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Dear Reader, 

 

I can only imagine what you must be thinking! What have they done with the 

Chronicle and why are we getting this now?! 

Well, allow me to offer some explanations. Some months ago, Ed Ferman, 

one of the founding fathers of the Chronicle and long-time editor and 

contributor—now basically retired from active participation— wanted to meet 

with me to share an idea he had been nurturing. I quickly agreed and drove 

over to his home, where his office was strewn with seemingly random cutouts 

and clips from previous issues of the Chronicle. 

What is he up to this time, I thought? 

Ed then spent the better part of an hour showing 

me his plan. It turns out that he is both an archivist 

and animal lover at heart. And furthermore, he 

deeply appreciates good writing, especially about 

his beloved Cornwall. Put all those qualities 

together and you begin to understand the reason 

for this special issue. 

He proposed combing through past issues of the 

Chronicle for some of the best stories about animals, surrounding them with 

illustrations of animals from our amazing artists, and even including a few 

letters, all as a gift to our Cornwall community. 

I loved the idea, as did our board, so the green light was given to proceed. It 

didn’t take him long after that to produce the gem in front of you. All of us 

who help produce the Chronicle each month: writers, illustrators, editors, 

proofers, directors, our compositor, and printer, hope you appreciate this bit of 

whimsy from one of Cornwall’s finest.   

Enjoy! 

 

Sincerely, 
 

Bob Meyers, President and Publisher, on behalf of the Chronicle 
Directors 
 
Illustrations by  Zjeke Hermann and Michael Heming 
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Ghost Cat
My mother, who turned 100 last summer, 
has been coming to Cornwall her whole life. 
She says it hasn’t changed much, except for 
the return of the forests. “When I was a child 
it was all open,” she says. “All farms.”
	 Most of the Northeast was farmland un­
til the railways opened up the great mid­
western grain fields in the mid-nineteenth 
century. Cornwall farms lasted longer than 
most, but here too, in the last half century, 
open pastureland reverted to 
woods and brush. Which is not 
good habitat for cows, but great 
for mountain lions. The lions 
were here long before we arrived, 
but around a century ago they 
were hunted out, the species extir­
pated and the habitat destroyed. 
      Now the habitat is back, and it seems the 
lion is too.
	 It’s a fabulous animal: our native moun­
tain lion is the fourth largest cat in the 
world. He has more than 40 names: cougar 
and puma; panther, catamount and paint­
er, mountain screamer. (His scream is 
something you never want to hear.) He’s 
big, around 120 pounds and 8 feet long, and 
he’s beautiful, lean and supple, with a taw­
ny pelt and a level green stare. He’s power­
ful: no other species preys on the mountain 
lion; it takes a whole pack of wolves to 
overcome him. He’s shy, elusive and soli­
tary, with crepuscular habits. His primary 
prey is deer, though he’ll eat rodents. He’s 
rarely aggressive to humans. 
	 But is he here in Cornwall? Last year the 
DEEP declared the eastern mountain lion 
officially extinct. However, this doesn’t in­
clude its very close western cousin, who 
has officially appeared in Connecticut. The 
animal killed last summer on a highway 
near Greenwich was a western mountain 
lion from North Dakota. Mountain lions 
are fabled roamers, and the western ones 
seem to be reclaiming the East. I asked the 
Fish and Wildlife Department about this. 
“Why wouldn’t mountain lions be back?” a 
representative said. “All the other big pred­
ators are back in the Northeast—black 
bears, bobcats, coyotes.” 
	 Certainly Cornwall has these. And 
we’ve had a lot of mountain lion sightings. 
My friend Jane saw one on Cream Hill 
Road. My friend Julia saw one carrying a 
cub in her mouth. And my cousin Martha, 
sitting on her glassed-in 
porch one evening, watched 
a mountain lion slide quiet­
ly along the outside, two 
feet away, stalking some­
thing, maybe a field mouse. 
	 It’s a gorgeous notion, 
that if we loosen our 

grip on the landscape it will revert, sliding 
silently back into its own deep current, fill­
ing up again with the beautiful wild crea­
tures that walked so lightly on it once. My 
mother would like it. 

