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“Yes, maybe she got caught in a 

trap . . .”
“And having torn herself loose, 

she was confused, in pain . . .”
“And she lost her way . . .”
“Or a predator got a hold of 

her . . .”	 “Poor thing! How can 
we help her?”

Our prattle had no obvious 
impact on her. I handed Reg one 
of my poles and encouraged him 
to touch her. Bingo!

Without hesitation she 
reared up, bared her yellow teeth 
once again — this time with 
great vehemence. As she threw 
herself into the street at a dead 
run, clearly favoring one front 
leg, I heard her warn us, “Steer 
clear, ass holes!” She took refuge 
under our new neighbors’ front 
porch. 

Reg and I were fully engaged 
humanitarians now, intent on 
helping our animal neighbor in 
her time of need. But how to do 
no harm in the process? For it is 
well-documented that when 
humans intervene to help their 
wild brethren, 99.9% of the time 
their wild brethren’s suffering 
escalates to unnaturally cosmic 
proportions. In other words, 
though she is sometimes a real 
bitch, Mother Nature is one very 
smart broad and we humans 
would be wise to “steer clear” in 
any and all attempts to circum-
vent her.

Though discretion is the 
greater part of valor, fools blun-
der where angels fear to tread. 
We would try to encourage Ms. 
Muskrat back toward the creek 
and safety; it was the least we 
could do. 

During the past several 
winters, we’d tossed scraps of 
grapefruit, orange, lemon and 
pineapple onto the creek bank 
for our muskrat friends and then 
enjoyed watching them sneak 
over the creek’s edge and feast 
on the vitamin-rich offerings.

While pondering our next 
step, I remembered we had 
grapefruit peels left from break-
fast. We would leave a citrus trail 

to lure her back home.
I slipped off my snowshoes, 

ran inside and scooped up the 
peels, carrying them in our 
kitchen compost holder’s rusty 
copper lid. Hurry! Back on with 
the snowshoes! We are humans 
on a mission!

But wait. Shouldn’t we ask 
our new neighbors’ permission 
before scattering our kitchen 
scraps in their yard? What an 
opportune time to introduce 
ourselves and welcome them to 
the neighborhood. Reg opted to 
hold watch for Ms. Muskrat on 
our property. 

Two young lasses watched 
me from the window as I 
approached. I knocked on their 
front door. A thirty-ish woman 
and the two girls greeted me, the 
girls all smiles . . . the woman 
obviously hesitant to invite me 
in. It quickly became clear to me 
the image I presented: a stranger 
wearing a ratty, green down 
parka, a black beret and pink 
snowshoes, holding a rusty metal 
lid laden with kitchen garbage. I 
could hear her wheels turning, 
“What is this nutcase doing? 
Other neighbors have welcomed 
us with banana bread . . . .” 

Bless her, this woman must 
have a heart of gold, or a black 
belt in karate, to open the door 
to me that day! 

I explained my intrusion. 
“Hi! I’m your neighbor Terry 
and I just wanted to let you 
know you have a wounded 
muskrat under your porch and 
my husband and I are trying to 
get her back to the creek where 
she lives. We think she’s lost her 
way. Do you mind if I scatter 
these grapefruit peels and what-
not around your yard, to try to 
lead her back to the creek? They 
like citrus.”

My new neighbor replied, 
“What’s a muskrat?”

It had not occurred to me 
that some people do not know 
what a muskrat is and therefore 
I was ill-prepared to explain 
what one was, especially in my 
state of heightened excitement. I 

was at a loss for words and 
though I could tell that my 
neighbor was getting cold stand-
ing with her door wide open, 
she was not ready to take the 
plunge and invite me in. 

The two girls looked at me 
expectantly.

“Well, a muskrat is not a rat, 
not to worry there.” Lord knows 

I did not want them to think 
they had a wounded rat under 
their porch, not with two little 
girls in the household.

The woman responded 
approvingly to my preliminary 
description. She nodded her 
head and said, “Good, yes.” I was 
encouraged. 

“A muskrat is furry like a 

woodchuck, but smaller. Rather 
cute, but wild. They have yel-
low teeth and like to eat citrus 
peels during winter months.”

At this the girls smiled and 
the woman thawed and said, 
“My name is August and these 
are my daughters, Heather and 
Bethany.”

I was in! But not inside, 
which was fine by me. The 
damage my snowshoes would 
have inflicted on their hard-
wood floor would have left a 
negative first impression and, 
as a new neighbor, I wanted 
them to at least entertain the 
thought that I was worthy of 
opening their door to me again, 
at some undetermined future 
time of need.

Heather, the older girl, dis-
played more gumption than 
her little sister. She said, “Joe 
really likes you, so you must be 
okay.” 

Not having seen any gen-
tlemen during our brief 
encounter, I said, “Joe?”

Brooke enlightened me. 
“Didn’t you hear that guy say, 
‘Hi, Sweetie’ when we opened 
the door? Joe is our bird and he 
doesn’t like just anyone!”

