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God spoke to me in a voice that I would 

hear… 

   

 

For me, it was through animals.  I can say that during each and every animal event that 
happened in my life, I felt closest to God or the Great Divine.  I have also been known to tell 
God off when I thoroughly disagreed with him or have  reprimanded  St. Francis , Diana, Gaia 
when faced with a predicament that absolutely required their assistance.   
 
I was chosen to come to know bunnies, squirrels, skunks, and even a severely wounded Canada 
Goose, hummingbirds, goldfinches, raccoons, coyotes and hawks.   My wildlife encounters have 
been as profuse as my cat and dog experiences. The stories are real. I have not embellished or 
invented.  If you find yourself saying ‘wow… no way…’ then you understand how unique each 
one was. 
 
Personally, I have spent my life atoning for a singular event that happened when I was a child… 

 



 

 

A stone’s throw away... 

   
 
I can only give you a snapshots of the day – because this is all I remember.  I was sitting in the 
woods next to our house.  It was a nice little piece of land (about an acre) that separated the 
Arietta’s house from ours, and as children we all played in the woods all the time – it was great. 
It had fallen trees, vines, big masterful trees creating almost a canopy so that light would filter 
in ... and shadows were abundant.  In our world of make-believe ---- the woods transformed 
daily into our newest adventure.   
 
But then there were days when I would be by myself in one of the quiet times.  I’d sit in the 
woods and watch whatever took place – the birds, the squirrels … whatever critters were there 
– and I’d smell and lay on the moss that grew by the trees, and admire jack-in-the-pulpits, and 
little violets that worked  themselves up through the leaves on the ground.  It was the woods - 
and I loved it.   
 
I consider this day - this specific day - as the day of my conversion.  It is the day I realized that 
one action can change a life - in this case - of an unsuspecting blue jay perched on a fallen tree. 
 
I wanted to see it closer.  I had been lying there, in the woods, just looking at everything .. when 
this blue jay landed on the tree nearby.  I wanted to see it closer.  I couldn’t have been more 
than 6 or 7 ... and I looked around to see what I could use to capture it - so I could see it closer.  
I picked up a rock - and threw it.  It hit the jay.   
 
I went over to the little bird, picked it up and it’s head flopped to the side... what had I done?  I 
started to cry... and brought the bird to my mother asking her to make it better.  She asked me 
what happened - and I told her.  She told me she needed to bury the little bird in the backyard, 
and that I had accidentally hurt it and it couldn’t be made better.   
 
All my mother said was that I will know better next time, and to promise never to hit an animal 
with a rock again.   
 
Even now, as I write this and I think back to that day... my eyes fill with tears because that was 
the day that I made a promise that I would never hurt another animal as long as I lived and I 
would try and help animals if they were being hurt.  Fifty years later, and I feel I have kept my 
word --- and even expanded on it.   
 
 

 



 

 
 
 
i feel the dawn...  
the blue/gray mist that unfolds and blends from the navy night  
it's a special time,  
our dawning...  
renewed colors and sounds that are blanketed each evening...  
only to be awakened with the light  
 
i feel the dawn...  
that 'timed' interval called morning,  
its gentle entrance into our vision,  
its welcomed presence illuminating cloaked shadows,  
in simplest terms, night  
 
i feel the dawn...  
and with it a renewed excitement,  
and i embrace the magic of each day,  
in all its spectrum...  
in all its glory...  
i sit in awe  
yes, i 'feel' the dawn. 

I Feel the Dawn... 



 

 

A Cry for Help... 

   
 
One late afternoon, in 1968, my parents and I were sitting on the back porch when we lived in 
the big house on the corner of Erie Street & Van Wyck Road.  We became aware of a lot of bird 
activity - noise - coming from the foundation that had recently been poured for a new house 
being built on what was formerly our dirt tennis court. No one in my family played tennis and 
my parents were subdividing our property for private homes on 1/2 acre plots.  That’s what 
they did.  I’m sure my mother or father said something like... “wonder what the hell is going on 
over there...” or something like that.  
 
