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Preface
My Lake Holly friend, Aduck, came along and settled right there in front of me.  I was in my new 
condo on the Lake (East Lake Holly) in Virginia Beach, Va. and would often sit in the picnic area right 
on the Lake Front with my coffee and a good book as the sun rose or set. Aduck, a domestic duck, 
stood out like a sore thumb. Not only for his obvious attributes of plump whiteness and the fact that 
he could not fly nor could he exactly fit in with the rest of the wild ducks who were the majority clan 
on the Lake (all coupled up as they swam endlessly around and around) but for the fact that he had 
a personality which was larger than life.

Couple this with the fact that he seemed to recognize me when we met and would come to me as 
I sat and screeched my favorite duck name for him, “AyAyAyAyAyAyDUCK” whenever he was within 
any semblance of hearing range, and you can see that his personality was markedly different and 
interesting and I was vested in forming a bond that was to prove astoundingly meaningful to me as I 
sat and contemplated my life.

That he brought with him a host of characters when he arrived at my feet on the grassy area, or 
when I saw him walking with his girlfriend in the roadway and when he swam over to the dock and 
waited for me to feed him in the lake, made it all that much more wonderful.

Altogether the duck assemblage showed me how life should be. Through their interactions and 
relatedness, I learned about:

• Friendship,
• Fairness, and most of all –

• Family.
I hope you will be as moved as I was by their everlasting

Spirit of Life!

This book is dedicated to all those who understand that life has more to offer if we only take time to look 
around and experience all its wonder. For the folks who listened repeatedly as I waxed poetic about my 

duck friends and smiled benevolently as I went on about the meanings they shared and were patient while 
they listened to me exclaim over my latest picture and writings about these fine creatures, I am indebted to 

your kindness and support. You know who you are and your interest is reflected in this work. 

Thank you, 

Cathy 



One Fine Day. . . 

They came.

Aduck and Taloola.



Their arrival was unexpected and the fact that they were a couple made it all the more  
outstanding.

How could this be?

But there it was!

The unlikely couple.



Well I knew him…he had been around before…by himself.

He always floated on by when I sat to look at the Lake.

Oftentimes, he would swim around the Lake looking for others to swim with.

When swimming with a group, lots of times I would see him left behind when they took off  
flying. No matter – he would make his way post haste determined to gain a position once the 
fliers landed. His swim waddle was distinctive and his determination made this effort all that 
much more remarkable as he was not the fastest or most graceful of ducks in the lake, and 
yet...nothing would deter him from his mission.

Sometimes he would sit near a group and inevitably just fit in. After all, he did not see any  
difference or, if he did, he never let it show.



There were a number of interesting characters that would appear.

One gal had a beak that looked to be damaged.

She was a very sweet gal who liked to eat out of my hand.

I had a nickname for her too-Lula Belle, until a neighbor told me ‘she’ was a ‘he’. But once I  
shouted out, “Come here Lula Belle,” over the duck would waddle, answering to most anything if I 
had duck feed in my hand.

Although at first he hesitated and would only eat if the feed was on the ground.

But gradually he came to trust and then when the feed was in my hand, if I sat very still, he would 
edge forward and take the feed.

It worked better as he could hardly scrape up the feed with his wounded beak as the ground 
would not allow a hard 
push to send the feed 
down his throat.

So, I became a good  
feeding post for him and 
he seemed to appreciate 
it. I still called him Lula 
Belle which never  
seemed to matter at all.



Here is Lula Belle edging closer to eat.



There were whole families. Well, at least the Mommy duck and a host of babies. They were  
safest under the home across the street and only ventured out occasionally when rain left  
puddles directly in front of the home on the roadway.



There was a menagerie of characters that would show up. Each one with a different viewpoint 
and each one showing up in their own unique way.

It was surprising to find this family together as the Mom and Pop Canadian Geese seemed  
to have no idea how to birth a chick! Their nest was made on the parking lot at the edge of  
our condo complex. Not exactly safe, quiet, or away from prying eyes, hands, and other  
animal visitors. I called them Tweedle Dumb and Tweedle Dee.



The parking lot ‘nest’ and ‘watch parents’ who more or less stood and screeched at the  
tenants as they came to get into their cars and left the nest unattended to fly across the lake 
to handle a dog that was barking!?



Here is the precious nest. Only two of these eggs made it and that, in itself, was truly a  
miracle!



Others liked to roam around on their own and find lagoons to hide in and ways to have their 
own space their own way.



At times there were other species on the Lake and each of these came with their own plans 
and behaviors but everyone fit in. These two kept happy with each other as long as their 
morning time was spent roosting in separate trees.



Living among these fine creatures I learned alot. Each time I thought I understood a behavior, 
something new would occur. But all seemed to be accepted and every type and make  
coexisted peacefully, without too much commotion and with much ongoing activity of all 
kinds. 



We end at the beginning with my fine, feathered 
friend – Aduck. He and his significant other have 
not turned up since these photos were taken. A 
sincere loss. I have only to remember how they 
walked all over the area, each modeling the 
other and perhaps this means that Aduck took 
the smaller duck under his wing as he was wont 
to do. He would often care for others, searching 
for baby ducks, watching out for the Moms and 
their babies, and generally overseeing the Lake 
and all who were in it. I have him to thank for 
the lessons I talked about and I take this ending 
to let you know what I learned.

Friendship

Each of us has some special something to offer. 
We can head out into the world in any  
environment and find our way. If we go forward 
with our best self, everyone will be able to 
see that we are a friend and that they will want to be by our side. No one need worry or wonder 
about how we appear as the best of us will always appear more than worthy. If we offer this without 
reservation, everyone will appear our friend and we can go right along and participate fully and 
enjoy it all!

Fairness

Without reservation we can give of our self and offer a good amount of interaction without any  
fear. We can be equally kind and understanding to all without regard for what we may obtain as 
everything we need in the way of community and caring will come our way. If we pave the path to 
allow each event, each personality, each way of acting to be available as worthy, we will experience 
all life coming back to us with no conditions that restrict our enjoyment or participation.



And Family
Everyone has the opportunity to create family with others who are available. Sometimes that means 
having the same clan around us and sometimes we create this intimacy with those that merely want 
to be near us. With a family that we support, we become attached to a community. We are a part of 
a whole happening that will keep us and give us protection, comfort, camaraderie and, when we are 
open to having it form out of the environ that is available, a purpose. Do not focus on what we don’t 
have or compare ourselves to others in our immediate environment but look to the opportunity at 
hand, to the situation(s) that we can create, and to the future. Surrounding ourselves with all that is 
available and being immersed in this great world, we become an integral part of this great planet.  All 
we need is there for our acceptance.

A Word About the Author
Cathy Egan Moinester is an accomplished writer with more than 20 years writing for business and 
professional groups.  Semi-retired, she keeps active adding photography to her creative writing of 
stories, poetry, articles, and commentary. Cathy has a B.A. Magna cum Laude from Rutgers University 
and additional training and experience in metaphysics and transpersonal philosophies. More news is 
available on her website.



The End


