


Hello, I’m Ollie and I’m 4 months
old. I used to live in the city with my
mom and 12 sisters and brothers
but I got lost and a good human
found me and brought me to this
place. I think it is an orphanage or something. I was only
the size of a bee when I was born and then crawled into
m o m ’s pouch. Life was good until we all starting getting
bigger and things got really cramped. Mom said we had
to move and ride on her back. That was okay, lots to see
and some fresh air, but when we were out getting some
dinner from those big silver buckets, a huge scary
barking monster charged us and mom had to run really
fast. I was bouncing all over the place, grabbing mom’s
fur and suddenly I fell and the big noisy monster ran right
over me chasing mom! She escaped under one of those
gaint boxes humans ride around in. It was sleeping and
nobody was in it. By the time the monster left, I was
alone and couldn’t find mom. I was really scared. 

This place is okay, there are a lot of nice humans here
and they take good care of me but it isn’t as good as
m o m ’s pouch. There is a big opossum here too, named
O s c a r. He couldn’t talk for the first couple of days I was
here because something is wrong with his mouth. At first I
was afraid the humans here did something bad to Oscar
but he finally was able to tell me what happened to him. 

Remember the giant box mom escaped under? Well,
I guess when they aren’t sleeping they go very fast,
much much faster than an opossum. And in the city
there are lots and lots of them everywhere. One of
them clipped Oscar and broke his jaw. He couldn’t eat
and got real weak. A good human found him and
brought him to this place just like me. 

Oscar told me before he moved to the city he lived
in a place without fast running boxes and chasing
monsters. He heard the two humans who take care of
us talking and they said they were going to teach us
how to live back in the place where Oscar grew up.
Sounds pretty good to me, except for the part they
mentioned about eating these long wiggly things that
live in the dirt. I can’t imagine they would taste very
good. I’ll let you know. . .

Recipe Corner
by Creative Confections, Melissa Rowe

TOMATO WATERMELON SALAD
Serves 4

4 cups watermelon, diced
2  large tomatoes, diced
1/2 small red onion, chopped
1-2 T. fresh basil, thinly sliced
2 T. extra virgin olive oil
1 T. balsamic vinegar
Salt  & pepper
Combine watermelon, tomato, onion & basil
in a large bowl. Drizzle with oil & vinegar.
Season with salt & pepper and toss.

All our recipes are vegan. Please try them
and share them with your friends. The
animals will love you for it! 

You can read more about Ollie and Oscar by
visiting our website at www.antler-ridge.com

Our special thanks to Stymie Woodworking,
Rick and Melissa Rowe, for making our new
buildings a reality!



Good Karma: A Story on Rescue

by Lise Gorda

One morning while I was at work I received a call
from my husband Joe. One of his employees spotted
a fawn curled up in our apple orchard while cutting
the grass.  Joe told me the fawn was alive, took a few
pictures and emailed me.  I am an avid animal lover
and he knew I would love seeing the pictures.  Over
the next few hours there were calls between us, me
calling for updates and Joe calling me with updates.
Meanwhile, I did some research and learned fawns
are commonly left alone by their mothers for most of
the day and there was no cause for alarm.

As my day continued, so did the calls between Joe
and myself.  It seems that our little fawn, who we
named "Hilser" (after the employee who spotted him)
started following Joe around our farm.  I was in
complete disbelief and thought Joe was just toying
with me, until he sent me a picture.  A picture of little
Hilser following Joe!   This I had to see with my own
eyes, so off I went…

One call changed
everything – the one to Kelly at Antler Ridge. Kelly
explained how I would know an animal is in need of
rescue and if so, what I should do. By the time I arrived
home I felt I had enough information to make an
assessment and call Kelly back for further instruction.

As I walked in the yard I saw Hilser lying in the grass.
He was absolutely the cutest little guy!  It was apparent
he was cold, he looked weak and his eyes were a bit
glassy.  I called Kelly and explained the situation and
she believed that Hilser was in distress, likely
abandoned by his mother and recommended that I
bring him to Antler Ridge for help.

Off we went to Antler Ridge, Joe driving while Hilser
was on my lap wrapped in warm blankets.  Hilser
started to perk up during our ride and began nibbling on
my neck and nestling in my lap.  No doubt the warmth
was soothing him, and I must say, I found his behavior
quite soothing as well.

At Antler Ridge I was overwhelmed with emotion
seeing the animals Kelly and the team were helping.  I
was hooked!  Now I am a volunteer and wouldn’t give it
up for anything!  I am certain everything happens for a
reason.  Hilser came into our lives which in turn brought
me to Antler Ridge where I can contribute to the greater
good for all wildlife.  Now that’s GOOD KARMA!

Volunteer animal care training for Antler Ridge is
offered each year in March. Volunteers must be 18
years of age or older and are required to work a
minimum of 3 hours per week. Our volunteer
season runs from March through October.

In addition to those who provide animal care, we
need volunteers to work on fundraising events,
education programs, office support and
transporting animals.

If you, or someone you know, is interested in
joining the volunteer program at Antler Ridge
Wildlife Sanctuary, call 973-800-2420.  We would
love to have you join our program! 

My name is Chuck and I like my greens straight up, not cut. I
was walking down the road and got slammed by something big. It
made my head spin! But thanks to the great care I’m getting at
Antler Ridge Wildlife Sanctuary, I should be ready to hit the road
again any day (no pun intended).

Just Groundhoggin’ Out

Katie Ellis and her Girl Scout troop for their supply drive, squirrel boxes & snuggle sacks
Painten’ Place, Denville, NJ, for all the paint supplies

84 Lumber, Rockaway, NJ, for all the squirrel box lumber




