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Introduction

All of Violet’s adventures are based on the 
true happenings and a dream of the author’s 
while living at Astor Court. This is a collection 
of stories previously published.

MHM
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Milky Whey’s Dream
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1

Violet was walking her dog, Bubbles, on 
Amsterdam Avenue in New York City. It 
was a mild sunny day in June and she felt 
happy. She looked forward to being in the 
sixth grade next fall. “But now the day is all 
mine,” she thought. She tossed her head and 
brushed away the lock of hair that caught on 
her round, saucer-like glasses.

Violet was certain of many things. She loved 
summer vacations. She loved her parents, her 
best friend, Gretchen and her dog, Bubbles. 
She was sure the sun would shine, and if it 
didn’t, there was always a tomorrow when it 
would.

Bubbles wanted to stop, sniff, and eat 
whatever she could find. It was a challenge 
for her to do that and keep up with Violet’s 
sprightly pace. 

They turned a corner, and Violet saw a white 
blurry shape coming toward them. Was she 
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seeing things? It looked like a cow. But what 
would a cow be doing in the middle of a big 
city?

As Violet got closer she saw that, sure enough, 
it was a white cow, on a platform with wheels, 
being pulled by a pretty teenage girl.

“Hi,” said Violet. “I’ve never seen anything 
like that.”

“This is my cow,” said the teenager. “Her 
name is Milky Whey.”

“Hi, Milky Whey!” Violet introduced herself 
and Bubbles. “What is she made of?” she asked, 
giving Milky Whey a gentle pat.

“I made her out of hopes and dreams and 
papier-mâché,” said the teenager. “I made her 
for a school play.”

“You’re an artist!” said Violet.
“In a manner of speaking,” said the teenager.
“She’s beautiful and she looks real.”
“She is real,” said the teenager. “She’s play-

acting now until the world is ready.”
“Ready?” repeated Violet. “Ready for what?”
“Ready for the time when she can breathe 

the fresh air and smell the flowers.”
“Oh, sure.” Violet was a bit puzzled, so she 

asked how Milky Whey got her name.
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The teenager explained, “Every night I look 
at the sky and make a wish on a star. One 
night, when I went camping in the Berkshires, 
the sky was bright, with a river of stars looking 
like spilt milk. I knew Milky Whey was to be 
her name. Whey is from curdled milk, you 
know.”

“Yes, of course,” said Violet. “Well, Bubbles 
and I had better be on our way. It was nice to 
meet you. I’m sorry, what is your name?”

“Angelina,” said the pretty teenager. “But 
wait! Now that my school play is done, Milky 
Whey needs a home. My mom says she can’t 
stay with me. Do you know a nice place that 
she could stay for a while?”

Violet saw in her mind’s eye a snapshot 
of her family smiling and gathered around 
Milky Whey, who was sporting a big red bow.

“She can come live with Bubbles and my 
family. We’d love to have her. Right Bubbles?”

Bubbles wagged her tail.
“We live right around the corner at Astor 

Court.”
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2

“Here we are,” said Violet, opening the door 
to her bedroom. “She can stay in here with 
Bubbles and me.”

“It’s a bit small, but cheerful,” said Angelina 
as she wheeled Milky Whey through the 
doorway. “It’ll be hard for her to move 
around.”

“Move around?” asked Violet.
Angelina didn’t elaborate. “Your parents 

won’t mind?”
“Oh, my parents love animals,” said Violet. 

“My mother is volunteering right now at 
the Wild Bird Fund. That’s a sanctuary and 
hospital for New York’s wildlife. And my dad 
is so busy he won’t even know she’s here. 
He’s the superintendent for this building, you 
know.”

“Well, just in case, here’s my number.”
Angelina wrote her cell phone number on 

a scrap of paper she had in her pocket. Violet 
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noticed that the teenager’s pen looked like 
real gold.

“You can call me anytime, day or night. 
And now I really must be going.” Taking one 
long last look at Milky Whey, Angelina said, 
“She’s a treasure. Remember that she can be a 
wonderful friend.” Going toward the door she 
added, “The only thing is we’ll need to find 
her another home at the end of summer.”

“Why is that?” said Violet.
“She wants to spread the message.”
“Yes, of course.” Violet was at a complete 

loss.
“I must be going. Bye for now.”
“Bye. We’ll take good care of Milky Whey,” 

Violet said as she and Bubbles watched 
Angelina walk down the hall to the elevator. 
“We understand cows. By the way, does 
Angelina mean ‘Angel’?”

“In a manner of speaking,” Angelina replied. 
She stepped inside the elevator. There was a 
strange silence as the elevator door closed.

Just then Violet thought she heard a 
lonely moo sound. She turned back into the 
apartment, but there was only Milky Whey, 
the papier-mâché cow, and her dog, Bubbles.



16

3

A couple weeks went by. Violet loved having 
Milky Whey as a guest. Bubbles would sit 
next to Milky Whey, even though she never 
seemed to find her in the same spot. 

Her dad hardly noticed the newcomer. 
What was a life-size papier-mâché cow to 
him when there were more pressing matters 
of keeping the one-hundred-year-old Astor 
Court building in good shape? But Violet’s 
mother grew fond of Milky Whey. She bought 
a cowbell with a red apple painted on it to tie 
around Milky Whey’s neck.

“There!” she said. “Now you’re a real New 
York City cow.”

One day late in June, Violet decided Milky 
Whey should get out of the house for a 
bit. “Come on, dear Milky,” she said. “You, 
Bubbles, and I can take a walk.” When they 
reached the lobby of Astor Court, Gretchen, 
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who lived across the street, was waiting to join 
them.

“Meet Milky Whey,” said Violet. “She’s a 
papier-mâché cow. She’s staying with us for 
the summer.”

“Awesome!” said Gretchen.
Violet wasn’t used to pushing the life-size 

papier-mâché cow along the sidewalk. But 
Gretchen made all the difference. She pushed 
from the back while Violet pulled from the 
front.

Milky Whey became the hit of Riverside 
Park that summer. Heads would turn, jaws 
would drop, hands would wave, and cell phone 
cameras would click when they saw her. People 
would stop to chat and pet the life-size cow. 
Others wondered about a papier-mâché cow 
made from hopes and dreams. Some children 
didn’t even know what a cow looked like 
until meeting Milky Whey. Guests from out 
of town were taken to the park, in hopes of 
catching sight of the famous papier-mâché 
cow and the girl who took care of it.

Gretchen came along once in a while. She 
helped Violet hold Milky Whey’s back legs to 
slow the momentum going down the steep 
hill from Riverside Drive, at Ninety-First 
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Street, to the promenade. That was actually 
Bubbles’s favorite part. She would often hitch 
a ride on Milky Whey’s platform.
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One night, near the end of August, Violet 
was startled out of her sleep…by a cowbell. 
She rubbed her eyes and turned toward the 
sound. To her amazement, she saw Milky 
Whey walking—she was walking on air!

“Hi, Violet.”
“Who are you?”
“I’m Milky Whey’s spirit.” The papier-

mâché cow was facing the bed and hovering 
in the air. Bubbles was sleeping peacefully.

“Milky Whey!” said Violet. “You’re floating!”
“I’m stretching my legs a bit and looking at 

the stars—the Milky Way. It’s my namesake, 
you know.”

“You can’t see the stars from here,” said 
Violet. “This is the city.”

“I can see one or two. Besides, I know they’re 
there, so I imagine,” said Milky Whey’s spirit.

“Imagination is a wonderful thing,” said 
Violet.
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All of a sudden, Milky Whey’s spirit threw 
back her head and loudly sang out, “Freedom!”

“I beg your pardon?”
“Grass!” she wailed again, along with a brief 

tap step with her spirit hooves.
“Are you hungry, Milky Whey?” said Violet.
“Hamstrings!”
“Why are you saying ‘Hamstrings’?”
“Well, for most of my life I was in a pen 

where I couldn’t sit or lie down, and it feels 
so good to move my legs and stretch my—
HAMSTRINGS!”

“Oh, my goodness,” said Violet.
“It’s my dream to be back with Mother 

Nature. Where the water is pure, the air is 
fresh, the grass is green, and the rain forest 
intact.”

“I must be dreaming,” said Violet.
“I can dream in your dream too. Dreams 

are wonderful places to meet. Watch and I’ll 
show you.”

A pasture suddenly appeared around Milky 
Whey’s spirit. It was full of bright green plants 
with bushy tops. “Isn’t it beautiful?” A few 
hundred cows were grazing peacefully, and the 
calves were either enjoying lunch from their 
mothers or frolicking in the sunshine.
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“Not so long ago, I was born in a factory farm, 
full of heartache and bad things that nobody 
sees, except those of us inside. I survived by 
imagining how life could be if people chose 
something like soy. After about three years, 
everything became black. My life on Earth was 
over.”

A shudder ran through Milky Whey’s Spirit 
and a tear gently ran down her cheek.

“Milky Whey, now you’re here with us,” 
said Violet, wiping a tear from her own eye. 
“It’s you and me and Bubbles and my family. 
We’re in this together.”

“Yes, but I’m here in spirit only. That’s why 
I have a dream. I dream that someday I will 
be a real cow again, grazing on a real farm 
with my real animal brothers and sisters.” 
The voice grew stronger. “And when that day 
comes, there will be veggies on the dinner 
table and happy animals in the field! My heart 
yearns for such a day.”

“Is there anything you want me to do?”
“Remember that we have choices. That is 

all.” Milky Whey turned to face the sky again. 
“It’s almost time for my new home. I’m going 
to miss you and your family. It’s late, I know. 
I will bid you a good-night.”
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“Good night, Milky Whey’s spirit. We’re 
going to miss you.”

The cow spirit took a deep spirit-breath. 
There was a ding-donging of a cowbell, and 
then…nothing.

Violet saw by the light from the window 
that Bubbles was still sleeping, but the papier-
mâché Milky Whey was now facing the open 
window. She knew she had just seen and 
heard something very special. She fell back 
into a soft blanket of sleep.
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“Hi, everybody!” said Violet. “I’m so glad 
you could come to Milky Whey’s farewell 
party. She’ll be leaving our family soon. We 
want her to know that she was loved, so today 
we’re celebrating.”

It was the end of summer, and Violet’s 
friends were back from their vacations. The 
garden at Astor Court was the perfect place to 
have a farewell party.

Bouquets of balloons were tied to the table 
in the center of the garden. Violet’s mother 
set the table with iced chocolate soy milk and 
an apricot lemon cake with the words, “We 
Love You, Milky Whey.”

“Gretchen and I will be right back,” said 
Violet.

After a few moments, a young boy named 
Neil announced, “Here they come! Help me 
hold the doors.”
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Milky Whey made her entrance. She 
was wheeled into the garden through the 
lobby door, Violet pulling the rope in front 
and Gretchen pushing from the back…with 
Bubbles riding on the platform, of course.