Naturally, I was flattered. 
Best of all, at that endorsement, 
August gave me her blessing to 
scatter my rubbish in her yard, 
which I did promptly, then 
headed toward my warm home, 
where I would take off my 
snowshoes and reflect upon all 
I had learned about my neigh-
bors that day.

Epilogue

Walking home from the 
office the next day, I took 
several minutes to revisit the 
park where we had first met Ms. 
Muskrat. To my surprise, there 
were plenty of fresh muskrat 
tracks! Her unmistakable foot-
prints followed the crab apple 
trees that border the park’s 
east side. Her small body had 
plowed a path through the deep 

snow and bits and pieces of crab 
apples told the tale our furry 
neighbor could not. 

To be certain of the veracity 
of the unfolding story, I searched 
the street and, sure enough, 
muskrat tracks went back and 
forth in several places – from 
under August’s front porch to 
the park, then back across the 
street, under Reg’s truck and 
then to the apple tree in our 
front yard, back and forth again 
and yet again. 

What a relief; our muskrat 
was not wounded! She was per-
fectly healthy. Reg and I had a 
good laugh at our foolish anthro-
pomorphism. 

This morning while sipping 
coffee, I watched the icy creek’s 
edge from our kitchen window.

A bufflehead dived for his 
breakfast, came up successful, 
but then dropped his catch and 
took to the air. Three common 
mergansers flew upstream in a 
hurry, their wings practically 
kissing the water. Right on their 
tails, a mature bald eagle fol-
lowed. I wondered how Ms. 
Muskrat was doing. 

A moment later, there she 
was, swimming upstream, hug-
ging the edge of our property. 
She paused several times, placed 
one front foot on the ice and 
sniffed, no doubt hoping for cit-
rus peels. Not finding any 
offered, our neighbor moved 
on.

 I sighed, finished my coffee 
and determined that the stars 
and weather conditions were in 
proper alignment for another 
winter wonderland adventure. It 
was once again time to don 
snowshoes, get outside and 
spend time getting to know the 
neighbors.

Teresa's poetry has appeared in 
"Green Hills Literary Lantern," 
"Baily's Beads" and "Hellbend-
er Journal: The Activist Journal 
of the Allegheny Defense Proj-
ect." She is currently working 
on her first full-length poetry 
collection. 

Anastasia 
Editor’s Notes 

by Dr. Leonid Sharashkin

How many times have I 
heard personal examples of  this 
instant recognition: people who 
have been searching for years or 
decades for meaningful answers 
to questions on the purpose of  
life, on Man’s place in Nature, 
have finally found them in this 
book! . . .

But should it be surprising 
that the image of  a way of  life 
founded on the ideals of  love, 
beauty and non-violence, as pre-
sented by Anastasia, would reso-
nate so strongly with our inner 
self ? After all, does not every one 
of  us want to live in a free society 
of  kind and happy people, in 
a world without wars, crime or 
oppression? In a world where 
not a single tear need run down a 
child’s cheek and where families 
live in love and prosperity?

Do we not want to live 
without monstrous industries 
destroying and polluting both 
Nature and Man? Do we not 
want to enjoy creative labor for 
the benefit of  both our families 
and our communities, instead 
of  suffering through boring 
jobs merely to enrich faceless 
corporations? Do we not want 
a society based on mutual help 
and co-operation rather than 
competition? . . .

More and more people in 
Russia and throughout the world 
draw their inspiration from the 
Ringing Cedars, acquire “the cour-
age to dream” and create an image 
of  radiant reality for themselves 
and their children and then get 
down to work in this direction . . . .

[Ed.: Now pretend you are reading 
this book.]

You hold in your hands a 
flower which will unfold its pet-
als to reveal a most remarkable 
masterpiece, unique in all of  
Russian’s literature, and pos-
sibly the world’s as well. Indeed, 
its significance goes far beyond 
literature. This book possesses 

a tremendous, unprecedented 
potential to change life on our 
whole planet for the better.

Inspired by the Ringing 
Cedars, thousands of  people 
are now planting trees, chang-
ing their lifestyles and in search 
for a mortgage-free existence 
and spiritual re-connection with 
Earth, are relocating to new eco-
villages which have sprouted all 
over Russia and beyond . . . .

Even though Anastasia’s 
aspiration to the light can be felt 
intuitively, nevertheless, we must 
make sense of  everything ourselves 
and work out the details . . .   .

I love this book so much that 
I decided it would be the only 
book I would sell through 
our newspaper. Our price is 
$14.95 plus $3.05 book-rate 
shipping so please send a 
check for $18 payable to The 
Order of the Earth and write 
“Anastasia” on the memo 
line. Mail it to HCR 83 Box 
881, Shade Gap, Pennsylva-
nia 17255. If you love the first 
one as much as I did, you 
may order the rest of them 
directly from RingingCedars.
com or 800-365-6367.

- Iona -

GoGreenGals.com invites you to embrace 
your purchasing power through new ways 
of  living, shopping and giving. Each pur-
chase made through the Go Green Gals 
Directory is from a business that has 
been screened according to our guide-
lines of  socially responsible and ecologi-
cally sound business practices.
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Terry Darling, heads out on snowshoes to spend some time getting 
to know her neighbors in Warren, PA.
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