—Roxana Robinson, February 2012

Snakes in the Grass
The fear most people have of snakes is 
probably primal. Zoo-bred monkeys 
that have never seen a snake will show 

fear when confronted with one, 
and we are not all that different 
from zoo-bred monkeys. Cable 
TV confirms this.
	Both humans and simians have 
good evolutionary reasons to 

avoid snakes, as sometimes they 
can kill us. You will avoid this prob­

lem, however, as long as you stay in Corn­
wall. Michael Klemens, a local herpetolo­
gist and the author of Amphibians and 
Reptiles of Connecticut and Adjacent Regions, 
has never been able to confirm the presence 
of either rattlesnakes or copperheads in 
Cornwall. Neither have I, and I have been 
looking hard for more than 30 years. Rattle­
snakes in Salisbury, Canaan, and Sharon, 
yes. But neither one in the Cornwalls.
	 Here are the snakes you might find, start­
ing with the two that are most likely to be 
confused with those two poisonous species:
	 The northern water snake is a large, 
stout-bodied snake, usually dull brown 
and sometimes nearly black. Its head is not 
much wider than its neck, and it is rarely 
far from water. Young ones have a blotched 
pattern, vaguely suggestive of a copper­
head. If it is in Cornwall, however, it is not 
a copperhead.
	 The eastern milk snake 
more plausibly resembles a 
copperhead, having a pattern of red­
dish-brown blotches. But it is much more 
slender, and it does not have the triangular 
head of a copperhead, nor the rattle of a rat­
tlesnake. Also it is in Cornwall, so relax. It is 
our only constrictor, killing its prey (mostly 
mice) by squeezing.
	 Both the milk snake and the water snake 
are common but, like most snakes, seldom 
seen. The snake you are most likely to see 
here is the garter snake. Our local variety is 
easily identified: a light stripe, usually pale 

yellow, runs the length of its back. 
Less visible stripes are along its sides; 
the background color is black.
	 Probably just as common, al­
though mostly out of sight under 
rotting logs or rocks, are the ring-
necked snakes. These are small, se­
cretive animals that have, as you 
might have guessed, a yellow ring 

around the neck. (Well, you might not 

have guessed the yellow part.) The belly is 
also yellow, and the rest of the snake is a 
shiny, gunmetal gray.
	 The other two snakes that Klemens lists 
for Cornwall are the Dekay’s snake and the 
red-bellied snake. No doubt he is right, but 
I’ve never found either one under any of 
the thousands of rocks and boards and logs 
I’ve turned over through the years. The 
Dekay’s snake is a small, brown, inoffen­
sive animal that wants only to be left alone. 
The brown phase of the red-bellied snake 
looks very much like a Dekay’s, aside from 
the bright red belly. There is a gray phase 
locally, too, as I know from finding one on 
the top of Bear Mountain last year.
	 Bottom line, then: no legless, scaled 
creature that you come across in Cornwall 
is going to hurt you unless you mess with 
it. So don’t mess with it. What did it ever do 
to you? 	        —Jerry Doolittle, September 2009

Night Song
Recently, I was awakened at midnight by 
an animal sound I had never heard before. 
How do you describe a sound you’ve never 
heard? A kind of rhythmic and nasal chant­
ing and whining, with a deep undertone. 
High and low at the same time. Rhythmic, 
but not sexually driven. Stopping, and then 
starting again. I thought something was be­
ing mauled and then killed, but after a while I 
could hear the singer padding heavily 
through the underbrush. It seemed to be 

alone; neither as big as a bear nor 
as small as a squirrel. It went on and 

on singing to itself, and after a while I 
saw that quite possibly it was happy. 

And very, very loud.
	 The next morning I real­

ized that it might be the porcupine 
my husband had seen at our mailbox very 
late a few nights before. A search on You­
Tube confirmed the diagnosis. Taking a 
quick poll of my Cornwall neighbors, I es­
tablished that none of them had heard the 
porcupine singing. In fact they could hard­
ly believe it.
	 You have never considered the porcu­
pine I’m sure, except as the nuisance who 
gnaws at your house or favorite tree, or who 
leaves quills in the nose of your dog. Some 
of the stranger porcupine facts: they have 
orange teeth and as many as 30,000 quills. 
They adore corn and tender green leaves 
and grasses, and may vocalize happily 
when eating. North American porcupines 
actually live in trees. Porcupines can weigh 
as much as 40 pounds; they often fall clum­
sily out of their living space because they 
venture out to the tips of branches to eat.
	 If porcupines fall, they might pierce 
themselves with their own quills. Not to 
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worry, though; they 
secrete an antibiotic so 
that they don’t get in­
fected. Porcupines are 
unconscious of danger, 
because in fact nothing 
can touch them—liter­
ally. They have only to 
turn and erect their quills, 
and any predator must retreat or get a 
face-full.
	 What a complicated and lunky thing is 
the porcupine. And what a complicated 
thing am I, lying on my sale-priced sheets 
in my house-shaped carapace, listening for 
its voice. My porcupine is out there some­
where, snacking on the little green things 
that grow near our stream. I’m in here, 
waiting for another night song.