There were cheers and laughter as everyone 
threw confetti. Much of it stuck to the platform 
and to the floppy straw hat, decorated with 
fruits that Milky Whey was wearing. There 
were two balloons, yellow and pink, tied 
around her neck, waving in the air. Violet had 
dressed her in a new red bow. Milky Whey 
looked all dolled up and almost as if she was 
smiling.

Residents from Astor Court opened their 
windows and looked down on the garden to 
see what was going on. “Hey, Violet!” they 
cheered.

Violet and Gretchen took Milky Whey 
around the garden and ended at the goodies 
table in the middle. Bubbles nearly made off 
with the cake, but she was found out in time.

As the clapping died down, Violet cut down 
a balloon. “Here, Neil,” she said. “Make a wish 
on the balloon for Milky, and then let it go. 
Everybody do the same!”
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“I wish we’d hurry up and have some cake,” 
said Billy.

In the meantime, Milky Whey’s cowbell was 
jangled, her cheeks were kissed, her bow was 
pulled, and her body was patted. Billy sat on 
her platform and yelled, “Where does the milk 
come from?”

“From her udder,” said Violet.
“Where’s her udder?”
“Just in front of her back legs.”
“Geez! And I thought milk came from the 

store.”
“Come on, everybody,” said Violet. “Have a 

piece of celebration cake.”
There was even enough cake for the 

neighbors, many of whom came down to join 
the celebration.

And then…a hush came over everything. 
Everyone stood silent. All heads turned in 
the direction of the pretty teenager who had 
just stepped through the garden doors. There 
was something otherworldly about her, as she 
seemed to glow.

“Angelina!” Violet went to meet her friend.
“You’ve done Milky Whey proud,” said 

Angelina. “And now Milky Whey must say 
goodbye. Her new home is waiting.”
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“Ohhhh…” said the guests.
Violet felt her heart sink. “Can we give her a 

hug?”
“Milky Whey would love that,” said Angelina.
Everyone lined up to hug Milky Whey and 

to say their goodbyes, thanking Violet for a 
wonderful afternoon.

Then it was Violet’s turn. She gave Milky 
Whey a big hug and whispered in her papier-
mâché ear, “I’ll see you in my dreams, Milky. 
You’ll always be in my heart.” Bubbles put her 
front paws on the platform and wagged her 
tail goodbye.

Violet and Bubbles watched Milky Whey and 
Angelina go through the garden doors, across 
the lobby, and onto the street. As Violet gave a 
little wave, she thought she heard a faint moo.

She ran to the front door to see Angelina and 
Milky Whey at the end of Ninetieth Street, and 
then they turned the corner onto Amsterdam 
Avenue and were out of sight.
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That night, Violet couldn’t sleep. “Psst, 
Bubbles,” she whispered. “Let’s get a bedtime 
snack. But be quiet.”

Violet tiptoed down the hall to the kitchen. 
Bubbles’s nails clicked on the linoleum floor. 
“Shhhhhh.” She turned on the light. “I’ll give 
you a special treat, Bubbles—you can have 
what I have. Here’s the cookie.”

Bubbles gulped it down.
“Where are your manners?”
The refrigerator door creaked open. Violet 

filled Bubble’s bowl. She looked at the clock. 
It was one o’clock. She sat at the kitchen table 
with her glass of soy milk and a sugar cookie.

“Bubbles,” Violet whispered, “just like the 
stars in the city sky, which are there but we 
can’t see them, I know Milky is with us, even 
though we don’t see her.”

Bubbles looked up from her dish.
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“She was pretty big for the bedroom, and 
a little smaller than a dairy cow, but she was 
just right to be our friend. I feel certain that 
someday, not too far in the future, all cows 
and humans will be friends. What do you 
think Bubbles?... Bubbles?”

But Bubbles had her head between her 
paws and was ever so slightly snoring. She 
was dreaming of Milky Whey as a real cow, 
with a baby calf. She saw herself with them in 
a pasture full of luscious green grass, yellow-
gold flowers, and a bright, safe future for all 
animals.
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AN ELEPHANT CALLED MIRA
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Violet was right in the middle of a dream 
when she heard rustling sounds and heavy 
sighing. She sat up in bed to see a fully grown 
elephant in her bedroom. The elephant was 
sifting through her chest of drawers and 
none too carefully. Underwear and T-shirts 
were being flung this way and that. A plaid 
scarf flew through the air and draped itself 
over Violet’s dog, Bubbles, who had been 
blissfully snoring by Violet’s bed. Bubbles 
awoke with a start and jumped up onto the 
bed to safety. When a pair of blue and yellow 
socks hit Violet on the forehead, it was time 
to speak up.
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“Hello! Is there something I can help you 
with?”

“Oh sorry,” said the elephant, her trunk still 
rummaging in the chest of drawers. “I didn’t 
mean to wake you. I’m looking for one of my 
tusks.”

“’Scuse me?”
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“My tusk,” repeated the elephant.
As she turned toward Violet, the young girl 

saw that the elephant had one large healthy 
tusk. The other was only a stub where a tusk 
had been.

“My long incisor tooth,” the elephant 
continued. “You humans call them ivory. 
I had two of them and was told that one of 
them might be here. I found my left one in 
Beijing. It had been carved into a statue of 
the Bodhisattva Quan Yin. It was on the desk 
in the private study of a teacher there. Once 
he returned it to me, it resumed its original 
shape. The other one is reported to be here 
in the bedroom of an eleven-year-old girl 
named Violet living at Astor Court in New 
York City.”

“That’s me,” said Violet.
“Hello, Violet,” said the elephant. “Imagine 

meeting you here.”
“I can’t imagine anywhere else,” said Violet. 

“This is my bedroom.”
“Oh yes, of course,” said the elephant as 

she looked around the room. “I would prefer 
the walls to be green. Mindful of nature, you 
know—trees, grass, flower stems, leaves…”
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“If you’ll pardon me,” said Violet, “this is an 
apartment for humans, not for elephants.”

The elephant stated that she was well aware 
of that, but she was desperate. Once she found 
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her right tusk, she would be her old elephant-
self again. She would be able to go back in 
time; she would have another chance.

“Another chance for what?” asked Violet.
“For life,” she responded, pausing in her 

search to fix her warm elephant eyes on 
Violet. “This time, I know I would escape the 
poachers. I could be with my baby.”
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“You see,” said the elephant with wistful 
longing, “my baby was meant to grow up with 
me by her side. I was supposed to be there to 
teach her and protect her and love her. Maybe 
the second time we could get it right.”

No one, not even an elephant, can go back and 
redo the past, thought Violet. Yet the elephant’s 
heart was clearly hurting and she believed 
what she was saying. Maybe all that she had 
gone through had done something to her 
mind. After all, she must have been attacked 
by poachers—greedy outlaws who were willing 
to break the law and kill innocent elephants 
for their tusks for profit. In sympathy for the 
elephant, Violet decided not to question her 
further. But she wasn’t sure what to say or do 
next.

The elephant had moved from the chest of 
drawers to continue her search in the closet.

Violet remembered the butterfly pendant 
that her parents had recently given her for 
her eleventh birthday. She kept it carefully 
hidden in a drawer now. Thabo, her friend 
from Africa, whose father owned a wildlife 
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sanctuary, told her that ivory, comes at the 
expense of the elephants’ lives. Of course! 
Now Violet understood. That must be what 
the elephant was looking for.
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“Excuse me,” said Violet, hoping to distract 
the elephant from pulling all of her clothes 
off their hangers. “What is your name?”

“Pardon me?” said the elephant, backing 
out of the closet.

“What is your name, please?” said Violet.
“Oh…my name is Mira,” said the elephant. 

“It’s short for Miracle.”
“That’s a beautiful name,” said Violet.
“Thank you,” said Mira. “It gets confused 

with Mirage.”
“Mirage?”
“Yes,” said Mira. “It means illusion.”
“Nice to meet you, Mira,” said Violet. “What 

does illusion mean, if you don’t mind me 
asking?”

The elephant thought a moment and said, 
“An illusion is something pretending to be 
something else. It’s like a mask over a face. 
A disguise. You don’t know what you’re truly 
seeing, hearing, feeling, smelling, or tasting. 
It makes you believe you have the treat when 
actually you’ve been tricked.”

And with that, Mira continued rifling 
through the clothes in Violet’s closet. 
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Violet wondered if that “illusion” was going 
on right here and now. Was she speaking with 
a real elephant? Perhaps it didn’t matter. What 
mattered was to tell Mira, a real elephant or 
not, about the butterfly pendant.

Violet told Bubbles to stay put on the bed 
while she went to her dressing table. She 
opened the side drawer where she kept a 
few pieces of jewelry. She took out a small 
red velvet case. Then she put it gently on 
her dressing table, opened it, and lifted the 
pendant from the box. As she held it in the 
palm of her hand, it seemed to possess a 
heavenly glow.

“Mira,” said Violet, “could this be what 
you’re looking for? I keep it hidden in a 
drawer. I was told it caused an elephant to 
lose its life. I don’t want people to buy ivory 
because they think it’s pretty.”
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Mira turned and looked deeply into Violet’s 
eyes. She slowly stepped closer to Violet and 
said, “I hope it will be and I’m afraid it won’t 
be what I’ve been searching for. I know that 
if it’s mine, it will bring back a whirlwind of 
emotions of that fateful day, when a sudden 
blow from a menacing sword ended my life 
with my baby girl.”

Violet held the pendant steady as Mira 
took a deep breath and bravely dared to look. 
There it sat in Violet’s open palm: a small 
piece of ivory carved into a butterfly. “Yes! 
That’s it!” said Mira. For a moment Violet saw 
the room erupt into yellow, red, and orange 
flames, as if she herself was the elephant on 
that hellish day in Africa. Then, Mira said, 
“It’s so small, Violet. Where’s the rest?” And 
before Violet could answer, Mira cried out, 
“Teeny tiny pendants and trinkets! It was all 
for itsy-bitsy nothings that I lost my baby!”

She flung her trunk up into the air and 
let out a heart-rending, trumpeting cry. 
The sound filled the apartment building; it 
reverberated through New York; it echoed 
across the Atlantic, all the way to Kenya in 
Africa; and it shook the very acacia tree where 
Mira had last stood with her baby, sending the 
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birds nesting there into the sky upon hearing 
this terrible sound of woe.
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The force and agony of Mira’s cry startled 
Violet. She reached out to comfort Mira, and 
in so doing, she didn’t notice that the butterfly 
pendant she held came alive, fluttered its tiny 
wings, and flew to the mirror that rested on 
the dressing table, leaving the chain behind in 
Violet’s hand.

“Oh, dear Mira! Please don’t cry,” Violet 
wailed as she hugged the elephant and gently 
patted her cheek and forehead. Violet told 
her that even if it had been her whole tusk, 
she wouldn’t be able to go back and relive the 
sad events of the past. It would be against the 
laws of nature.

A single tear dropped from Mira’s cheek. 
Violet looked up and noticed something. 
“Oh, Mira, there’s a real butterfly on your 
forehead.”
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Mercifully, Mira became distracted from 
her grief. She and Violet watched the butterfly 
flitter back and forth from Mira to the mirror 
on the dressing table.

