice in the 1990s.

both hitting the books in vet school on theletermined that the puppy was deaf, but
Caribbean island of St. Kitts. MutualJonathan couldn’t bear to see him de-
friends introduced them; on their firststroyed. “Norman has learned hand sig-
lunch date, they found so much to tallnals, so he can sit, stay, and shake, and
about that they missed half their afternoohe’s really good with my family, but he’s
classes. Now they live in a drafty 1940slmost too excitable,” Jonathan says. “I
log cabin on North Lake with their two-wouldn’t call him socially retarded, but
year-old twin daughters, Margaret Marythat's what my wife calls him. So | have a
and Caroline Anne; their dog, Norman, &ehaviorally challenged deaf dog, but he’s
blue Australian cattle dog (a cross betweemngood guy.”
a collie and a dingo); and their cat, Man- When Margaret started working at
chester, named after the town where sheane Animal Hospital in January 1996,
was found as a stray four years ago. she was the first woman veterinarian in the
Jonathan adopted Norman during higenerable, male-dominated practice. In ad-
last year of veterinary school. Tests hadition to her husband, the men included



Royal

her father-in-law, Dr. Wilfred Chandler

Lane (the third Dr. Lane, with whom she
worked for just six months before his
death in July 1996), and two vets who
joined the practice in the late 1960s, Dr.
Art Tremper, fifty-six, and Dr. Robert

Bowers, fifty-three.

Two turn-of-the century ancestors
round out the list of Lane veterinarians:
Dr. Wilfred’s father, Dr. C. C. Lane; and
C. C. Lane’s brother, Dr. Theodore Lane,
the very first veterinarian in the Lane fam-
ily, whose 1901 vet school graduation
photo hangs in the hospital lobby.

rt Tremper’s face is the one that
farm animals usually squint at
when they're in pain or giving
birth. Rugged and lined, it
bears witness to his years spent
outdoors in the punishing sun, wind, and
cold. Tall and lean, intense and slightly reti-
cent, Tremper wraps his lanky frame into
an armless office chair and quietly scans a
thick veterinary book while others bustle
around him in the tiny wood-paneled office.

Bob Bowers is shorter than Tremper,
and although his hair is grayer, it’s
combed forward in a more stylish cut, giv-
ing him a younger look. “I like the eyes
and rear ends,” Bowers tells me—talking,
of course, about his surgical specialties.
Right now he is examining Samantha, a
light gray barn cat with orange eyes, who
is sneezing from a chronic upper respirato-
ry condition. After prescribing medication,
he gently pulls Samantha out of her open
cage to show her owner, Dawn Wicker, the
trick to getting a cat to swallow a pill.

Tremper and Bowers are the hospital’s
most experienced vets. But in many ways,
the true senior member of the practice is
Donna Lane, Jonathan’s mother, who
keeps an eye on everything as office man-
ager. Short and round, with a freshly
washed face and wavy hair that hasn't
been fussed over, Mrs. Lane, sixty-six, has
a twinkle in her eye, an incredible memo-
ry, and a wise aura that makes her seem
like Mrs. Santa Claus. She lives right next
door to the animal hospital in a neat stone
ranch home. This afternoon she pops out
of her front door and waves a visitor in-
side, past her grandchildren’s red and blue
plastic tricycles on the front porch.

“I want to tell you about Dr. Lane,” she
says, pointing to a black-and-white photo
on her kitchen table. The photo shows a
man standing next to a horse and buggy,
and it launches Donna into the story of
how the Lane Veterinary Hospital was
started almost a century ago.

The guy in the picture, wearing a suit,
ankle-high shoes, a bow tie, and a straw
hat, is C. C. Lane—her father-in-law, Dr.
Chandler Charles Lane. He graduated from
the Grand Rapids Veterinary College in
1905, a fact she can state precisely because
she has his commencement announce-
ment—slightly yellow and ripped—
sitting on her antique oak kitchen table
right next to the photo. She’s dug out this
paper for the first time just the day before,
and when she saw that date, she was as
shocked as a historian would be on finding
proof that the Declaration of Independence
was signed in 1777. The family knew C. C.
had moved to Chelsea upon graduation
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COURTESY DONNA LANE

Wilfred Lane (right) talks with a local farmer, ca. 1960. Back then, farm animals ac-
counted for 65 percent of the Lanes’ practice. Today they’re down to just 10 percent.