—Jill Cutler, July 2017

Popple Swamp 
Performers

Question: What do the models in a J. Crew 
spring catalogue, a Dannon yogurt com­
mercial, an ad for Dimetapp Children’s 
Elixir, and a commercial for the New York 
State Lottery have in common? Answer: 
they all live in Cornwall, and they are all 
dogs—Labrador retrievers that belong to 
Marion Bell. She has seven in all that share 
her house on Popple Swamp Road.
	 One of Marion’s dogs, Julie, has also 
launched into an acting career in an upcom­
ing movie called Mickey Blue Eyes, starring 
Hugh Grant. It’s a comedy-mystery, and 
Marion reports that Julie has a small but 
“pivotal” part. She has to steal a shoe from 
a corpse, while Hugh Grant is yelling “No, 
no” at her, and then run off with it. The 
scene had to be shot 14 times to get it right. 
“ But it wasn’t Julie who made the mis­
takes,” Marion says. The dog obediently 
ignored Grant, wasn’t fazed by the lights or 
the camera on a moving dolly, and per­
formed perfectly with the same enthusiasm 
for the 14th take that she had shown at the 
beginning.
	 Marion’s dogs have been modeling and 
acting for about four years now, and at the 
moment they are “having a busy streak.” 
They have an agent, acquired through a 
contact Marion made at the Kent Paint and 
Decorating store, which she manages. Mar­
ion has raised and trained dogs for obedi­
ence and field work for many years.
	 In training sessions, she uses hot dogs—
thinly sliced—for rewards; she holds them 
in her mouth and spits them at the Labs 
when they have performed correctly. It is 
important, she explains, not to hold 
the treats in your hand, be­
cause then the dog will con­
stantly look at your hands, and 
it must learn always to watch 
your face.
	 Three of her dogs so far 

have gone into the modeling-acting world. 
Lazarus, a large yellow Lab, leaps a fence 
on the Hi Pro dog food bags, and sits on 
chairs and couches in a furniture company 
ad. (It was hard coaxing him onto forbid­

den territory, Marion says.) Miki, 
the dog in the J. Crew catalogue, 

has also posed for a lot of other 
“print work.”

	 Lazarus and Julie have 
just done a soon-to-be-re­

leased commercial for a Clairol herbal 
shampoo which Marion describes as “rath­
er risque.”
	 Working in movies is certainly not 
glamorous, Marion says. It consists mostly 
of endless waiting around. Nor are her 
dogs’ new careers making her rich. In com­
mercials and films, dogs are considered 
“props,” and they don’t get residuals or 
very good pay. But training them for these 
new and unexpected tasks is challenging, 
and, Marion says, “It does buy some bags 
of dog food.”        —Barbara Klaw, May 1998

Birds and Birding in 
Cornwall

Cornwall is a bird-rich environment. 
We’re at the northern end of the 
breeding range of many mid-Atlan­
tic birds and at the southern 
breeding-range extremity 
of northern species. Most 
of us are familiar with common col­
orful backyard birds such as robins, 
bluebirds, blue jays, and cardinals 
and even the more dully colored phoebes, 
catbirds, and song sparrows. Many of our 
most alluring birds, however, live in the 
woods and fields just beyond the borders 
of our backyards. Look a little further and 
you will quickly be rewarded by seeing a 
chestnut-sided warbler, a yellowthroat, 
an indigo bunting, a redstart and many 
more local residents that rival tropical birds 
in splendor. 
	 With many of our birds, however, the 
only chance to enjoy their spectacular col­
ors and textures up close is with a good pair 
of binoculars. The yellow-bellied sapsuck­
er, a woodpecker common in Cornwall, 
may have a fussy sounding name, but 
watching one plying a tree up close through 
binoculars is a memorable experience. 
Bird-watching combines the anticipation 
and excitement hunters feel in stalking and 
focusing on their prey with the stimulation 
collectors feel in adding an important ob­
ject to their list. With a little work and time, 
you may even learn to identify the songs of 
many species, and you’ll never again be 
alone while you walk or garden or sit on 
the porch. The sharply inflected “teacher! 