“She is telling us something,” reasoned 
Violet. “Come—let’s go over to the mirror.”

When Violet and Mira reached the dressing 
table, the butterfly flew to the top of the mirror 
and stayed in solemn position, opening and 
closing her wings.

As Mira and Violet looked into the mirror, 
their reflections faded, and were replaced by a 
scene at a wildlife sanctuary in Africa. Violet’s 
friend Thabo was standing with a keeper of 
the elephants there. They were watching 
Butterfly playing with another orphaned 
youngster named Taggy.
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A large grown elephant named Baku 
lovingly looked on. Thabo and the keeper 
were happy that Butterfly had begun to 
interact with the other orphans her age. The 
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foster mother, Baku, had accepted Butterfly 
as her own. She was protective of her, just 
like a mother was supposed to be. Baku, with 
her loving care, gave Butterfly a feeling of 
safety that a mother elephant would provide 
so that the baby would feel sure enough to 
learn about the world around her. Baku would 
show Butterfly the fine art of bathing in the 
mud, playing nice with the other youngsters, 
finding a place within the herd, and the many 
amazing things elephants can do with their 
sensitive and nifty trunks. When an elephant 
is fully grown, it can pick up tiny pieces of 
wood the size of toothpicks, as well as collect 
grass and branches and trees with its trunk.

“There’s my baby! There’s my baby!” Mira 
exclaimed.

“Which one, Mira?” Violet asked.
“The one on the right.”
“Are you sure?”
“I would know my baby anywhere,” said 

Mira, ecstatic. “She has a birthmark by her 
left front leg.”
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“That’s the orphan, Butterfly,” said Violet, 
marveling at this unusual turn of events. 
“She’s just recently been rescued.”

“Butterfly?”
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“Yes,” said Violet. “She was named that 
because of her large ears. When she nurses 
from her bottle, her ears flutter like a 
butterfly’s wings.”

Violet tapped on the mirror. “Hello! Hello, 
Thabo!” But there was no response.

“I guess they can’t hear us,” said Violet, 
disappointed.

Mira raised her trunk and gave an elephant 
call to Butterfly, but again there was no 
response.

“Oh how I’d love to be with her.” said Mira 
her eyes shining with love and longing. “She 
looks happy. Is she happy do you think?”

Violet told her that the keepers never leave 
the babies alone. They are always watched 
over and cared for. She noticed that Mira’s 
tense body eased and every wrinkle of her 
skin seemed to ripple with relief.

“I see that my baby is doing well.” Mira said 
wistfully. “She looks healthy and is doing 
things that elephants are supposed to do. She 
is learning elephant ways. I would do anything 
to be with her.” Mira stroked the mirror gently 
with her trunk and gave a heavy sigh. “Her life 
is good. I must try to let her go. I no longer 
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need to find my other tusk. The past is gone 
forever.”

Violet told Mira that in the protected 
environment of the sanctuary, Butterfly 
would learn more elephant ways. “When 
she is ready,” Violet explained, “she will be 
introduced back into the wild. The wild is 
where nature intended the elephants to live.”

“Of course, you know that best, Mira,” said 
Violet.

“Yes,” said Mira. “Once she returns to the 
wild, it’s up to you humans, Violet. My baby 
Butterfly’s fate and the future of all elephants 
lie in your hands. Humans have a choice. 
If they choose illusion, they will think the 
treasure is in the ivory. We elephants can 
do nothing but weep. If humans choose the 
truth—that life is the real treasure—we will 
rejoice. That is the Elephant Dream. And so 
we must have faith in your wisdom.

“I promise you Mira,” said Violet. “I will do 
all I can to tell people how precious elephants 
are and that they must be safe and free.”

“Thank you, Violet of Astor Court!”
And with that grateful good-bye, Mira 

vanished.
Violet’s head was reeling.
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The clock said 3:00 a.m. Exhausted, Violet 
collapsed back onto her bed, with Bubbles at 
her feet snoring, and slept dreamlessly the 
rest of the night.
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And so it was that the next morning, Violet 
O’Connor couldn’t tell if Mira, the mother 
of Butterfly, had been a dream, a ghost, or 
a living, breathing elephant.  Violet couldn’t 
explain the clothes strewn over the room and 
the red velvet case on her dressing table. The 
lid was open, and still nestled inside was the 
ivory butterfly pendant.

Maybe Violet could have been sleepwalking…
but then again, maybe not. Violet would never 
know.

Violet’s experience had delivered a clear 
message—if people don’t buy ivory, the killing 
of our elephants will stop. Her encounter with 
Mira, her friendship with Thabo, and even 
the bit of research she had done on her own 
taught her that people have just begun to 
learn the secrets the elephants hold and their 
place in the animal kingdom. She felt it her 
duty to try to do what she could to keep them 
safe from harm.

That morning after breakfast and after 
walking Bubbles, Violet was on a new mission. 
She would tell all her friends and ask those 
friends to tell all their friends and the friends 
of those friends—until all the world heard 
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the news—that there might be an elephant in 
their room.



55

And please, listen to what it has to say: 
that the miracle of life is the most precious 
treasure on earth.
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A PALACE FOR PEEPERS

Peepers was born in New York City. She was 
found by Dmitry, the porter in Astor Court, 
the building where Violet lived. Dmitry saw 
Peepers huddled near a large flowerpot in the 
building’s garden. As Violet walked in Astor 
Court’s front entrance, Dmitry placed the 
baby bird in her arms.
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Peepers was a baby pigeon. Baby pigeons 
are called “squeakers” by wildlife rescuers. 
However, Peepers didn’t squeak. She peeped. 
That’s how Peepers got her name.

Peepers couldn’t have been more than three 
weeks old. Her pink chest was almost bare. 
The top of her head was white. The edges of 
her black wings were white. She had no tail, 
just a few wisps of feathers. She looked like a 
tiny bald eagle. She must have fallen out of 
her nest.

Dmitry knew Peepers was healthy because 
he had seen Peepers’s mother tending to her. 
The mama pigeon had tried to feed Peepers 
where she sat on the ground. Violet and 
Dmitry wanted to put the baby back in her 
nest. They knew that’s the right thing to do 
with a wild bird. But now, when they looked 
for Peepers’s nest and mother, they couldn’t 
find them. How could they leave Peepers? 
They had to help. Stray cats often wandered 
through the garden and would surely attack a 
baby bird.

And so Violet and Dmitry took over where 
nature let go.

It was summer, so Violet had lots of free 
time. She had learned in school that pigeons 
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were highly intelligent. The teacher had 
shown a video where a pigeon was able to tell 
the difference between a Picasso and a Monet 
painting. Certainly Peepers would be able to 
tell the difference between its own mother 
and Violet. Nevertheless, Violet would have to 
do. She would be Peepers’s godmother.

Peepers sat real still in Violet’s arms. Violet 
had never held a baby pigeon before. It 
seemed full of life but helpless and scared. 
Violet knew she had to care for it and make 
sure it had a chance to grow up.

Violet brought Peepers upstairs to her 
family’s apartment. She settled her in an 
old gerbil cage by the bathroom window 
so Peepers could have a view of the garden 
below. Then Violet called her mom’s friend 
Rita. Rita was the director and co-founder of 
the Wild Bird Fund, where she nursed wild 
birds and animals back to health. Rita told 
Violet, “Get some Puppy Chow dry food. Soak 
it in boiling water, until it’s soft. And feed 
Peepers this mixture three times a day.”

Violet wrapped Peepers in an old undershirt 
to keep her steady and calm while trying to 
feed her. She tried and tried to pry open her 
beak to insert the puppy morsels. In spite 
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of the undershirt, Peepers squirmed and 
squirmed, and she only swallowed a little 
food. Then, somehow, Violet stumbled on a 
feeding technique that worked.

Violet put her hand in front of Peepers, 
fingers pointing downward. She put Peepers’s 
beak between two of her fingers. It must 
have reminded Peepers of her mother’s beak 
because she opened up wide. Now Violet 
could insert the puppy food.

Violet was vegan—she didn’t eat meat 
or dairy foods—and didn’t like the idea of 
feeding Puppy Chow to a baby bird. But 
Peepers loved it. She chowed it down, all 
right, especially when Violet lightly dipped 
the Puppy Chow mush in wild birdseed.

Eating became a happy event that they 
both looked forward to. Violet didn’t have to 
pry the baby’s locked beak open anymore. 
Peepers’s wings quivered in excitement after 
every beak-full. Peepers ate so much that she 
seemed to grow bigger with each meal. She 
would take such large helpings that she would 
have to walk around in a circle and flap her 
wings so the food could travel down her long 
neck.
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Two days and six feedings later, Violet 
and Peepers went to see Rita. Rita weighed 
Peepers and checked her for diseases. She 
opened Peepers’s little beak and looked inside. 
It was pink as a whistle. She looked at some 
of Peepers’s poo, through a microscope. Rita 
said that Peepers was in tiptop condition. She 
would grow into a fine, adult pigeon.

“There might be one problem,” Rita told 
Violet. “You probably won’t be able to release 
her on the New York City streets when she 
is able to fly. Baby birds, just like children, 
need to learn the ropes from their parents. 
They need to be taught how to take care of 
themselves.”

Violet understood. Peepers would not know 
how to fend for herself in the big city. Violet 
would always have to feed her.

“There might be another way, however,” 
Rita said. “If you put her with older pigeons 
or pigeons that are being cared for in a safe 
place, she might learn from them. If she’s 
really lucky, Peepers could learn enough to be 
released successfully. She could be released 
with Squeaks.”

Squeaks, another orphaned pigeon, was also 
Rita’s patient. She was about the same age 
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as Peepers. It would be ideal if Squeaks and 
Peepers were released together. A little pigeon 
alone would have no chance competing for 
food with big bully pigeons. Squeaks and 
Peepers, as a pair, could put up a better fight.

The more Violet got to know Peepers, the 
more she loved her. 
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When her tail feathers came in, she would 
spread them out like a fan and comb each 
feather from bottom to top. When Violet 
came into the room to feed her or just to say 
hello, Peepers danced in her cage and fluffed 
up her feathers. Peepers would sit in Violet’s 
hand and peck at Violet’s face, giving her 
kisses with her pink beak. But Peepers was a 
wild bird, and Violet knew she needed to be 
outdoors. Still, she wished she could keep her.

Violet and Peepers made a friend a couple 
of weeks later in the Wild Bird Fund waiting 
room. Her name was Nan. Peepers was there 
getting her weekly check-up. Nan was there 
with a carrying case in her lap. Violet and Nan 
started talking, and Violet found out that Nan 
was the woman who had rescued Squeaks. Her 
carrying case held none other than Squeaks 
the pigeon! Nan was bringing him in for a 
check-up, too.

“May be Peepers and Squeaks could get 
together at my place. Nan said. “What do you 
think?”

