
tell people I live on a lake when in reality I have a one-
minute walking commute down the lane to my dock. So, near the lake, 
rather than on the lake. I do not enjoy water activities, do not like to 
be in the water nor on the water. No swimming, no boating, no water 
skiing, no jet skiing, no kayaking, no canoeing, no fishing on the ice. 
But oh, how I love, even crave, being at the water’s edge.

The small year-round house I call my Enchanted Cottage found 
me one summer day in 2013 as I drove down the narrow road to visit 
a friend who was purchasing a camp on a lake. Spying the forlorn for 
sale sign all tippy on the front lawn of a small house I passed, I backed 
my car up to have a closer look. When I saw the arched gateway 
dividing the property’s front and side yards, a dream I had forgotten 
about featuring just such an archway covered in tea roses came 
rushing back to me. This is the place where I am meant to live—alone, 
as forecast in my dream. At that time, in 2013, my family was still 
mostly intact. My older son had died the previous summer, and little 
did I know my husband would pass away five years hence, and my 
younger son would graduate from college and move away that same 

I
year. But on that summer’s day, the comfort 
and safety of the bungalow reached its arms 
out to draw me into an embrace I was not even 
aware I needed. I called my realtor friend, 
made an offer the owner did not refuse, and 
in four months or so—voila! The Enchanted 
Cottage was mine. Mine alone . . . 

During the several spring months it took 
the workmen to fix up the inside of the cottage 
and redo the amazing, huge, screened-in 
front porch, I walked to the lake each day and 
laid down on my dock to soak up the sun. I 
would fall into a drowsy half-sleep while 
dragonflies danced and swayed around me, 
frogs had “ribbit” contests, and geese honked 
like they were part of a traffic pileup on 
I-95. As the days, weeks, months, then years 
rolled on, I became more and more enamored 
of the flora and fauna sprouting, leafing, 
flowering, swimming, flying, buzzing, and 
paddling around me. I moved permanently to 

my Enchanted Cottage and its surrounding 
native lands in 2018.

beaver paddles past
dragonfly balanced on nose
practices circus tricks

plop, splash, squeak, ribbit
bullfrog jumps clear of my steps
invasive human feet

daily dockside dance
ducks, drakes, dragonflies, damsels
dive, dip, delightful

When the isolation and uncertainty of 
the COVID-19 pandemic became a reality in 
early 2020, “living on the water” in my already 
solitary existence took on a new level of 
understanding for me. Even if I wanted to be 
with other people for lunch or shopping, I could 
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not, so I took this COVID-given opportunity to 
walk to the lake early each morning to welcome 
the sunrise over the shimmering water and 
listen to the natural world waking up. Along 
with my quacking and honking duck and goose 
friends, there were blue herons balancing 
on one skinny, knobby leg as their keen eyes 
searched for unsuspecting breakfast-fish at the 
shorelines. An eagle would occasionally swoop 
by, gliding on the air currents high above the 
treetops. Once I witnessed one divebomb into 
the water to spear a fish then swoop up into 
a tree across the way with its catch of the 
day. I broke out in shivers all over my body: 
he had been so close to me. Hawks, red-tailed 
and brown, circled and screeched overhead. A 
lone loon appeared, sitting on a rock for a few 
consecutive days drying its feathers in the sun 
then just as mysteriously disappeared. Young 
deer frolicked in and out of the water on the 
opposite shore in the early morning hours 
and again in the evenings. I had begun also 
sitting on the dock at sunset each day to see 
and feel what might be different at day’s end. 
The mornings I went down late or not at all, I 
wondered if my wildlife friends missed me. 
Were they as curious about me and my habits 
as I was about theirs? I liked to think so.

The day I watched the eagle swoop and 
dive, I tried so quickly to get my binoculars 
uncapped and up to my eyes I dropped them 
straight down into the lake. I could not 
believe how quickly they disappeared. I think 
about the fish and turtles swimming up to 
the magnifying lenses and seeing the bottom 
of the lake in a whole new way, their eyes 
opened wide.

binoculars don’t f loat
but quickly plunge out of reach
near-sighted fish rejoice

splash and flash of hooves
frolicking on yonder shore
teenage deer show off

bird stands on rock
wings outstretched to catch a breeze
lovely fan dancer

The animals most fun to watch were the 
beavers. Their industrious yet playful nature 
fed my similar Virgo soul. They built a lodge 
seemingly overnight on the shoreline across 
from my dock for the winter months. It looked 
like a hodge-podge mess of sticks with many 
branches and twigs floating around it but I 
know inside it was cozy and warm and filled 
with the necessities for the months when the 
lake is frozen solid. I read somewhere that 
other aquatic mammals take up residence with 
beavers. They always have room for one more 
friend when the days are short, the nights are 
cold and long, and food is scarce in the world 
outside. The beavers have fine-tuned the 
art of self-isolation that I took a lesson from: 
socialize only with those in your immediate 

“pod family”; store up enough food and water 
for the long haul; no TV, no newspapers, no 
radio, no “news” from the outside world to 
disturb the peace. Just kick back and enjoy 
the days and nights with loved ones or alone. 
Wrap up warmly. Meditate. Become friends 
with oneself. Dream . . . 

often I ponder
am I the dreamer or the dreamed
neither one or both

sh-h-h, be still and hear
the voices inside are real
listen to your dreams

It is spring 2021 and a full year since 
the chaos of COVID-19 stirred our world. Nature 
is waking up from her long winter sleep. Birds 
are happily chirping while seeking places for 
their nests, red buds are forming on the ends 
of tree branches, the ice has broken up around 
the docks and shoreline. Some days it is still cold, 
even snowing, but the slant of the sun is different 
and the shadows on the lake have shifted. Soon 
enough the baby goslings and ducklings will be 
following their parents in a line across the lake 
searching for bugs and plants to eat. My favorite 
is always the scamp who swims out of sync, 
making a wobbly beeline for something that has 
caught her attention elsewhere. Mama goose lets 
her go off a bit on her own, then gently nudges 
her back into line. A nice balance between 
independence and obedience being learned. 

My year of solitude on the lake is also 
changing and striking a new balance. I have been 
able to sit on my dock several times bundled 
up against strong winds, my face in the sun. I 
eagerly await all manner of buzzing, hopping, 
flying, and swimming creatures that will soon 
emerge. I plan to paint, collage, and write about 
my creature friends, new and old, in an attempt 
to express what I have learned about parenting, 
peaceful coexistence, and tolerance for others’ 
way of living while waiting patiently for what 
might evolve next. The miracle of the cycle of 
life has spun out in front of me through the 
turning of the seasonal wheel.

I moved “on the water” to heal from my 
emotional and spiritual wounds, from the many 
losses I have had to face, from the uncertainty 
and fear of living alone, from needing to isolate 
yet readying myself to emerge once more . . . 

read the Tao of Healing
take notes, absorb its deep meaning
close the book, now live it  
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