teacher! teacher!” call of the oven­
bird and the sliding, gurgly 
song of the veery are unmistak­
able and ubiquitous, emanat­
ing continuously from the 

woods bordering our 

homes. Knowing these songs and the iden­
tity of their singers provides a special addi­
tional sense of place.
	 Cornwall is long on forest and field 
which support songbirds, but short on 
open-water wetlands and undisturbed 
grasslands. Ducks and wading birds in 
Cornwall took a hit during the past year 
with the demise of the once-picturesque 
open marshes at each end of Rattlesnake 
Road. Similarly, grassland birds, such as 
the bobolink, a yearly migrant flying 8,000 
miles each way from Argentina and Brazil, 
need our protection, requiring that some 
open fields remain uncut until late July af­
ter their young have fledged. We owe it to 
these intrepid travelers to keep some por­
tion of our land available to them to justify 
all that travel! 	     —Joe Ellis, August 2011

Cornwall’s Dogs
Do dogs resemble their owners? Lower our 
blood pressure? Drool while cats rule? All 
good questions that we can’t answer here. 
But we can tell you a lot about the dogs of 
Cornwall, thanks to Town Clerk Vera Din­

neen, who dug deep into her computer to 
come up with the following informa­

tion:
	 258 dogs are registered: 134 fe­

male and 124 male.
	 There are 37 Labs registered (15 
black, 12 yellow, 10 chocolate); 19 gold­

en retrievers; 13 Jack Russells; and 13 
dachshunds.
	 The most common names are Bel­
la (nine, including one Isabella); 

Lucy (six); Daisy (six, including two Daisy 
Maes); Tucker (five); Molly (five); and Bear 
(five, including versions like Gobi Bear, 
Lucky Bear, and Teddy Bear).
	 Candy, a shi tzu; Emily, a Jack Russell; 
and Paco, a chihuahua are all approximate­
ly 17 years old.
	 The #1 tag goes to whoever is first on 
the first day of business in June. 
Nancy Calhoun’s dog Miss Beat­
rix Potter has been the top dog for 
the past three years.

—Vera Dinneen and Ed Ferman, 
October 2013

Carpenter Ant 
Speaks Out

I am not a termite! Termites are soft, 
pasty-white, greedy wimps with ter­
rible figures (no waist). They build 
these disgusting clay tunnels up the 
side of foundations so they can skulk 
their way up to the wood they gorge 
on. Can you imagine? And on top of 
that, they eat the walls of their own bed­
rooms. How depraved is that?
	 I, on the other hand, am a slim-
waisted, healthy, big black ant. I build 
modestly sized channel-type bedrooms 
for Queenie and the kids. And I polish 
my walls, I don’t eat them. Oh, I may 
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leave a few small piles of 
sawdust here and there, 
but that’s all. But most of 
all, I don’t skulk. You’ll 
usually see me in plain 
sight, marching honestly 
across the kitchen floor, on my way to the 
cupboard for a snack.
      If you would like me to build my house 
at your home sometime, arrange to have 
rain water splash back on your sills for a 
year or two, or—better yet—lay the sill on 
the ground or a couple of inches up from it. 
This softens the wood for easier tunneling 
and makes me feel more welcome as 
co-owner. But if your sill is over six inches 
off the ground, I may set up housekeeping 
in a nearby tree stump anyway, crossing 
over to our main house only at meal time. I 
don’t carry a grudge.
	 Another thing: some know-nothings ac­
cuse me of doing structural damage which, 
in fact, is due either to wood rot, which is 
fungus and moisture, or to that same ter­
mite we’re talking about who doesn’t know 
when to stop chewing.
	 So, Chronicle readers, think kindly of 
me. And if you do spray or stomp on me by 
mistake, don’t feel guilty. I reincarnate eas­
ily, coming back better looking and twice as 
hungry. After such an accident, just wait a 
couple of minutes and open the cupboard 
door. That’s me on the honey jar.