That sounded great to Violet. She had a 
good feeling about Nan, who had the brightest 
smile. Peepers seemed to like her, too. She 
kept trying to peck at the big diamond ring 
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that Nan wore. Nan didn’t mind. Peepers must 
have thought it was sparkling puppy morsels.

The phone rang the next day. Nan invited 
Peepers to come live with her. Peepers would 
be with Squeaks and other pigeons in a 
newly built outdoor birdhouse. Violet’s heart 
pinched at the thought of Peepers living 
somewhere else. But she knew this was an 
invitation she couldn’t refuse. It was best for 
Peepers.

“Where shall I bring her?” Violet asked.
“The Old Hooper Cooper Mansion!”
“We’ll be there tomorrow with bells and 

whistles.”
“Come at three.”
During the school year, Violet walked by the 

Old Hooper Cooper Mansion on her way to 
swimming class at the 92nd street Y every week. 
To think that it would soon be Peepers’s home! 
Violet went to sleep that night dreaming of 
room after room of luxury—silks and satins; 
marble floors and stained glass windows; 
curlicue furniture; vases of blue, red, green, 
and yellow flowers filling rooms with sunshine 
and rainbows; and little Peepers in a golden 
cage, munching birdseed while watching 
colored TV. It was a happy dream.
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In the morning, Violet checked on Peepers, 
who was in the bathroom practicing her flying 
skills. She could make it from the cage to the 
towel rack with ease, but not yet to the higher 
shower curtain rod. She didn’t know that her 
life was about to change.



67

“This is it,” Violet said to the taxi driver. 
They had stopped in front of a building 
that took up half the block. The Old Hooper 
Cooper Mansion. Peepers’s bright future was 
about to begin.

Violet thought the building looked grand 
and stately like a church. It had a tall tower 
over the entrance, and heavy, wooden doors. 
Two workmen were busy repairing the front 
steps. Violet told them she was here to see 
Nan Schmidt. They pointed to an open door 
at the side of the building.

Violet went to that door with Peepers in her 
carrying case. There was a very steep ramp 
going down into darkness.

“Nan? Hello, Nan?”
Nan came up the ramp out of the darkness. 

She was wearing old blue jeans and that bright 
smile.

“Hi!” she said. “Come this way.”
“I don’t think I can,” Violet said. “The ramp 

looks so wobbly.” If only I could fly like 
Peepers, Violet thought.

Waving her hand, Nan told Violet to go 
back to the main entrance.



68

Violet walked into the front hallway. Two 
more workmen were sanding the floor. They 
motioned Violet to step out of the way.

Violet heard Nan call, “Keep going and open 
the large steel door to your right. Sorry, we’re 
remodeling.”

Everywhere Violet looked there was debris. 
She made her way carefully through piles 
of wood scraps, bags of plaster, and cement 
rubble. Wires peeked out through the walls. 
She imagined the mess as the aftermath of a 
giant dinosaur sneeze.

“Where do I go next?” Violet shouted.
“You’re almost at the steel door. Just open 

it and I’ll meet you outside,” Nan yelled from 
somewhere.

Violet continued dodging piles of debris 
until she reached the steel door. She pushed 
it open.

Nan was there!
Violet stood in the garden with Nan. Instead 

of the flowers Violet had expected, it was filled 
with boards of all sizes and pieces of plaster, 
large tools of every description, buckets, and 
wooden sawhorses. This was not the lush 
abode that Violet dreamt of the night before.
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Nan pointed past the rubble. “Over there is 
the birdhouse.”

Peepers was very quiet in her carrying case.
Violet took a few stumbling steps. There, in 

a small clearing, she saw a glorious structure 
covered in chicken wire. It must have been 
fifteen feet tall.

The Palace..?
There wasn’t a golden cage and Peepers 

wouldn’t have colored TV as Violet had 
imagined. But all the same it was... heaven! 



70



71

Inside were three other pigeons.
Nan unlatched the birdhouse door and 

Violet carefully stepped inside. The three 
pigeons watched silently from their perches. 
Violet sat on a small bench and unpacked 
Peepers and her packet of Puppy Chow. The 
pigeons eyed them as Peepers and Violet 
performed their mealtime duet. Peepers ate 
excitedly from Violet’s hand. She paid no 
attention to her feathered neighbors or to the 
new sights and sounds in the garden.

The three pigeons continued to study them.
Nan introduced them. Pierre was an apricot 

beauty. He had been raised to be eaten at a 
French restaurant, but had been saved because 
Nan was able to adopt him, (for a price of 
course). Puffy, the butterball couldn’t fly and 
was waiting for her wing feathers to grow 
back. And then there was Squeaks. Squeaks, 
a youngster like Peepers, with similar black-
and-white coloring, glanced at Peepers and 
then looked away. It was not love at first sight, 
as Violet had hoped.

Violet left Peepers in the birdhouse and 
stood outside with Nan, trying to give Peepers 
emotional support. At first Peepers flew 
towards her only to be thrown back by the 
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chicken wire. She then frantically flew to the 
other side of the spacious birdhouse, only to 
be met with the same chicken wire blockade.

Peepers’s world had changed drastically 
from what it had been just hours before. 
She nervously sat on the small bench that 
she and Violet had shared. She looked at the 
other pigeons. They looked back. Only Puffy, 
who couldn’t fly, remained on Peepers’s level. 
Squeaks and Pierre stood stately on the highest 
perch, looking down. Their position on that 
highest perch told Peepers, below, that they 
were more important—more powerful than 
she was. In the bird world, the higher you are, 
the more supreme. Peepers was not on the 
ground, but she wasn’t at the top either.
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“Where will she find her place in the 
Palace?” Violet wondered. “Who will befriend 
her?”

Violet knew it was time to go. She said 
goodbye to Peepers and slowly followed Nan 
up the ramp into the twilight. She was leaving 
precious Peepers with generous Nan. And 
she was leaving with a grateful but sad heart. 
Would Peepers learn all she needed to know 
from her fellow pigeons?

Nan gave Violet a hug. “You can visit 
anytime you want.” She then excused herself 
and headed back into the mansion’s jumbled 
insides.

Violet visited whenever she could. She 
watched Peepers get bigger and stronger as 
the weeks went by. Peepers had learned to eat 
seed by herself without being hand fed.

One afternoon, while visiting Peepers, 
Violet noticed a new pigeon in the Palace.
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His name was Hubert. He was jet black with 
an injured left wing. He needed a safe place to 
stay until it mended. Violet could see Hubert 
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liked Peepers, and Peepers liked Hubert. They 
always sat together on a perch. Nan said that 
they snuggled at night. It seemed that Hubert 
was going to be the ideal partner for Peepers’s 
future.

One day, Nan told Violet that she thought 
that Peepers and Hubert were ready to leave 
the Palace. Nan opened the door. Peepers 
didn’t know what to do. Hubert knew, all 
right, but he didn’t want to leave the friendly, 
cozy world of the Palace.

The two just sat.
Nan opened the Palace door wide every 

day. There was a big world out there with a 
tempting big sky above.

Peepers and Hubert still did not budge.
Finally, on the fifth day, it was Peepers who 

dared to leave the Palace and fly to a tree 
nearby. Hubert waited several minutes and 
then followed. The two sat in that tree for a 
long, long time.

And then... they flew away.
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They were doing what they were born to 
do—enjoying the trees and sky and soaring 
with the wind.
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Hopefully, Peepers would never forget 
the people who cared for her: Violet in her 
apartment and Nan at the Palace.

But Peepers is a wild bird.
And together with her friend, Hubert, she 

is savoring freedom. Flying above the streets, 
towering buildings, parks and rivers, she is 
home at last. The New York City skies are her 
true Palace.

Wild Bird Fund –The Wild Bird Fund’s 
mission is to provide medical care and 
rehabilitation to injured, ill, and orphaned 
wildlife of New York City and to release them 
back to the wild. They are a non-profit 501(c)
(3) and the only wildlife rehabilitation facility 
in New York City. www.wildbirdfund.org
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MAGGIE THE CHICKEN 
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The pink and white buds of the Magnolia 
trees were blossoming. It was spring after all—
and school vacation time. Violet and her dog, 
Bubbles, were taking their afternoon stroll 
down Broadway. Violet waved to the Indian 
man in the newspaper stand. She nodded to 
the African vendor who sold purses and hats. 
And she said “Hi,” to Beth, a neighbor, who 
was walking her two frisky pups. Bubbles 
loved seeing the doggies, and she had many 
to see. This was New York City, and animals 
softened the hustle and bustle.

Violet rounded the corner on Eighty-Eighth 
Street and heard a voice saying: “Move over! 
Move over!”

On the sidewalk was a fluffy dirty-white ball 
of feathers. A doorman was pushing it with 
his foot, trying to keep it near the wall. Violet 
came closer and saw that it was a chicken.
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“Poor thing!” said Violet. “Is it a rooster or 
a hen?”

“I think it’s a hen,” said the doorman. 
“Roosters are bigger.”

Violet’s heart went out to the frightened 
bird. She looked bedraggled and out of place.

“I gave her some of my spaghetti,” the 
doorman said.

A pile of tossed spaghetti lay oozing on the 
ground next to the wall of the building. ‘She’s 
too upset to eat,’ Violet thought.

“Where did she come from?”
The doorman shrugged.
“Are you going to keep her?”
The doorman shook his head no.
“What will happen to her?”
The doorman didn’t seem to care.
“I’ll take her,” said Violet. “Please keep her 

safe. I’ll be right back.”
Racing home with Bubbles, Violet gave her 

a treat to munch on and quickly pulled an old 
beat-up jacket from her closet. She ran back 
to where the chicken was still standing by the 
doorman. The bird didn’t move when Violet 
gently threw her jacket over it and scooped it 
up in her arms. She had learned this method 



83

when rescuing injured pigeons that she and 
Bubbles found on their walks together.

Violet thanked the doorman. He seemed 
surprised that anyone would take home a 
lost chicken. She walked carefully, hoping not 
to trip on the many cracks on the sidewalk. 
This was a precious bundle—a New York City 
chicken! The hen lay quietly in her arms. 
Violet thought that she seemed to breathe a 
sigh of relief.

After receiving many curious stares from 
people on the street, they arrived at the 
doorway of Astor Court, her apartment house. 
As she was stepping into the elevator, Jack 
the doorman said, “Violet, there’s a chicken’s 
foot hanging out of your package.” Luckily, 
the elevator door closed before she had to 
explain.
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Violet put her new friend in the extra 
bathroom. She found a worn plaid blanket 
and made a fluffy nest. She placed a bowl of 
water on the tile floor and got lettuce, corn, 
and tomatoes from the fridge. She set down 
a plate with the veggies and some of Bubble’s 
vegan dog food. Then she sat on the floor 
near her new friend.

“I’m going to call you Maggie. Everyone has 
to have a name…and you look like a Maggie.”