from vet school, but up until that day, theyver."” The farmers were forced to change
had thought that the year had been 192Mhen Wilfred himself changed and wel-
not 1905. They'd even used the 1911 datmmed Jonathan’s wife, Margaret, as a col-
in their Yellow Pages ad and on the polteague. “When people would call and ask
shirts that the veterinarians wear undefor Dr. Lane,” Jonathan recalls, “he’d say,
their wraparound gowns. ‘Which one do you want—the old one, the
C. C. had hoped to get a leg up into higoung one, or the pretty one?”
first job from his big brother Theodore, Today Chelsea supports two veterinary
who was a veterinarian in Ann Arbor. Buipractices. But during the Great Depres-
Theodore couldn't scrape together enougdion, C. C. Lane was the only vet in
work for C. C., so the younger brother didown—and a struggling one at that.
what many jobless college graduates stilSometimes they would be paid with two
do: he headed home to his parents. Lughkickens in a sack,” Donna says. C. C. and
was with him, though, as he took the traihis wife, Caroline, bought and sold real es-
from Ann Arbor to Chelsea and then renttate as a sideline while raising Wilfred and
ed a horse at Charlie Martin’s livery stabléis brother, Charles, who became a school
on Park Street to ride home to Unadillaprincipal in Chelsea. After buying and
Martin was looking for someone to helpselling a number of homes, they settled in
him take care of his horses. When Martia white clapboard house that you can see
heard that C. C. was an unemployed vefrom Donna Lane’s living-room window,
erinarian, he offered him a job on theon the other side of the veterinary hospital.
spot—and a home in the basement of thkhere C. C. and Caroline worked togeth-
stable. And so the Lanes got their start ier—until C. C.’s death brought their part-
Chelsea in 1905. nership to a sudden end.
“I can remember the day he [C. C.
Lane] was killed,” says Donna. It was
n C. C.’s day, veterinarians were @943, and she was just ten years old when
male lot, but the tide is turning.the news reached the Noah family farm in
Women now make up 33 percentUnadilla. “I remember my aunt calling my
of all practicing veterinarians andmother, and my mother said, ‘What are we
70 percent of the most recent vetgoing to do now?’” Dr. Lane was the
erinary graduates. “At first my father did-Noah family’s veterinarian, and his sudden
n't want to hire a female vet,” revealsdeath in a car accident while coming back
Jonathan. from a farm call was a blow not just to his
In fact, Donna Lane says, farmers callewn loved ones, but to all animal owners
ing her husband were sometimes too enm the area.
barrassed even to leave a message with hetWilfred Lane was in Europe fighting
about why they were calling. “The farmeMWorld War 1l when his dad was killed.
wouldn't say, ‘I have a cow that needs t&hen he came back from the war, he de-
be cleaned’ [referring to the removal of aided to go to college to become a veteri-
placenta after calving], or ‘I have a cownarian as well. By the time he put out his
that needs a teat opened,’” she remembestingle in Chelsea in 1953, ten years after
“They’d just say, ‘Send your husbandhis father’s death, another doctor had tak-
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Animal Hospital continued a thick layer of white or black wool. After
each shot, Tremper and Koeppel work to-
ﬁ;ether to herd the sheep through a wooden

en his dad’s place, but Caroline Lane sti ; . N
ggte into the “done” pen.

bathed, groomed, and boarded animals f When all the sheep are treated, Koeppel

her livelihood. wets a white washcloth and carefull
Wilfred opened his own practice in part- y

nership with his mother. He had a truckload) PS the discharge out of a dark sheep’s

of stone delivered from a local quarry fo}nfected eyes. When the 150-pound ewe

$35, and in 1954 he built a combined home
and office for himself and his mother—thg ith li K ori
same house where Donna lives now. Wh With livestoc prices

Caroline Lane came down with cancer i| falling, it's not surprising

1960, Donna was the kind registered nur: that farmers are fast be-
who came to help take care of her. Wilfre

was smitten, and one year later he had log coming dO-It-yQUI‘SG”GI‘S.
mother but gained a wife, housemate, al “\Vets are more in a con-

veterinary office manager. Even now, th sulting role now [rather]
veterinary office phone rings constantly i

Donna’s kitchen. When | ask about it, sh than domg actual WOI‘k,
says, “Did the phone ring? | don't everl Art Tremper explains.
hear it, not unless it rings too long—then
pick it up.”

doesn’t pull away, Tremper seems im-
pressed. “Most sheep wouldn't let their
owners do that,” he proudly explains. Be-
fore the vet leaves, Koeppel asks him to
check a watery eye in her white fluffy
Great Pyrenees dog, Kate, who guards the
sheep. She tells me she appreciates the at-

. L ntiven f Tremper and hi Il :
days, the practice’s farm vehicle is a dare tiveness of Tremper and his colleagues

red 1999 Eddie Bauer Ford Explorer that hey don’t make you feel like you're

waits at the ready in Donna’s garage fushed.”
4 darade. A basic farm call is $35, but this visit

Will end up costing the Koeppels $165

. . ©Bnce all the injections are added up. With
loaded with supplies, and a locked whit vestock prices falling, it's not surprising

cabinet the size of a dishwasher. Specially . ¢ a1 are fast becoming do-it-your-

mad_e fc_)r vete_r inarans veh|cl_es, _the Cabl§elfers. “Vets are more in a consulting role
net is filled with jars of medication and

d f stainl [ tool now [rather] than doing actual work,”
rawers of stain ess stee tqo s Tremper explains.
Some sheep infected with pinkeye are “I understand [farmers’] doing any-

bleating for help this January afternoonl,hing they can do to save a penny,” he
and Tremper drives out in the Explorer 1Q4ds. “I would do it in the same si:[ua-

take the call. Golden hay covers the ﬂoo['ion—and for the most part we're busy
of his woolly patients’ modern barn on Znough anyway.”

