magine waking up each morn-

ing to the sound of roosters
crowing back and forth between

the barn and the chicken house

just a few yards from where you

are lying in your trailer, Imagine

it's time to fling on your bathrobe, steal
out into the cool morning air and
unlatch the barn doors so that the farm
animals—tucked inside by you the
night before—can come outside and
start to enjoy their day. A pastoral
fantasy, you say? Not unless I dreamed
the five weeks I spent last summer
working as a volunteer intern at the
unique haven for farm animals, now
in its third year, called Farm Sanctuary.
Located in Avondale, Pennsylvania
next to the Delaware state line, and
comprising about ten acres on a
hundred-acre organic vegetable and
hay farm, Farm Sanctuary is a non-
profit enterprise that provides perma-
nent shelter as well as adoption ser-
vices for animals rescued from factory
farms, stockyards, and slaughter-
houses. Here you will find p g8,

tuary, des té' ears, chpped
beaks and tbe 9,9 F deformities
and mutilatiorts ing them’ as

former agromdusl'riaﬂ dixctiq,n b

units, farm animals really do appear
to have a truly “nice day.”
As is probably the cas
people growing up ih post
II'America, my personal ag

nce
with farm ammals had beé'n prac’l; ¥R

by a car.’

Speaking of Easter, when some
friends and I first drove to Farm Sanc-
tuary on Easter Sunday last year, one

i91.11' minds, Is it

g A Peaceable Kingdom
for Farm Animals

of those present, on spying at a
distance the dark brown sheep whom
I now know to be Jelly Bean, shouted,
“Hey, look—a buffalo!” And most of
us more or less shared the surprise of
the person who said she had not
known that sheep have tails. It struck
me then that for the likes of us, these
farm animals were on something of a
par with fabulous beasts.

"Yes, Virginia, there really is a
turkey.”

“Is it OK to pet the pig? Do pigs
bite?”

Not long ago I got a letter from a
woman who said, “Let’s hope Farm
Sanctuary improves the image as well
as the lot of farm animals” As we
know, farm animals have a tre-
mendous “image problem” to over-
come, and it could be getting worse.
The traditional complacent view that
farm animals are “contented” has
made it easy for agribusiness to plant
reassurances that they do not suffer
very much from being treated in ways
that would drive the rest of us out of

Lof vegetable is ng. Jake'

While it is nﬁt ecessary to. have

- actual contact with pigs, ducks, and
turkeys to be concerned about these

', animals, such contact can be the magic

touch that inspires one to a greater
¢ommitment on their behalf. Tt isn't
nécessdry to'be an animal caretakerto

have a sparking, encounter with one or,
“more of the animals at the Sanctuary.

As a visitor, one can have an ex

perience that will create néw emo-/
tional ties. Let me cite one temorable |
incident. It centers around a turkey

named Milton.

A man paid us a visit one day, along
with some other people. Inside the
barn he said to me, when he first ar-
rived, “I don't eat red meat anymore,

ls e = turkeys;

but I still eat chicken and turkey.”
Along comes Milton, ponderously
slow, burdened by the overweight and
arthritis that have become standard in
birds bred for meat. Pretty soon this
man was exclaiming, with Milton there
beside him, “I didn't know that
turkeys could—could”-could what?
He was looking for a word or phrase
to describe whatever it was he had
thought turkeys couldn’t do, but
which they obviously could do, since
Milton was just then doing it. I think
what he was trying to say was be
companionable.

I do not know if this story has a
“happy ending,” ie., if the man
adopted a humane diet from then on.
AllTknow is what I saw: a person be-
ing touched “"tamed"-by a turkey, a
farm animal.

It is by providing the opportunity for
encounters like this that Farm Sanc-
tuary makes a unique contribution to
creating in people’s minds a more
enlightened perception of farm
animals. Very simply, Farm Sanctuary
allows these animals to “speak” for
themselves, though in the case of the
Iishould rathérisay “sing™
the fluty ‘pathiosof their voices is

nething that < ‘ﬂéﬁmbed
 listened-to,
to whether Farm Sanctuary is im-

pfﬁvmg the Tof of farm animals, I

believe the best answer can be found
in one of its newsletters: “Imagine liv-
ing your life ina small, filthy:cage con-
stantly in paif, unaﬁle ‘to stanid or lie

.. down, comfortably, After montha of

agony, yout torture finally-ends; but
not at the slaughterhouse. Instead,
two gentle hands reach down to lift
you'outof the darkness, andbring you
to a safe, loving place. For the first
time, you can stretch your wings and

' legs and feel soft straw and cool grass

beneath your feet This captures it, at

Ieaht as far as wun:ls can tell.
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