—Scoville Soule, June 2006

The Great Country 
Mutt Show Was Great

The Great Country Mutt Show on the Corn
wall Town Green on June 22 lived up to its 
name. It was an extraordinarily entertaining 
event with 115 dogs, who were registered for 
the competition, and approximately 250 
members of the human species in atten
dance. The Mutt Show was the kickoff event 
for the Little Guild’s long-range plan to build 
a bigger facility where it can rescue, shelter, 
and heal even more homeless cats and dogs. 
But by no means were all the dogs in atten­
dance mutts. Pedigree canines participated 
as well, and we’re happy to say there were no 
class tensions between the two.
	 Television journalist Richard Schlesin­
ger served as the ringmaster.  Judges for the 
individual categories were Robert Levin­
stein and Alan M-L Wager of the Sharon 
Playhouse. Bunny Williams judged the two 
Best in Show. The winners were Matt Bow­
en’s Phoebe for Big Dog and Carrie Rich­
ard’s Lexi in the Little Dog category. The 
Joint Chiefs provided music. No, the set­
list did not include “How Much Is that Dog­
gy in the Window?” or Elvis Presley’s “You 
Ain’t Nothin’ but a Hound Dog”.  
	 Unsurprisingly, one of the sponsors was 
former Secretary of State Henry Kissinger. 
For many years our foreign policy has been 
going to the dogs. Congresswoman Jahana 
Hayes was in attendance, accompanied by a 
Great Pyrenees, a very useful companion for 
an acrimonious Congress. It was gratifying 

to note that the dogs all behaved very well. 
The humans were just a bit less orderly.
	 Individual competitions included Easi­
est Carry-On; Longest Ears; Shortest Ears; 
Waggiest Tail; Most Unidentifiable Mix; 
Best Powder Puff; Sweetest Pair; Best Trick; 
Dog That Looks Most Like Its Owner; and 
Best Lap Dog over 40 pounds (the owner on 
whose lap the dog would sit should have 
gotten a prize). After the winner of the Easi­
est Carry On was named, an observer 
groused “That was a cat wearing a dog suit.”  
Jim Sheffield, who entered the Dog Looks 
Most Like Its Owner competition with his 
Black Lab Jake, confessed that if they won, 
Jake would be insulted.
	 As the Great Mutt Show will reappear 
next year and undoubtedly be larger, the 
town might consider ringing the Green with 
hydrants.  There are no plans as yet to have 
similar events for cats, hamsters, or ferrets.            

—Jim Fishman, August 2019

We Love Meeses 
to Pieces

In September Hunt Williams, driving along 
Scoville Road, encountered an Eastern bull 
moose—a specimen of Alces alces americana 
with a huge rack—opposite the Savins’ 
house. He followed slowly in his car as it 
went up the Longwells’ driveway and disap­
peared into the woods. The news got around 
because we’ve had these wanderers in town 
before. Eastern moose are not native to Con­
necticut, but they’ve moved in from Massa­
chusetts in recent years. 
	 According to Andy LaBonte, wildlife bi­
ologist at the Connecticut Department of En­
ergy and Environmental Protection, a male 
documented in Cornwall a couple of years 
ago traveled a loop from Plainville to Hart­

land, New Milford, and Cornwall, then to 
Granby. “There are only about a hundred 
moose in the state, most of them around 
Hartland and Barkhamsted. They travel a lot 
this time of the year, looking for a mate,” says 
LaBonte, “but the chances of finding one ar­
en’t that great.” 
	 Nonetheless their population in Con­
necticut is expected to go up, and there are 
few predators here that will take on an 
adult moose. We may find ourselves 
coexisting with more in coming years. 
	 An adult male moose grows an enor­
mous rack every spring (females have none) 
which can weigh nearly 60 pounds, and 
sheds it after the battles of the fall rutting sea­
son are over. Our chances of finding such a 
rack, or shed, in the woods are very low be­