The little white hen was rather small, with 
large yellow-orange feet and a pink wattle. 
She ruffled her scraggly tail feathers and 
gazed intently around the room. She looked 
nervous and in need of reassurance. Violet 
wanted to hug her, but she knew it was better 
to let Maggie get her bearings. She probably 
wasn’t used to being with people much, and 
Violet wasn’t used to being with a chicken.
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“We’re going to have fun getting to know 
one another.”

Maggie turned her head to one side… 
thinking it over.

“I’ll be back later. You’re safe now.”
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At dinner that night, Violet’s heart was 
bursting to tell her mom and dad about the 
newcomer. Midway through her lasagna, 
she could keep her secret no longer and 
announced, “There’s a chicken in my 
bathroom.”

“That’s nice, dear,” said her mom calmly.
“Dad, could you put a wire fence in the 

courtyard garden so she could go outside a 
little bit?”

Her mom and dad looked at one another. 
They realized Violet meant a real chicken.

“Where did you say this chicken was?” said 
her dad, sitting up straight.

“She’s in my bathroom, and her name is 
Maggie.”

Her dad quickly pushed himself away from 
the table and went to check. Sure enough, 
there was a live chicken in the extra bathroom. 
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He returned to the table unsure of how he felt 
or how to handle the situation.

Taking a deep breath, Violet told them 
about discovering Maggie on the street and 
wanting to keep her until a good home could 
be found.

“There will be no more discussion 
about it tonight,” said Violet’s dad. As the 
superintendent of the building, he had done 
his day’s work and wanted to rest and watch 
TV. “Maggie most likely came from a careless 
backyard breeder.” He’d be glad to drive her 
to one of the poultry farms in New Jersey, he 
said.

***

That evening Maggie was happily sitting on 
the plaid nest. She had eaten all of the dog 
food, but hadn’t touched the veggies. Violet’s 
mother thought that Maggie looked young 
and scruffy, but healthy.

“Violet, you have a good heart,” she said. “It’s 
not everybody who would rescue a chicken.” 
She kissed her daughter on the forehead and 
went to clean up the dishes.

Violet was pleased that Maggie had been 
introduced to her family. She sat quietly with 
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her new friend for a while. She had never 
been with a chicken before. She wondered 
what it would be like to be one—to walk with 
Maggie’s type of orange-yellow feet, to eat 
dinner with a beak instead of a knife and 
fork, and to hug her mom and dad with wings 
instead of arms.

Maggie fluffed her feathers, settled back 
into her plaid nest, and closed her eyes. After 
a minute she opened her eyes again, took a 
sideways peek at Violet and then went right to 
sleep. It had been an exciting, but exhausting 
day.
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The next morning, bright and early, Violet 
opened the door to the bathroom and looked 
in. Maggie was perched on the sink looking 
out the window.

Violet was glad that the little hen was feeling 
better. She was thankful for the large window 
that allowed Maggie to enjoy the trees and 
the courtyard garden. She refilled Maggie’s 
plate with dog food and tried again with the 
veggies.

“You’re beautiful,” said Violet. “Don’t worry. 
We’ll find you a good home.” As she said that, 
her dad’s words from the night before—
‘poultry farm’—came to mind, and she felt 
uneasy. “I’ll be back later.”

***

Violet took Bubbles to Riverside Park—a 
favorite place to think things over. Bubbles 
loved the park because she could run, play 
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and meet other doggies. Best of all she liked 
to chase her red Frisbee. She had been known 
to drop the Frisbee at the feet of strangers, 
hoping for a toss or two.

“Okay,” said Violet. “Time out, Bubbles. 
Let’s sit for a while.”

The sunlight glistening on the water and the 
boats lazily going up and down the Hudson 
River had a spellbinding effect. Violet fell into 
a daydream. Bubbles, on the other hand, was 
itching to play. She eagerly looked around 
and spotted someone in the distance.

“Bubbles! Come back!”
But Bubbles knew that better things lay 

ahead. When she reached the pretty blond 
teenager with sparkly blue clips in her hair, 
the skinny jeans, and the sandals that seemed 
to glow, she dropped her red Frisbee at her 
feet.

Violet came running and saw, to her 
surprise, her friend who made magical 
animals.

“Angelina!”
“Hi! I thought I’d find you here!”
Angelina was the beautiful teenage artist 

who had brought a papier-mâché cow 
named Milky Whey into Violet’s life several 
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months earlier. Her guidance had helped 
Violet understand animals better. Angelina 
explained that the doorman in her building 
had told her about the rescue of the chicken. 
“It’s the talk of the neighborhood,” she said.

After throwing the Frisbee for Bubbles, she 
smiled and handed Violet a green bag. Inside 
was a nest of twigs and leaves with one large 
egg that had red hearts painted on it.

“An egg-of-hearts,” whispered Violet in 
amazement.

“It’s made of clay and love and wishes. It’s 
to celebrate the chance to give a better life to 
a little chicken.”

“It’s beautiful. Thank you so much.”
“It will help you to help Maggie,” said 

Angelina.
“How did you know Maggie’s name?” said 

Violet.
“Didn’t you tell me?”
“No.”
“Then it must have been the doorman,” said 

Angelina.
But Violet was sure that she had never told 

the doorman. She also wondered how an egg 
made of clay and love and wishes could be 
of help. However, she didn’t ask. Sometimes 
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with Angelina it was no use asking. You simply 
had to wait awhile, and then everything fell 
into place and made sense without her saying 
it outright.

Bubbles came running back with her 
Frisbee, wanting more.

“That’s all for now, Bubbles,” said Angelina 
patting her head.

Violet kept admiring the wonderful gift. 
After awhile they finished talking and headed 
out of the park, past the soda vender, up 
the ramp to Ninety-First Street, and to the 
doorway of Violet’s home at Astor Court.

“I’d better be on my way,” said Angelina. “I 
have to meditate on rainbows and waterfalls 
with a few friends, for inspiration. Otherwise 
I can’t sculpt a living thing.” She smiled.

“Thanks again for the beautiful egg,” said 
Violet.

“It’s a bit of magic,” said Angelina. “I think 
it will come in handy.”

Violet and Bubbles watched their friend 
walk toward Broadway. Why was it her 
sandals seemed to glow? Violet shrugged. She 
felt peaceful and happy around Angelina. But 
Angelina would always be a bit of a mystery 
to her.
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With the new gift and Bubbles still holding 
her Frisbee, she stepped inside, eager to check 
on Maggie.
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“Wow! Look at you!”
Maggie had moved from sitting on the sink 

to the shower curtain rod. This gave her a 
better view of the garden below. Also, being 
high up probably gave her a feeling of safety 
and being in charge of her life.

Violet told Maggie about meeting Angelina 
in the park and showed her the nest with the 
egg-of-hearts. Maggie became excited when 
she saw the gift. She stood on the rod and 
flapped her wings. Then she flew to the sink 
and then towards the floor. When she hit the 
floor she began clucking and running back 
and forth.

“Oh, my goodness!” said Violet. “I’ve never 
heard you clucking. Is it Angelina’s egg?”

Maggie kept running back and forth and 
flapping her wings.
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Violet decided that the egg was causing too 
much commotion — so she carefully set it on 
the dressing table in her room.

***

Over the next couple of days, Violet spent 
more and more time with Maggie. She 
remembered a book about two hens that was 
given to her by her grandmother, and she 
decided to read it to Maggie. It was the story 
of Flossie and Bossy by the actress Eva La 
Galliene. ‘Every chicken should hear about 
Flossie and Bossy at least once in its life,’ 
thought Violet. The little hen snuggled closer 
while Violet read to her. Eventually Violet 
was able to stroke Maggie gently on her back. 
Once, she even picked her up and held her on 
her lap.

***

After giving it much thought, Violet 
decided that she and Maggie should expand 
their horizons. So she gingerly opened the 
bathroom door for Maggie to come out and 
have a look around.

“It gets kinds of stuffy staying in one place, 
doesn’t it?”
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Maggie eventually got up the courage to 
follow Violet into her bedroom. She tippy-
toed to the dresser and softly clucked, pacing 
back and forth in front of it. Bubbles in the 
meantime was watching her every move from 
the side of the bed.

Pausing quietly, Maggie lifted one leg 
and held it for a minute, like a yogi. Violet 
wondered if she wanted to see the egg-of-
hearts that was on the dresser. But as Violet 
was reaching for it, Bubbles decided to follow 
her nose. She shook herself and went to have 
a sniff of this strange white bird. Maggie 
would have none of it and quickly scurried 
under the bed.

“Leave Maggie alone, Bubbles,” cautioned 
Violet.

But Bubbles, driven by curiosity—and by 
disgust at playing second fiddle to a chicken—
tried to follow Maggie under the bed. Due to 
her size, she got stuck, with her rear end still 
outside.

With half of Bubbles struggling under the 
bed, Maggie tried a new route. She ran to 
the bedroom door and into the hallway of 
the apartment. The chase was on! Bubbles 
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squirmed out from under the bed and dashed 
after her.

“Bubbles! Stop!”
Although Bubbles was fast, Maggie was 

faster and more airborne. She ran into the 
open kitchen and flew up onto the counter, 
knocking over a pot of cold soup. She 
scrambled over the stove, only to land in a 
sink full of water and dishes. Letting out an ear 
splitting squawk, she flew to the kitchen table 
sending silverware clattering and scattering. 
She leapt to the floor, flapping and leaving 
little poop landmines along the way.

“Bubbles! Hold it!” Violet shouted.
Escaping into the sunny living room, 

Maggie ran past the screened windows and 
floor-to-ceiling bookshelves, and hid behind 
the big floral sofa. Bubbles followed to the 
corner of the sofa, barking and knocking over 
a Victorian lamp. Glass shattered everywhere.

Maggie, in terror, stayed behind the sofa 
long enough for Violet to catch her. Her little 
heart was beating hard and fast. A feather or 
two wafted through the air.

Violet put Maggie back in the bathroom 
and sat down trying to calm her. She heard 
the front door open and then footsteps in the 
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hallway. “What in the world happened here?” 
a voice thundered. Violet’s father had come 
home for lunch.
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Even though Violet put all the blame on 
herself, she couldn’t change her dad’s mind. 
Maggie had to go.

Violet spent the rest of the day making 
sure that Maggie had recovered from her 
harrowing ordeal. She sat with her, read to 
her, and sang to her.

Outside it was a mild spring day, just right 
for getting some fresh air. Since she wanted 
to make Maggie’s last days with them extra 
special, Violet decided to take her for a walk 
in the courtyard garden. It was a protected 
area, perfect for a chicken to get a taste of 
nature.

She made a harness and leash for Maggie 
out of a long red ribbon. They walked slowly 
around and enjoyed being close to the bushes 
and trees that were blossoming. A young 
neighbor, Talia, who was passing through the 
garden from soccer practice, was amazed to 
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see a real live chicken and asked if she could 
pet her. Maggie accepted a few pats but then 
moved away to peck at blades of grass.

After they returned home, Violet gave 
Maggie fresh water and cracked corn that 
her mother had bought. “I could tell that you 
loved it outside, Maggie. It was better than 
looking from the window all the time, wasn’t 
it?”