By this time,  it was becoming apparent I had this “thing” with animals - and my parents were 
getting accustomed to me and my animal encounters.   Well,  I couldn’t ignore the birds and 
calls.  Instinctively I felt it was important so I went to investigate.  My mother in later years 
would say “one minute we were looking at her , and then next she went into foundation 
(referring to me).”  What I saw when I got to the foundation - were birds - blue jays, black birds, 
lining up on the top of the walls and there, down in the bottom of the foundation, was a young 
jay clearly caught in the mud and unable to free itself.  I guess it was the jay’s parent bird who 
was near and making that awful call --- and the baby jay crying back at its parent.  The 
‘basement floor’ hadn’t been poured yet so it was pretty messy.  
 
I lowered myself down the wall of the foundation ... and remember feeling a “ping” in my ankle 
as it hit the dirt when I dropped.  As I started to walk over to the little jay, the other birds 
started dive bombing me.  None touched me, but it is a little scary having birds come at  you 
and not know what they will do.   I resumed  talking softly to the little jay who was not happy to 
see this big thing coming towards it.  I didn’t want it to panic and hurt itself (or further hurt 
itself since I didn’t know if it was okay). 
 
By that time my parents had walked over to the foundation, watching from above.  They had 
long since stopped telling me to stop touching animals... now they would just say “don’t get 
hurt”.  So I bent down ... and as I went to put my hand over its back/wings (to keep it from 
frantically beating its wings.). it would crane its neck to try and peck at me.  It’s feathers were 
ruffled on the back of its neck so I know it was scared.   I decided to use my other hand as a 
distraction, and then slowly closed my hand on the bird.  It let out a a little squawk and then 
was quiet.  I slowly pulled the little feet out of the mud, and tested them to see if they were OK 
by seeing if it could hold on to my finger firmly.  Once that was determined, I opened each wing 
to see if there was any resistance or damage.  OK there too.  Then I wiped off the mud as best I 
could ... and when i was pretty certain it was ok... i placed it on the hard dirt and stepped back.   
What seemed like forever --- but only minutes in reality,  the little jay flew up to the foundation 
wall, joining the other jays and black birds and then slowly one by one the birds all left.  By that 
time, my father had brought the extension ladder so I could climb out of the foundation.  The 
birds weren’t afraid of me --- and were slow to leave ... and I chose to think of it as a thank you. 
 
Later my mother asked “how did you know something was wrong?”  I just did. 
 

 



 

 

Autumn Purr... 

   
 

it’s the gentle sound of changing seasons, 
a purr the earth seems to make... 

that heralds the autumns entrance from summer, 
cool dry days and nights to replace... 

 
the warmer season that bakes the earth, 

at first its welcomed so... 
but then we tire of that endless heat 

and look forward to the autumn glow 
 

the purr is subtle, most seem to miss it, 
for it’s clearest when the earth is still... 

she whispers her entrance to those that will listen, 
I still hear you, and I always will 

 

 



 

 

Goldie... 

  

  
Goldie was Mr. Ryan’s horse.  He was good natured, and a beautiful Palomino with one green 
eye and one blue eye and a nose that was pink and soft and had whiskers.  Mr. Ryan had two 
horses and Coffee was the other one.  She was a smaller, beautiful brown horse --- but I loved 
Goldie.   
 
Mr. Ryan used to let the children ride Goldie --- and lots of us took advantage of it. I think he 
charged $5.00 for an hour or so.  I used to hang out at the Ryan’s and sometimes Mr. Ryan 
would let me brush the horses, clean the stables, watch him take care of the horses... and for 
me it was a perfect way to spend a day.   
 
As the years passed, and I became a better rider, Mr. Ryan would let me take Goldie farther and 
farther out.  This was an autumn day - and I had decided to take Goldie to the land we called 
“The Pearls”.  It was over the trellis of the Palisades Parkway - undeveloped ... and just beautiful 
to walk through.  We walked along the train tracks, crossing first over the 40’ swim hole, then 
over the Sickletown Road Tunnel... and then over the Palisades Parkway.  People would honk 
and wave... and Goldie seem to know it was because of him. 
 