cause birds, rodents, and even bears eat them 
for their salt and protein content. But you can 
buy a fine pair on eBay for $100 and up. 
	 Don’t try to outrun a moose. They trot 
along easily most of the time with nothing to 
fear; but they can move quickly in spite of 
their size. With their poor eyesight, moose 
have a keen sense of smell and hearing and 
can be spooked by a sudden sound or scent 
and go on a tear. They are fast on their feet, 
getting up to 35 or 40 mph. In fact, it’s best to 
keep a safe distance. Though usually mild 
mannered, moose are more dangerous to 
public safety than bears. This is not just be­
cause they can get aggressive during the 
mating season, or when provoked; they’ve 
also caused deadly vehicle accidents (there 
were 19 of these by 2007). Cars and moose 
don’t mix. If a car hits the legs of an animal 
six feet tall or more weighing between 600 
and 800 pounds, the victim’s bulk topples 
and crushes the hood, the roof, the window, 
and frequently the occupants.
	  “Moose” is Algonquin for “twig eater.” 
They are always found in regenerating for­
ests near water and they eat the buds, leaves, 
and shoots of birch and cherry saplings, and 
red and striped maple sprouts in swamps, 
devouring up to 40 or 50 pounds per day. 
But in spite of the familiar photograph of a 
long moose face dripping with aquatic vege­
tation, in fact their forage is much the same as 
the deer’s, and they are no threat to our wet­
lands. Steve Hedden, chairman of the Inland 
Wetlands Commission, assures us, “If the 
commission has a moose that puts in an ap­
plication, we will certainly deal with it.”

—Ann Schillinger, November 2014

Letters Letters 
from the Pastfrom the Past

BIRDBRAIN MAGIC
(Inspired by an article about black-capped 
chickadees in the New York Times for No­
vember 15, 1994: “To Remember Seed Cach­
es, Bird Grows New Brain Cells”.)

Intelli-gents and ladies, too,
Especially those with high I.Q.,
Bow humbly down upon your knees:
Your mind’s outdone by chickadees.
These birds with nary twitch or strain
As soon as autumn stirs their brain
Grow brand new nerve cells in their head
To replace old ones that are dead.
They’re cells that keep the memory keen
Inside a structure seldom seen
That’s called the “seahorse” of the brain
(Or hippocampus, to be plain).
It’s in the circuit for “recall”
Which chickadees build up in fall
Lest they forget where they have stored
Their winter’s food, a scattered hoard.
No grown man, beast, or other fowl
That o’er this planet’s earth doth prowl
Can grow new nerve cells after birth—’
Tis a birdbrain feat of priceless worth.

—Larry Pool, Jan 1995
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SLOUCHING TOWARD 
CORNWALL
	 In my article on mountain lions in the August 
issue I made fun of the idea that there could be 
mastodons in Cornwall. But I have received an 
e-mail that I feel I must share with your readers:
	 “I was thoroughly persuaded by your excel-
lent article in the Cornwall Chronicle. We all see 
what we want to see, as demonstrated by the Loch 
Ness Monster legend and the case of the Abomi-
nable Snowman.
	 “However, I wish to inform you that on a 
sunny morning late last spring—June 18, accord-
ing to my diary—I saw a mastodon in the pasture 
in back of my house. When it saw me, it raised its 
trunk and emitted a sound which in volume and 
timbre reminded me of the old Queen Elizabeth 
about to depart from Manhattan for Southamp-
ton. My visitor did not appear aggressive 
though he did raise his gleaming tusks, which 
according to my best estimate measured 14 
feet long and were about 12 inches in diam-
eter at the base. He then lumbered off into 
the woods, knocking down several ash trees 
and a large white birch as he went.
	 “Some of my friends have suggested 
that what I saw was not a mastodon, but 
simply an ordinary elephant. However, 
this creature was much larger than the 
largest known elephant. My best visual es-
timate is that he stood 14 feet high at the shoul-
der. I was able to apply a tape measure to his foot-
prints, which measured 19 inches by 13.5 inches. 
I am familiar with elephant footprints from my 
years of research in Kenya and Tanzania, and 
those were no elephant prints!	
	 “Sincerely yours, I.C.A. Tusker, D.Phil.