Finally, satisfied that Maggie was feeling 
herself once again, that night after dinner, she 
broke the news. “Dear Maggie,” said Violet, 
“we’re taking you to your new home very 
soon. I wish with all my heart you could stay 
with us, but you belong with other chickens. 
Let’s try to have a good sleep, and I’ll see you 
early in the morning.”

Maggie cocked her head to one side and 
flew up to the sink. She turned her back on 
Violet and stared out the window, even though 
darkness had fallen.

***

Worried about Maggie’s future, Violet slept 
fitfully. Sometime after midnight she heard a 
tapping sound and sat up in bed. Where was it 
coming from? Then she noticed that the egg-
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of-hearts was full of light. She walked slowly 
over to her dressing table to get a closer look. 
Yes, the tapping was coming from the egg. 
She reached out and gently touched it. The 
top half of the clay shell fell without a sound 
onto the dressing table.

A glowing yellow baby chick stood in the 
clay eggshell. It looked up at her and cocked 
its little head from one side to another. Violet 
heard a little voice whisper:

“Violet?”
“Hello,” said Violet in amazement. She tried 

to pick the chick up, but her fingers touched 
nothing but warm air. The chick was made of 
light. She tipped the egg on its side, and the 
chick toddled out.

“Thanks! It’s cramped in there.”
“Who are you?”
“I’m number 2,300,423,055, but you can 

call me ‘Sunshine.’ Angelina sent me.”
“Am I dreaming?”
“Yes, but don’t stop believing in me. 

Sometimes the truest truths come from 
dreams. I’ll sit on your shoulder. Close your 
eyes and I’ll take you to the front steps of 
Maggie’s future home.”
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Violet felt as if she were flying. There 
was a pleasant whooshing sound, and then 
everything was still.

“Here we are. You can open your eyes now. 
Ahead of us are two doors. Behind these 
doors are examples of the homes of chickens. 
All humans have a choice. Which one do you 
choose?”

Violet paused for a moment and then 
decided.

“I’ll try the door on the left.”
Violet opened the door to a gust of stinky air 

full of ammonia. She coughed and coughed. 
As far as her eyes could see were cages one 
on top of the other, stuffed full of worn-out 
chickens. The place would break the spirit of 
any bird having to live there. Violet realized 
that Maggie could be one of these poor 
creatures. Cages, that were too small for one 
chicken, held ten to twelve birds.

There was the sound of eggs dropping like 
rain onto troughs outside the cages—all of 
them denied a chance at life.

Sunshine explained: “Everything done 
here is against Mother Nature. You have had 
a glimpse of what factory farms and large 
poultry farms are like.”
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“I don’t want to see anymore,”
“No one wants to see this. I was lucky. I 

died young here. When I woke up, I was in a 
high school art class on the Upper Westside. 
Angelina was putting my spirit in the egg-
of-hearts that she had sculpted.” Sunshine 
paused: “Now try the other door.”

“I’m afraid of what I’ll see.”
“Angelina wants you to understand.”
Violet closed her eyes and opened the door 

on the right. Although fearful, she slowly 
opened her eyes to see a beautiful blue sky, 
white clouds, and green trees. There was a 
large patch of dirt dotted with brown and 
green grasses. A young man was pouring 
feed into pans, setting down lettuce leaves, 
and scattering chicken scratch here and 
there. Brown, white, and speckled hens were 
clucking, pecking, and occasionally running 
back to their hutch. A proud rooster was 
strutting back and forth while a mother hen 
with five fluffy chicks scratched nearby. All 
of them seemed healthy, happy, and eager to 
enjoy the day.

“Sunshine, this is heaven,” said Violet.
“This is a small family farm run by people 

who care. Chickens here can live eight to 
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ten years, sometimes even more. They are 
free to walk around and express themselves. 
They are friendly, intelligent, and sometimes 
mischievous. Everything here is in harmony 
with nature.” Sunshine paused and looked 
directly at her: “We keep hoping that if we’re 
good enough, if we keep giving enough, 
someday all of us will be able to live like this.”

“That’s what I want for Maggie,” said Violet. 
“How can I thank you?”

“Well, you can…”
The voice gradually faded, and Violet again 

heard that strange whooshing sound.
“What did you say, Sunshine?”
She felt as if she was being carried through 

a whirlwind. Finally she landed on something 
soft.

“Sunshine?”
There was no answer.
Violet slowly sat up in bed. Everything was 

dark and quiet except for Bubble’s snoring. 
There was a dim afterglow from the egg-of-
hearts, which was now all in one piece again, 
on the dressing table.

Violet settled back into her pillow. Before 
she could whisper, “Thank you, Angelina,” she 
was fast asleep.
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The next morning, Violet’s mother heard 
about the strange dream, and she knew that 
what her daughter had dreamed was true. 
She felt she had to help Maggie—for her 
daughter’s sake, and for her own peace of 
mind.

She called a sanctuary for farm animals in 
upstate New York. They didn’t have room to 
take more animals, but suggested that she call 
Mr. Waverly, who had a family farm outside 
of Woodstock. She reached Mrs. Waverly 
and learned that they would be happy to 
take Maggie. She promised Violet’s mother 
that Maggie could live peacefully there and 
wouldn’t end up on someone’s dinner plate.

Violet heard the news with great joy in 
her heart. She knew that the Waverlys’ farm 
would be a good, safe home.

But Violet’s father was not willing to make 
the trip. It was too far, he said. He had a great 
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deal of work to do. He couldn’t spend a day 
off driving three hours each way for a chicken. 
He had found a poultry farm in New Jersey 
that was close by.

Violet’s hopes were crushed.
The next morning, Violet’s family got ready 

to bring Maggie to her new home. Violet’s 
father asked that she put Maggie’s travel box, 
a small carrier with air holes on top, at the 
front door so they could load the car quickly.

“Why are you bringing your suitcase, 
Violet?” he asked.

“Bubbles and I are going to go and live with 
Maggie. We want to make sure she’s not going 
to become chicken soup.”

Violet’s father was quiet for a minute. 
“Violet, come here please.”

He kneeled down, looked straight into her 
eyes, and then gave her a big hug. “If you can 
feel such loyalty for a little lost chicken, I 
guess we’d better take Maggie to the Waverlys. 
Call them and tell them we’ll be there this 
afternoon. I’ll load up the car.”

After the packing was done and Maggie 
was comfortable in her travel box, Violet’s 
family made the long journey. They drove to 
the countryside near Woodstock, where the 
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Waverlys had their farm. One of the sons was 
there to meet them. Violet’s mother held on 
to Bubbles and kept her in the car.

Violet opened the top of the travel box and 
whispered, “We’re here, Maggie. This is your 
wonderful new home. There’s even a water 
wheel and a stream running through it.” She 
dropped the egg-of-hearts in Maggie’s travel 
box for good luck. Maggie ruffled her feathers 
and covered the egg-of-hearts with one wing, 
as if to give it comfort.

The Waverly’s son had a friendly wide smile 
and carefully took the travel box in his arms 
when Violet’s father handed it to him.

“Let’s set her down and see how she does,” 
he said.

After being placed on the ground, Maggie 
stood motionless for a moment, as though 
astonished that she was in an open space. 
She started walking forward and then began 
pecking in excitement at the corn scratch 
on the ground. She grazed on a few blades 
of grass and then with delight she noticed—
bugs! She pecked away with zeal.

The nearby hens came up to investigate. 
One of them chased Maggie around the yard 
for a bit as though saying, “Who do you think 
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you are, stranger?” After a few minutes, the 
hen went back to her chicks and left Maggie 
alone.

“It takes a new hen a little while to settle 
in before the other chickens get used to her,” 
The son explained. “But so far this seems 
pretty good. I think she’ll soon fit in with the 
others.”

“It looks like she’s eating insects,” said Violet.
“Yes,” said the son. “Chickens eat bugs.” 

He went on to explain how the chicken diet 
helps keep everything in balance. Without 
birds, the earth would be overrun by insects, 
and people would have a much smaller food 
supply. “Nature is very good to us if we listen 
to it and respect its ways.”

The farmyard scene was peaceful with the 
chickens strolling around. “We have twenty 
acres here with plenty of room for the 
animals: cows, goats, ducks, and our old draft 
horse, Rosy. We have a big vegetable garden 
on the other side of the barn. Want to see?”

They had to get back to the city before long, 
but Violet’s dad agreed that since they drove 
all the way out here, they might as well have 
a look around.
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The Waverlys’ farm was even better than 
her dream with Sunshine. The expanse of 
land behind the house gave rise to a feeling 
of freedom, as if Violet could fly. Horses and 
cows were grazing here and there or serenely 
lying in the field. She fell in love with Rosy, 
the big draft horse who had a long mane and 
beautiful hair on top of her huge hooves. ‘She 
must be a rescue,’ Violet thought. ‘I bet she 
would have stories to tell.’

The air was wonderfully fresh with smells 
of animals, trees, and plant life. Maybe in 
the summer she could visit and help out on 
a farm like this. In the meantime, her dad 
reminded her that they needed to get back to 
the city.

“I think now’s a good time to leave,” said 
Violet. “Maggie won’t notice while she is busy 
settling in. You have such a wonderful farm. 
I’m so happy that she found a good home.”

“You and your family must come again 
when you can spend a day. I’ll introduce you 
to all the other animals. You can even help 
me gather eggs and brush the horses.” Violet 
beamed at the idea of petting horses.

They reached the car, and all thanked the 
Waverly son. “Good-bye for now, Maggie,” 
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she called out. She scrunched her toes to keep 
from tearing up.

Violet waved good-bye from the car 
window even after the Waverly farmyard was 
far out of sight. It was a long ride back to the 
city. Her mother had made sandwiches, but 
Violet wasn’t hungry. Her parents talked and 
Bubbles looked out the window. Violet felt 
a strange emptiness in the car without her 
friend Maggie.

***

A week went past, and Violet anxiously 
called the farm. She talked to Mr. Waverly 
who said that Maggie was still trying to settle 
in. She seemed a bit listless and usually kept 
to herself.

“Does Maggie have the egg-of-hearts with 
her?” asked Violet.

“As a matter of fact, my wife thought it so 
pretty that she brought it inside. It’s part of 
the centerpiece on our table. We enjoy it with 
every meal.”

“If you could do me a favor—can you please 
put it next to where Maggie nests? I think it 
will help.”
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A couple of days later, Mr. Waverly called 
Violet and told her that, after they placed the 
egg-of-hearts near Maggie’s nest, she began 
to perk up. “Maggie’s even taking dust baths, 
mingling with the other hens, and napping in 
the sun. She is very happy now.”

After hearing this news, Violet knew that 
there was a force for goodness in the world. 
You simply have to tap into it. The best way is 
listening very closely to your heart.

She remembered Sunshine in her dream 
talking about hope: that chickens keep hoping 
that if they’re good enough, if they keep on 
giving, that people will one day realize that all 
of them deserve to have good homes.