Goldie was not the most sure-footed horse... and in fact, he was sort of clumsy at times so I 
made a point of being careful where we rode.  We were about a mile or so away from the 
Ryan’s and Rockland County, Blauvelt specifically, still had open land that was still undeveloped 
and rural in every sense of the word. 
 
As we crossed the last trestle, I guided Goldie to the right, up the slight hill - towards the 
woods.  It was a beautiful morning - crisp, the leaves were brilliant colors - all colors - reds, 
oranges, gold, greens... and the ground was carpeted with the same color leaves.  I wasn’t 
dressed brightly, just a jacket, jeans, sweatshirt and sneakers...  my hair was pulled back in a 
ponytail... and the air was filled with that wonderful autumnal fragrance.   
 
 
 

 



 

 

Goldie... 

   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
We had been riding just a little while - more walking than anything else when off in the 
distance, we spotted a deer.  I don’t remember if it was a doe or buck... but I do remember 
seeing it off in the woods...  
 
Suddenly, I heard a crack - and a sound passed my ear like a “whuuzzzz” - and instinctively I 
knew it was a bullet.  Hunters had spotted the same deer -- but they didn’t see us.  In a split 
second decision, I laid down on Goldie’s back, dropped the reins, and told him to go home and 
gave him a slight kick.   Goldie took off, in a gallop... down the hill, down the embankment... up 
the embankment, onto the tracks.  Goldie ran those tracks and --- across the overpass over the 
Palisades Parkway, over Sickletown Road Tunnel, the 40” and  never missed a step.   
 
When we finally reached Ryan’s ... Goldie was soaking wet, and I was just grateful to be safe.  
That was the last ride I took with Goldie in the autumn, in the hills.   
 
 

 

These are not pictures of Goldie - just 
beautiful Palomino’s  



 

 

No Answers... 

   
 
Why can’t we get the answers,  
about the changes in our life, 
Is it part of a plan we’ve laid out to live... 
To be repeated till we get it right? 
 
Why can’t we get the answers,  
if that’s the way it is... 
or did we sign a contract or deed .. 
with print too fine to read? 
 
I wonder if I designed this my world 
So controlled and planned and staid 
Or am I simply an actor in a role 
that someone decided I should play? 
 
No answers are we given, and when I leave on cue 
the next time I’ll ask for some directions 
or at the least a hint or clue 
 

 



 

 

Outside Looking In... 

   
 
My world is quiet, calm and serene 
of trials, tribulations and strife... 
the experiences I share, tho simply a spectator, 
I’m on the outside, looking in, at life 
 
I don’t envy the hurts and pains of others, 
whose life has its ups and downs... 
for in my simple style of life and in living, 
I am free of feeling bliss and thorny crowns 
 
But I think its too late to change it now  
and besides what would I do 
for being on the outside looking in, 
I can still watch with a fabulous view! 
 

 



 

 

Rapture of the Rose... 

   
 
The days to weeks, and weeks to months, 
the year is coming to a close… 
That we began this love we know, 
in the summer, the month of the rose… 
 
The air is filled with a balmy breeze, 
the nights are filled with sound… 
Each day is better than the day before, 
like a jewel, this love, we found… 
 
I awake each day to see thoughts of you, 
from the nights and the days before… 
You’ve become my life, my hope … that light, 
like a beacon on distant shores… 
 
And if we have met, in another time and place, 
and are lovers of a familiar scene… 
then I ask no more of life and of love… 
than to live on in this dream of dreams. 

 



 

 

Collecting Memories... 

   
 
I’m tired of collecting memories 
and album full of “then”... 
That’s filled with faces, times and places, 
that begins with “I remember when” 
 
I’m too young to have a cynical view, 
life’s only halfway begun... 
The road has curves, with bumps and bends, 
I’ll recall when old age has come... 
 
Many loves have crossed my paths, so far,  
many knights, in armor, on steeds... 
Yet the one I seek is yet to be found, 
he’s out there, but who is he? 
 
He’s a gift of wisdom, age and youth, 
that can teach and explore with me... 
The treasures of life, and places yet seen, 
it’s the unfolding - and he’s but the key 

 