Oxon, F.R.S. (Cream Hill Road)” 
—Spencer Klaw, Oct 2003

A DOVE IN THE HAND
	 With the coming of spring there is increased 
activity among the birds outside the kitchen win-
dow. Our lunch was interrupted the other day by 
a loud thump, which left a wet spot on the glass 
and a dove with a broken neck on the lawn. As I 
was heading for the woods with a shovel in one 
hand and the still warm dead bird in the other, I 
recalled a time at the Goshen Fair when I watched 
a chicken judge evaluating a small hen. I could see 
the breast feathers move as the judge palpated 
with experienced fingers. The hen gave soft muf-
fled squawks, and the old man had a far-away 
look. I put aside wicked thoughts when I realized 
he was checking her for the pot and trying to de-
cide what color ribbon to give her.
	 I was about to put my dead dove in the hole I 
had dug when I noticed how easily the feathers 
came off. To make a long story short:
	 In a small pan over medium heat put olive oil, 

chopped onion, and carrot. Put in bird 
and brown on both sides. Reduce heat to 
low, add red wine and chicken broth. 
Cover and simmer until tender, adding 
wine and broth as needed to keep from 
sticking. Serves one small person.

—Marc Simont, May 2000

GUY AND DOLLY
	 Rescue pet politics demand careful diplomacy. 
One hot May afternoon, my wife, Catherine 
Noren, and I visited a rescue pet event, hoping to 
adopt a puppy. We did this without approval from 
our cat, Dolly Pardon, (ASPCA, class of 2000). 
      All the puppies were gone, but we kept return-
ing to one soulful-eyed hound from Georgia with 
red tick fur and a quiet manner (which proved 
pure salesmanship). We named him Guy.
   Genetically various, Guy is one quarter Ameri-
can foxhound, one quarter Great Pyrenees, one 

quarter Norfolk terrier, and one quarter 
miscellaneous. His busy schedule includes 
greeting walkers with his helicopter tail, 
chasing herons and patrolling for 
snakes. Try his blog if you prefer to vis-
it online: philosophydog.blogspot.com. 
   Dolly feels zero solidarity with her fel-
low rescuee, who is a smelly, obnoxious 
nuisance, and a terrible hunter to boot 

(time to catch a chipmunk: Dolly, 10 sec-
onds; Guy, still waiting). Bribery keeps Guy 
treating Dolly well. But bristling neutrality is as 
warm as she gets.      —Brian Thomas, Sept 2012

THE BEAR’S SIDE OF 
THE STORY
	 I’m off in the woods on the Cornwall/Goshen 
line, rubbing my fat ursine ass on a rotting white 
birch. It isn’t yet noon but I’m very thirsty, so I 
decide to seek water in one of several streams that 
originate atop Mohawk Ski Area. This means 
crossing Route 4 near the top of what is known as 
Bunker Hill. Just as I’m crossing, along comes 
this balding geezer in his crummy maroon Honda 
Element. And boom we collide: foreign car and 
native species. My right thigh hurt like hell and I 
left a couple of toenails in his lousy left front tire. I 
quickly wandered off to nurse my wounds but, 
hey, hey, best of all, I put the SOB’s car out of 
commission. I smile!      —John Miller, July 2015

A LOST 
AND 
FOUND 
CHICK
	 One day when we were fishing at Furnace 
Brook my brother Harris yelled that he heard 
one of our two new chickens! He looked around 

and found Chris, the gray one, 
sitting under the car on an iron 
bar by the back wheel. Chris 
seemed scared and wouldn’t come 
out. We were amazed that he 
could have hung on there all eight 
miles from our house.
	 On the way home my Dad 
said, don’t be surprised if the 

black one (Dotty) isn’t there. He said she might 
have gone with Chris and fallen off and died. 
When we came in the driveway, honking our 
horn and holding up the chicken, Mommy and 
little Owen laughed and cried in astonishment. 
Mom said they had looked everywhere after we 
left and there wasn’t a chicken in sight. We put 
Chris in the coop but she wouldn’t stop calling 
for Dotty.
	 Mom called Phil Hart to see if he had any 
more chickens. During dinner she got a call from 
Mrs. Senzer, saying that she had found Dotty! 
She had discovered her at Lake Road and Town 
Street and stopped because she thought she was a 
baby pheasant. When she saw she was a baby 
chicken she put her in her car and drove to her 
house, where she called Phil Hart to see if he was 
missing any chickens. He told her it was ours! We 
never realized how fast news (and chickens) travel 
in Cornwall.

—Laura Monagan, age 7, July 1996


