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' By Hope S. Buyukmihci

"I heard the hounds as they bayed
__andthrashedmroughthehmshina
.. small patch of woods
our property by a dirt road. A cotton-
~1ail rabbit ran out into the road be-
fore me. He stopped omce to glance

- ‘bagk, then came toward me, rese on |
i hig ind legs, seeming to entreat me-

rhefarehemptinamongthesheltep-
‘ ing underbrush on our land.

" Just then a man with a gun stepped
oit of the woods across the road. ‘‘You

seen a rabbit?” he called to me. I dlid not
_answer.

Some years ago, my husband Cavit

'_‘_}ndlhoughtﬂacresandpmted itasa

te wildlife retyge. We wanted our

1 to grow up in mmralmmund-
"ings and I needed a place where

.ggglynature. t.ake;ﬂ:omgnpluand write"
Our land is peopled with fascinating

_¢reatures: raccoons and possums; chip-
munks and squirrels; beavers and musk-
rats; foxes, rabbits and deer. Marsh
birds nest along ‘the edges of the pond

and a host of other birds inhabit the

'woods and tields.

~_One June day as I walked along the
edgeofthewoodsabohwhkequaﬂwir-

separated from

red from almost under my teet and sailed

away. Looking down to a élump of dry_' i
'gaswhereﬂ:emhadbeeﬁhidden,l-
nt to part the grass when a second
quail burst forth, her wing hmshmg my
hand. I could see 12 white egges in a

sheltered nest, and at the entrance the
worn spot where the tather-had stood

Another day, ammm@m

from weeds at the edge of my gardén

taeedacromtherows, her small feet-
dust. At a little distance she :
tumeg toward me and began to flop
about, uttering heartbraken cries. As I
stepped in among the weeds, another
quail erupted right at my feet and madly
hurled himself along the ground. He also
MMM&S!W@M}
vmmded,andmﬂdp!mwly

pareﬂtsweretryinsdesaerately'
tnlw'etmeaway Just then dry “leaves” =
. came to

life 38 a dozen or so young quail
sped off in 3ll directions, peeping
excitedly.

The refuge for me is a place of en-
chantment. The sight of a rabbit feeding
beside the path or sitting up to wash his |

face on a dew-drenched morning fills me

with joy

One mother rabbit built her nest in

my small kitchen
left hurriedly,
mngwnhtaamm!erm Isaw tom'

den. One day she

let it &away"’ They chased
thout covering her . ¥

“her. Theother siad,

6 me jump. (I have often.
been sprinkled with shotgun pelegs.) -

T got one!™ The boys pacedhackand
forth, trying to locate the wounded '.
“Here's feathers” they closed in, *
lha utlp‘f
8! next g the

One boy caught the quail and” held
“Get your kuﬂe "
They did somthing with the knife, but

the quail still struggled. Laughter. “The .

damn bitch!*
‘Putitinyourooat"Apame “Hey,

%’i

it’s still alive in your bag.” Mdre lmghtﬁq‘e,v

In the peaceful evening lght,

don blape crange to openly !

acres, mbﬂmdawnmtumw
Through the years many c
persons have volunteered tsI % gﬁ

with us have faced hunters’

" stood tbeir ground before threa&

have watcheg gangs surround woods ad-

" joining the refuge, heard the wild calls of

“Yo, huck!” as men drive deg_tmrd

ambush. They have seen the
forms loaded into jeeps to be dhplaﬁ
as trophies before the local sportsmens
club. And with us, they have wept, -
In spite of everything, I believe thinm
will change. Human slavery has. beea
abolished and women are making. h&d-

- way in their uphill struggle. Now a crue

sadeisunderwwtorecogniaemﬁghq..
of other beings in the chain of life.

Meanwhile, every year I'll defend my
little corner of New Jerseytomainmum,._.
haven for the wild animals I love,, v

HOPE SA_I{,WYER BUYUKMIHCT and
her husband have their wildlife refuge in
southern New Jersy.
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