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  FOR KEN




  WHO SHARED IT ALL




  — CHERIE




  FOR TOM




  WHO STEPPED BACK SO THAT




  I COULD STEP FORWARD


  — JO ELLEN




  [image: H]ave you ever touched the nose of a wild red fox? I have.




  Here’s how it happened. I live on Deer Isle, off the coast of Maine. Red foxes also live on the island, but it’s not often that you get to see one. So it was a happy surprise one summer day to find a fox pup sitting in the middle of my strawberries, calmly chomping, looking right at me. I called softly, “Hi, there! And what do you think you’re doing?”




  The little fox continued nibbling, dipped down for another juice berry, and trotted off. There was something about his face that stuck in my mind.




  [image: S]ix months later, when that berry patch was buried under dazzling February snow, I happened to look out my kitchen window and was totally startled to see what looked like a bright orange crayon mark against the white. It was a lean red fox standing on his hind legs, reaching up toward a hanging birch log studded with suet for the woodpeckers.




  Of course, I was delighted to see a wild animal out in the open during the daytime. But as I looked more closely, I winced. The fox’s right front leg was nearly severed above the small black foot. I had seen steel-jaw leghold traps, but this was the first time I had seen their cruel work. Inch by inch, hour after hour, this poor young fox must have struggled to wrench his leg from the powerful grip of a trap.
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