Violet understood that she had learned a 
great truth through meeting Maggie. She was 
certain that someday people and chickens 
would find a better way to live together.

“Come on, Bubbles,” said Violet. “Let’s go 
for your walk. I wonder who we’ll meet this 
time.”
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MISTER PEPPER’S SECRET
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Can you keep a secret? I believe magic is in 
everything. People think that buildings, furniture, 
and statues can’t communicate. Since these things 
don’t breathe or move, they are often overlooked 
or taken for granted. But it is simply a matter of 
looking more closely.

Take one of my bricks, for example. Before 
the energy was molded into a brick, it may have 
been sand. Before that, it may have been part of 
a dinosaur tooth, and before that, it may have 
been… stardust. That’s only one brick, and I have 
thousands of them. Think of where they might 
have been before they finally became me. Can you 
imagine the wisdom I hold within these bricks?
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They call me ASTOR COURT. I love what I do. 
I give a home to folks. Most of them appreciate my 
efforts and a few complain. Let’s just say, you can’t 
be all things to all people.

I’ve seen many changes and hold many secrets. 
As the years go by, I have more and more aches and 
pains. Some of my pipes have been replaced, and 
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they even gave me a new water tank the other day. 
My roof is leaking and parts of ledges are missing, 
but my spirit is bright. I’m almost one hundred 
years old and I’m determined to stand strong.

My courtyard garden is one of a kind with lovely 
trees, flowering shrubs, and winding pathways. It’s 
a rare and beautiful jewel in the city. I take up an 
entire block with my U-shaped red brick structure. 
Ivy on my inner garden walls loves me. She can’t 
stop clinging. What stamina! She’s a real New 
Yorker!

There was one resident who really understood 
me, a Mrs. Goldenrod. She had an apartment on 
the ninth floor. How I miss her! Mrs. Goldenrod 
had the “gift.” Violet discovered Mrs. Goldenrod’s 
“gift” and it changed her life. Let me tell you the 
story and see what you think.
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Violet lived only a block from her school. 
She felt lucky for the short walk back and forth 
on cold New York December days. Sometimes 
she would stop to wonder if snowflakes were 
feathers from angel wings. She was in the 
sixth grade now and was considered by all 
who knew her to be very imaginative and 
grown-up for her age.

One snowy day, Violet happened to meet 
Mrs. Goldenrod right outside my building. 
Mrs. Goldenrod was on her way home from 
the grocery store. She was a nice old woman 
who was overweight and always wore a turban 
to hide her few wisps of hair. The sidewalk 
was slippery, and she walked slowly, trying 
not to fall.

Holding the two paper bags from the 
grocery store was a struggle. One bag began 
to rip, and Violet asked if she could help. “Oh, 
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yes, would you Violet?” She gave the bag that 
was torn to the girl.

Violet walked with her to the ninth floor 
apartment door and was invited in for tea. 
She was excited to be asked. Having tea 
seemed grown-up. She took off her boots and 
followed the old woman inside.

Mrs. Goldenrod’s home smiled in sunny 
colors. There was yellow wallpaper on the 
walls with little blue stripes, blue flowers, and 
daisies. The windows had golden drapes with 
filmy white curtains underneath. There were 
chests of drawers with shiny gilded mirrors 
on top, side tables that held little vases and 
open books, a desk with pink stationery, and 
fluffy, puffy yellow and blue chairs. 
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Mrs. Goldenrod went to prepare the tea. She 
didn’t need help so Violet waited in the living 
room. There was a painting near the desk of 
a kindly–looking elderly man in a green suit. 
Violet walked over to look at it more closely.
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“Here we are,” said Mrs. Goldenrod. She was 
carrying a silver tray with a teapot and two 
cups, two bowls of strawberries, and a plate 
of butter cookies. She set the tray on a small 
table and began to pour the steaming brew. 
She explained to Violet that the painting was 
of her late husband. Violet wondered if souls 
who were late in the heavenly spheres were 
sent to the principal’s office.

“Would you like some sugar, cream or 
lemon?”

“A little sugar and lemon, please,” said 
Violet. She carefully took the cup and spoon 
from Mrs. Goldenrod, but somehow the 
spoon clattered to the floor. Mrs. Goldenrod 
paid no mind, and Violet quickly picked it up 
from the shiny hardwood floor. She took a 
sip of the hot liquid. The tea tasted sweet and 
strong—and in an instant, all seemed well in 
the world.

“Now, how about some strawberries?”
“Oh, yes, please.” She daintily took a bite. 

“They’re yummy,” said Violet. “Thank you, 
Mrs. Goldenrod.”

“You have good manners, Violet,” said Mrs. 
Goldenrod. “Your mother taught you well. 
Being polite is one of the more important 
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things in life. If people would be polite with 
their friends and enemies alike, the world 
would be a happier place.” Mrs. Goldenrod 
sighed and took a large sip of tea.

“How do you practice being polite, living by 
yourself?” Violet asked.

Mrs. Goldenrod waved her hand around 
the room. “These are my friends—the desk, 
the chest, and these tables. All my pieces of 
furniture have stories to tell. I politely listen 
to their tales and they listen to mine. Every 
day I dust and polish their little faces, fronts, 
and sides. People think wood is only wood 
and has no life once it is cut from the growing 
tree. But all is energy and keeps on becoming. 
If you believe—they will respond. Like most 
friends, they are willing to please.”

Violet had never heard of furniture being 
friends for someone. She wondered what she 
would say to a chest of drawers or a table. She 
gazed past the room to the doorway. There 
sat a statue of a large black dog.

“If you don’t mind, why is that statue by the 
door?”

“That’s my pet doggy, Mister Pepper.”
“But it’s a stone doggy.”
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“Yes, so it is.” said Mrs. Goldenrod. “Would 
you like some cream on your berries?” Violet 
kept staring at Mister Pepper. Mrs. Goldenrod 
waited patiently for an answer. Violet assured 
her hostess that the strawberries tasted quite 
delicious on their own.

“A butter cookie then?”
Violet answered, as politely as she could, 

that she was on a different kind of diet. Mrs. 
Goldenrod was taken aback. She thought 
Violet was much too slender to be worried 
about weight. Violet explained it was a vegan 
diet.

“A what?” asked Mrs. Goldenrod.
“Vegan—I eat fruits, veggies, grains, and 

tofu.”
“Why do you do that?”
“Well, isn’t it a bit rude to make hot dogs, 

hamburgers and an ice cream smoothie, out 
of one’s friends?” Violet paused and took a 
bite of another strawberry.

Mrs. Goldenrod pictured her friend Lenore 
as a hot dog and gave a little shiver. Lenore 
had given Mrs. Goldenrod the statue of Mister 
Pepper when she sold her country home. 
Try as she might, Mrs. Goldenrod couldn’t 
see Lenore as a hamburger or an ice cream 
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smoothie either. Lenore was who she was—a 
pretty middle-aged actress.

“What will the younger generation think 
of next?” Mrs. Goldenrod exclaimed with a 
twinkle in her eye.

The girl and the old woman chatted some 
more. Mrs. Goldenrod said that she was 
donating Mister Pepper to the courtyard 
garden. She and Mister Pepper were excited 
at the prospect, but they had to be patient. 
The garden committee wanted to find the 
right spot. “After all, being out in nature is 
where a dog feels at home,” she explained.

That reminded Violet that it was time to 
take her dog Bubbles for a walk. As she got 
up to leave, Violet thanked Mrs. Goldenrod 
for the tea and her spoon once again clattered 
to the floor. Mrs. Goldenrod didn’t seem to 
notice the runaway spoon and invited Violet 
to visit another time. She had so enjoyed her 
company.

On her way down the royal blue hallway 
and stepping into the elevator, Violet’s 
thoughts were elsewhere. It was unusual, to 
say the least, to meet someone who talks with 
furniture and statues. Was it real or was it only 
Mrs. Goldenrod’s imagination? Whichever it 



125

was, it made Mrs. Goldenrod happy. Violet 
pressed the wrong button on the elevator and 
went to the lobby.

A neighbor entered the elevator with 
her little spaniel. “Hi,” said Violet a bit 
embarrassed. “I wanted to go up and went 
down instead.”

“Better than going sideways,” the neighbor 
laughed.

After that afternoon, Violet thought 
anything might be possible—even sideways.
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Violet talked to Bubbles, as they walked by 
the Astor Court wall on Broadway. “After all, 
Bubbles, grandma Murphy talks to herself. 
It’s just a hop and a skip from oneself to the 
furniture. It may not be in fashion right now, 
but if people were to chat with their furniture, 
it might be a good thing. Depending on what 
was said, of course.”

Bubbles was paying no mind to what Violet 
was saying. She was sniffing in search for 
exotic smells. Yucky tidbits were harder to 
find in snowy December weather. All Bubbles 
cared about, in her terrier way, was that Violet 
was good to her—that she went on daily walks, 
got three meals a day, and had a soft bed to 
sleep on. Bubbles was a happy dog and felt 
that words only clouded good smells, good 
food, and the good company of her beloved 
Violet. Whether you put a word or a woof to 
it, to her, life was very—good.
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“Of course, I do talk to you, Bubbles,” said 
Violet. “I guess everyone has their specialty.”

Bubbles pulled Violet to go inside. It was 
cold and the sidewalk burned her paws with 
the salt that the doormen and merchants 
sprinkled outside their doorways to melt the 
ice and snow.

They made it to the ninetieth street 
entrance. Violet was stomping the snow from 
her boots, and Bubbles was giving herself a 
shake, when Jack, the doorman, said: “There’s 
a friend waiting for you in the garden, Violet.”

That was strange! Who would want to wait 
in the garden in this weather, she wondered.

She and Bubbles went to the garden door. 
Violet couldn’t see anybody. But Bubbles 
did and pulling the leash from Violet’s hand, 
she ran toward someone she knew. Thanks 
to Bubbles, Violet saw in the middle of the 
garden, standing by two red chairs, her friend 
Angelina in white: a white puffy coat, white 
hood, white gloves, with—could it be?—silvery 
white wings that sparkled. Angelina was the 
teenager who could work magic. She was a 
special person, a high school student in the 
neighborhood, who had brought mystery and 
understanding of animals into Violet’s life.
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“Hi there, Bubbles!” Angelina said, as she 
patted her head, and tried to keep her from 
jumping on her clean white coat.

“Hi, Violet! I’m so glad you’re here.” 
Angelina turned away as she spoke, holding 
her thumb up, and stretching her arm full out 
as if she were measuring the space. Artists are 
known to do that when they want to get a new 
angle of a subject.

“Are you going to do a painting of the 
garden?”

“I’m looking for the best spot for Mister 
Pepper to be placed.”

“How did you know about Mister Pepper?” 
Violet asked while trying to keep Bubbles on 
the ground.

“Oh, Doris is my great aunt.”
“Doris?”
“Mrs. Goldenrod,” said Angelina. “And the 

head of the garden committee is my cousin, 
twice removed.”