small farm north of Ann Arbor. The tem-
perature is a toe-numbing fifteen degrees,

hen Donna was a farm
girl growing up in
Unadilla, the sight of
C. C. Lane’s black
Model T Ford kicked
up a lot of dust and excitement. Thes

eas are filled with black leather case

and little white frigid puffs form near the art of the reason they’re busy
ewes’ noses every time they breathe out today is that Wilfred and
Dressed in high black rubber boots, hea Donna Lane realized in 1964
turquoise overalls, and a thick blue nylon what they’d have to do to
jacket with frayed elastic cotton cuffs, survive: rely less on farm an-

Tremper doesn’t seem bothered by thgnals and more on pets. “That year we
cold—in fact, he seems much happier thafe|ped sixteen farms in Dexter and
he did back at the office, grinning orchelsea sell off all of their animals,” Don-
Iaughing with a shake of his head afteﬁa says. “We sat down and Said7 ‘We've
most of his sentences. got to do something different.”” So in
Tremper and farmer Linda Koeppel arq 966, the better to accommodate pet own-
standing next to a small blue tractor, disers, Donna and her husband built the first
cussing treatment options. Koeppel has adtage of the present Lane Animal Hospital.
ready tried to treat her flock herself with \When the hospital opened, large farm
phone assistance from Tremper and ovegnimals still accounted for 65 percent of
the-counter antibiotics, but wasn't successhe practice. “This was the largest sheep-
ful. Tremper thinks now that the best wayroducing county east of the Mississippi
to get rid of the infection, once and for allwhen | married Dr. Lane in 1961,” Donna
is to treat the entire herd of thirty-fiverecalls. “Every farm had forty-five or fifty
sheep with an injection of an antibioticcows, and my dad always had a hundred
named gentamicin. Koeppel agrees, on timeilking cows and three hundred sheep. To
condition that “it won’t hurt my pregnantthis day, Washtenaw County still has the
ewes at all. That's my concern.” most number of sheep of any other county
Docile a moment before, the sheep béa Michigan.”
gin darting around the crowded pen as Sheep are still a frequent sight outcoun-
soon as the injections begin. Koeppely, but other livestock are growing scarce.
catches them one by one, holding each inLarge animals now account for just 10
gentle headlock while Tremper pulls offpercent of the Lanes’ practice. The vets
the white plastic needle cover and pressaandle an average of just one or two farm
the syringe into a sheep’s rear leg througtalls a day year round, peaking at half a



dozen calls a day during the busy spring
birthing season. The Lanes’ experience is-
n't isolated: since the 1950s, the number
of farms in Michigan has fallen by half,
and the total number of farm acres has
been reduced by one-third.

While Lane Animal Hospital got big-
ger, so did Jonathan, his sister Caroline,
and brothers Wilfred and David. Living
next door in the stone house her husband
built, Donna somehow found time to help
run the business as well as raise the kids.
One of her accomplishments was organiz-
ing Wilfred, a guy who spent most of his
work time in barns. “My mother got my
father writing things down [treatments
given and medicines prescribed],” praises
Jonathan. At this, Donna looks at me and
proudly winks.

The home is filled with antique furni-
ture handed down from Donna’s family
and her husband’s family. Those ances-
tors’ photos share space on the walls and
tables with newer ones of Donna’s four
children, her five grandchildren, and her
family’s beloved standard poodle, Francie,
who lived to age seventeen. “She’d stand
guard and make sure people went that way
[toward the veterinary hospital, not into
the house],” she recalls.

Sitting in his cozy office, Jonathan
opens a lower drawer of his desk, pulls out
a pack of fan-folded computer printouts,
and runs his finger down a column. “We
had nineteen thousand patient visits last
year,” he says. Then, turning to Donna, he
asks, “Is that right, Mom?”

She ought to know. In 1990, she com-
puterized the practice to help with record
keeping and billing. “It's always embar-
rassing to send a rabies reminder for a dog
that we put to sleep the year before,” she
explains. Now she can confidently say that
last year their little office had almost five
times as many patient visits as Chelsea has
residents, caring for approximately 1,000
large animals, 4,000 dogs, and 4,000 cats.

Chelsea’s pet population has grown
along with its human population, but the
main reason the vets are busier than ever is
that people are taking better care of their
pets—bringing them in, Art Tremper
notes, even for dental work. In comparison
with 1983, according to American Veteri-
nary Medical Association figures, today’s
average dog sees a vet 50 percent more of-
ten, and the average cat twice as often.

As they enter their second century, the
Lane veterinarians are looking both for-
ward and back. They plan to build a
brand-new veterinary hospital across the
street sometime next year. It'll have more
space, a special procedures room for a
laser or ultrasound machine, and a lobby
with an exhibit of old family photos and
ancient farm implements they’ve collected
over the years.

But when the Boy Scout and Brownie
troops come for tours, odds are they won't
notice those things first. They’ll still be
captivated by the jar full of bladder stones
and those other special glass jars in which
floats the Lane collection of medical spec-
imens that educate and titillate—the dog’s
heart threaded by heartworms, the cyclops
lamb, and the two-headed calf. ]
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