Violet’s head was spinning. It had been an 
unusual afternoon. First, a nice old woman 
talking to her furniture and now with Angelina 
on the scene, there was bound to be another 
surprise or two.
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Angelina thought the dog statue should be 
placed where it would have all the attention. 
Once more she swept the garden with her 
gaze and let out a little “Ah, ha.” She sighed 
and with a smile pointed to a stone near a 
lamppost. “Perfect! Don’t you think?” Not 
waiting for an answer, Angelina did a little 
stamp with her feet and clapped her hands in 
delight.

As she turned back towards Violet, one of 
her wings whisked across Violet’s face. “Oops, 
sorry, I forgot to take these off.” Angelina 
reached behind herself, snapped off the two 
wings from her coat, folded them, and put 
them in her pocket.

“I’ve started drama lessons. The first 
exercise is to improvise a scene as an animal. I 
thought I’d try being a swan. I wear the wings 
as practice to get the feel of it all.”

“Oh, yes,” said Violet “You are so beautiful, 
a swan would be perfect.”

“I’ll give it a try,” said Angelina. “And now 
I must… ‘fly.’ But before I do I wanted to give 
you this collar for Mister Pepper.” Angelina 
brought out a bright, shiny red collar from 
her coat pocket. It made Violet smile just to 
look at it.
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“This red collar has a bit of magic. Keep 
it safe until the day of the annual barbeque. 
When everyone is busy chatting and Bubbles 
is nearby, quietly replace the statue’s blue 
collar with this one. That will let the magic 
begin. The statue will tell Bubbles its secret, 
and you will be able to listen in.”

“Oh Angelina, I can’t wait! Where did you 
learn all this?”

“It runs in the family,” said Angelina. “How 
many people have aunts who talk with their 
furniture?” Without waiting for an answer, she 
gave Bubbles a little hug; a kiss on the cheek 
to Violet, and—in a blink of an eye—was out 
the garden door.
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June arrived, and we now come to the day 
of the annual barbeque. Violet wondered 
whether the garden committee had forgotten 
about Mister Pepper. But on the morning of 
the celebration, Mister Pepper stood in the 
very place that Angelina had foretold.

Violet was excited. She placed the red dog 
collar on her dresser before leaving for school 
that day. Angelina had tucked a surprise in 
that collar and she didn’t want to forget it.

After their walk that evening, Violet and 
Bubbles went to the garden as people were 
arriving. The strings of lights on poles around 
the courtyard were lit. Although it was not 
yet dark, fireflies were adding glimmer to 
the celebration. Everyone was busy chatting, 
carrying tasty food dishes to the tables, and 
children were playing in the pathways. Violet 
moved over to Mister Pepper and, since no 
one was watching, traded the blue collar for 
the red one.
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As soon as she did, several friends ran up to 
say hello and for a moment she forgot about 
the magic Angelina had promised. Bubbles 
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was racing around the walkway chasing a red 
ball with her doggy friend Lucy, and they 
were soon joined by Jasper, the new doggy 
from the penthouse.

When Mrs. Goldenrod appeared, Violet 
went over and asked if she might get her a 
plate of food. “There are hamburgers and hot 
dogs,” Violet said. “Even vegan ones.”

Mrs. Goldenrod got a pained look on her 
face. She took a deep breath, pursed her lips, 
and opted for a salad. As Mrs. Goldenrod sat 
and began chatting with her neighbors, Violet 
saw that Bubbles was sitting in front of Mister 
Pepper. People nearby were talking, sitting on 
benches or waiting in line for their charcoal-
grilled dinner.

Bubbles seemed deep in thought, and 
nodded her head every now and then. Violet 
stepped a bit closer and found that she was 
seeing a conversation between Bubbles and 
Mister Pepper in her mind’s eye. Animals 
think in images, and Violet was able to 
understand what the two dogs were saying. It 
didn’t matter that Mister Pepper was made of 
stone.

“How did you get stuck in there?” asked 
Bubbles.
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“Well, it’s a long story.”
“I like stories, long or short.”
“Promise you won’t tell?”
“Promise—dog scout’s honor.”
“Then I’ll begin. When I was young, I 

was given to an older man Mr. Dinkus who 
lived alone. He was not very interested in a 
having a dog, much less playing with one. 
So he moved me out to a little penned area 
behind his work shed. He fed me when he 
remembered and sometimes forgot to give 
me water. There was no grass, only dirt and 
rocks on the ground, and my space was never 
cleaned. After a couple of winters, he built me 
a rickety doghouse.

“One early spring when Mr. Dinkus was 
gone for a few days, a young boy saw me 
through the back fence. He climbed over and 
walked into the yard. I was a bit nervous, but 
he talked so nicely and then patted me gently 
on the head. It was beautiful. But after a while 
he left, and I never saw him again.

“Over the years, I always remembered that 
one day with the young boy, but it made me 
sad and I would whimper myself to sleep. After 
a while I stopped crying, I stopped eating, and 
then I stopped moving. One morning I woke 
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up and I couldn’t feel anything. I had turned 
to stone.”

“Oh, dear, Mister Pepper!” said Bubbles 
amazed. “How did you come to Astor Court 
then?”

“Mr. Dinkus didn’t want a dog statue so he 
threw me out in the trash. But there was a 
garbage man who spotted me. He loved dogs 
and he thought I looked good enough to be 
sold in the thrift shop in town. That’s where 
Lenore went shopping, and the rest is history.”

“That’s some story!” said Bubbles. “I hope 
you like it at our place then—in the garden.”

“Actually, I love it outside here. I can see 
the children playing, the lovers holding 
hands, and the residents coming home to 
their families from work. I want everyone 
who sees me to think of me as a friend—the 
friend who is always waiting here for them, 
no matter what.

“And now it is time for me to be a friend for 
these children.”

And sure enough, as Mister Pepper finished 
his story, the children started coming towards 
him. A young girl greeted Bubbles and then 
went to sit by Mister Pepper with her arm 
around him. “Here, Pepper, do you want some 
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of my watermelon?” she asked, giving him a 
kiss on the cheek. Another little girl came up 
and gave Mister Pepper a hug. A young boy 
stepped over and gently patted him on the 
head. Bubbles watched her new friend and 
thought she could see the trace of a smile.

Violet sighed, after learning this story. As 
she watched Bubbles, she noticed that she was 
distracted by a familiar voice.

“Pepper, Pepper—wherefore art thou, 
Pepper?” exclaimed Angelina. She was 
running towards Mister Pepper in bare feet 
and a flowing, long white dress.

“Oh, Angelina,” said Violet. “I heard the 
story that Mister Pepper was telling Bubbles. 
I was able to understand because of the magic 
red collar.”

“Yes,” said Angelina. “It was quite a story 
wasn’t it?” And without waiting for an answer, 
Angelina took off Mister Pepper’s red collar 
and wrapped it around her wrist.  She kissed 
Mister Pepper on the top of his head and 
gently fastened the old blue collar around his 
neck. “That’s all the secrets we’re telling for 
now, right Peps?” She turned to Violet, and 
remarked at what a big crowd there was at the 
barbeque.
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She asked Violet to keep Mister Pepper’s 
secret and to check every once in a while 
to make sure that Mister Pepper was happy. 
Violet wasn’t sure she would be able to tell. 
They paused to listen to the sound of children 
laughing near them. Angelina said she had the 
deepest faith that she would. After all, why 
would she bother telling Violet secrets if she 
didn’t think Violet was special?

“Now I really must find my aunt, and ask 
her to help me with my lines. She used to be 
an actress, you know.”

Violet hadn’t known. There were so many 
surprises this evening—she was beginning to 
feel dizzy.

“By the way, we moved on from animals. 
I’m rehearsing ‘Romeo and Juliet’ now—can’t 
you tell? Oh, Aunty, Aunty—wherefore art 
thou, Aunty?”

Angelina walked with a flourish to where 
Mrs. Goldenrod was sitting. She whispered in 
her ear and they both left towards the ninetieth 
street garden door. Angelina turned and blew 
kisses to Violet and shouted, “Parting is such 
sweet sorrow…” and with laughter dashed out 
the door, gently pushing her aunt ahead of her.
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“Oh, Bubbles,” sighed Violet, as she looked 
back to where the children were still laughing 
and petting their new statue friend. “Oh, 
Mister Pepper! Astor Court is such a magical 
place. Come on, Bubbles, let’s get some 
watermelon.”

In the following winter, Mrs. Goldenrod passed 
away peacefully in her sleep. She was ninety-two 
years old and talked to her household friends up 
until the very end. She left all of her furniture to 
Angelina who was at a loss as to what to do with 
it. Angelina thought carefully about the matter and 
finally donated it to an animal rescue group so it 
could be used to help save animals.

Not long after Mrs. Goldenrod’s departure, a 
graduate student moved into her apartment. Violet 
saw her some mornings in the elevator, carrying 
a tote bag full of books. She usually looked deep in 
thought, but would always smile.

Violet and Bubbles stopped to say hello to Mister 
Pepper every day, no matter what the weather. 
They had become fast friends. Mister Pepper ended 
up having many other people who would greet him 
each day.

As for myself, I have lost a brick or two 
somewhere. They’re probably in the process of 
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becoming something else. I hope that whatever it 
is, they will be useful—and happy!

My story is over. Mrs. Goldenrod said it best—
if people would be polite to their friends, as well 
as their enemies, the world would be a better 
place. And I would like to add, polite to things of 
the world that don’t breathe or move. One never 
knows how a little polite attention can make all 
the difference to that brick, or furniture, or statue…



141





143

MARIAN HAILEY-MOSS – author – 
Marian lives and writes in New York City. 
She supports a plant-based lifestyle and 
compassion for animals.
www.marianhaileymoss.com

MARC CHALVIN – illustrator – Marc is 
a Parisian artist who fills his drawings and 
animations with life, wit and whimsy.
chalvin.free.fr

ANDREA END – co-author – is a former 
advertising copywriter. She is a mother, a 
grandmother and has written children’s books. 
Andrea is a native New Yorker.

CHRIS STOVER – co-author – Chris is an 
artist who lives in Sebastolpol, California. He 
is a house rabbit advocate.



144

ASTOR COURT STORIES  
by MARIAN AND MARC

MILKY WHEY’S DREAM
edited by Terese Loeb Kreuzer,
Stella Moss, Julia Fatou, Chris Stover

AN ELEPHANT CALLED MIRA
Marian Hailey-Moss

MAGGIE THE CHICKEN
written with Chris Stover
edited by Julia Fatou

A PALACE FOR PEEPERS
written with Andrea End

MISTER PEPPERS SECRET
written with Chris Stover 



145

Books by Marian and Marc 
Available at Amazon.com

Mother Nature’s Secret - with Chris Stover
A Dog Named Randall -  with Mark Wilk 
Taming Sophie - with David Seiple
Peacefood with Virgil the Elephant
An Elephant Called Butterfly -  co-authored 
with Lois Meredith 

Coloring Books
Available at www.marianhaileymoss.com
NALA the Little Elephant
FREDDIE the Runaway Cow
CHA CHA Chicken


