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About the 
Authors
This collection of  nonhuman 
animal biographies was curated by 
a group of  undergraduate students 
at Roger Williams University 
enrolled in a course entitled “Animal 
Studies and Deep Ecology.” This 
course was created and instructed 
by Professor Sargon Donabed 
through the history department 
at Roger Williams University. 
Professor Donabed translated his 
master’s studies in anthrozoology at 
Canisius College into a curriculum 
for this course, which focuses on the 
perspective of  humans as animals 
alongside nonhuman animals and 
the infl uence that all living beings 
collectively have on each other and 
the greater ecosystem that is the 
earth. 

The course challenged students 
to discuss ecological ethics and 
animal rights and alongside these 
academic studies, students enrolled 
in this course had the opportunity 
to spend time at Winslow Farm 
Animal Sanctuary. It was during 
these periods spent at the sanctuary 
that they were able to commune 
with diff erent animals (human and 
non-human) and convey some of  
their stories to the reader. 

These students come from a variety 
of  backgrounds and academic 
focuses, but one common trait they 
all possess is a deep and abiding 
connection to a more-than-human-
world and the desire to be re-
enchanted through its majesty–and 
to pass such wonder on to others.

A note: 
The students in our Animal Studies 
and Deep Ecology class have 
decided that it would be best to 
include only our fi rst names, not 
our last names, with the nonhuman 
animal stories we helped to write. 
Because the residents of  Winslow 
Farm are known by fi rst names, 
we did not want to make an 
unnecessary distinction between us 
and our new companions. We think 
that this helps bring about equality 
in the narratives we are trying to 
tell, in a genre where humans are 
too often emphasized over the 
unique identities of  nonhuman 
animals. We hope that this style 
choice shows that nonhuman 
animals deserve the same respect as 
their human counterparts.
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Every year millions of  nonhuman 
animals are killed in factory farms 
across the nation. The conditions 
they are forced to endure prior 
to their execution are abysmal. 
Egg-laying hens are kept in small 
cages, chickens and pigs are kept 
in jam-packed sheds, and cows are 
kept on crowded, fi lthy feedlots. 
Most factory-farmed nonhuman 
animals have been genetically 
manipulated to grow larger or to 
produce more milk or eggs than 
they naturally would. Now, there 
are many organizations across 
the nation that try and save as 
many nonhuman animals as 
they can, but the harsh reality is 
that they cannot unravel these 
massive operations on their own. 
Nonhuman animal sanctuaries 
such as Winslow are a great way 
to help this movement and shelter 
a plethora of  factory-farmed and 
rescued nonhuman animals. 

While zoos are known to 
sometimes take in and rehabilitate 
certain nonhuman animals, very 
rarely will you see one saving 
factory-farmed nonhuman 
animals. Sanctuaries, on the other 
hand, don’t have a mission focused 
on profi t and bringing in people 
with attractions. A sanctuary’s 
purpose is to be a safe haven for 
the nonhuman animals that are 
lucky enough to be rescued: it 
is a place where the nonhuman 
animals will spend the rest of  
their days being taken care of  and 

where they will be allowed to live a 
peaceful life. 

The importance of  these 
sanctuaries cannot be overlooked 
as they allow visitors to spend time 
with these nonhuman animals that 
have already experienced so much 
in their lives. The connections 
that can be made between visitor 
and resident at Winslow know 
no bounds and bring to mind a 
quote by Indian philosopher Jiddu 
Krishnamurti:

“If  we could establish a deep 
abiding relationship with nature, 
we would never kill an animal 
for our appetite; we would never 
harm, vivisect, a monkey, a dog, 
a guinea pig for our benefi t. We 
would fi nd other ways to heal our 
wounds, heal our bodies.” 

By connecting with these 
nonhuman animals at the farm 
and learning their individual 
stories and trials, not only does it 
give one a greater appreciation 
for our non-human counterparts, 
but it also allows us to heal. 
Spending time with nonhuman 
animals is known to have positive 
health benefi ts and, according 
to some research, being in close 
contact with or taking care of  
an nonhuman animal may lower 
blood pressure, increase positive 
social behaviors for children with 
autism, and even go so far as 
greatly increasing the survival rate 

following the fi rst year after a heart 
attack. 

Not only do sanctuaries allow 
people to learn about individual 
nonhuman animals, save said 
nonhuman animals, and provide 
a safe place for interacting with 
these nonhuman animals, but 
they also function as an invitation 
to a larger conservation about 
nonhuman animal care. Lastly, 
many sanctuaries are operated by 
volunteers which provides a great 
opportunity to anyone interested 
in lending a hand and helping out 
these great organizations. So, go 
and visit your local nonhuman 
animal sanctuary, spend some 
time with the nonhuman animals 
and see just how important these 
sanctuaries are–not just for the 
nonhuman animals they’re saving, 
but for the humans as well. 

Animal 
Sanctuaries

but for the humans as well. 
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Winslow Animal 
Farm Sanctuary
Winslow Farm Animal Sanctuary 
is located on 37 Eddy Street in 
Norton, Massachusetts and was 
founded by Debra White in 1996. 
The sanctuary was first created to 
rescue and care for abandoned and 
mistreated nonhuman animals, but 
a year after its founding, in the fall 
of  1997, White opened Winslow 
Farm to the public, creating a space 
where guests could interact with 
the nonhuman animals and learn 
about the individuals and species 
they represented. A little over a 
decade later, the sanctuary has over 
200 different nonhuman animals 
including cats, goats, chickens, 
horses, alpacas and a plethora of  

bird species. Beyond animal care, 
the major focus of  the sanctuary 
is educating the public concerning 
neglected, abandoned, or abused 
animals.
 
The farm’s main mission is to 
provide the highest quality of  life 
for the nonhuman animals in the 
sanctuary: the individuals have 
almost free rein on the premises 
and each nonhuman animal is 
given individual care. Visitors have 
the privilege of  interacting with 
these wonderful individuals as 
equals with the understanding that 
each interaction is as distinct and 
special as the individual itself. 

Winslow Farm hopes that its 
success can help promote other 
farm sanctuaries as well as the 
preservation of  wildlife and its 
habitats. Winslow Farm Animal 
Sanctuary is also looking to grow 
and educate people on the impact 
nonhuman animals have on 
humans, and the impact humans 
have on nonhuman animals.

37 EDDY ST
NORTON, MA

02766
(508) 285-6451

winslowfarm.com
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Blueberry and Beacon

Pigeons have a colorful and tragic 
history. The passenger pigeon–once 
so numerous that fl ocks were said 
to have blocked out the sky–was 
hunted to extinction by 1914. The 
last pigeon, Martha, died alone in 
a zoo. The common pigeon was 
introduced by English colonists as 
food in the 1600s, escaped, and 
bred to unfathomable numbers–
New York City alone has an 
estimated population of  upwards 
of  fi ve million as of  2019.

The public took a reprieve from 
pigeon-hating during World 
War I. From 1914 to 1918, both 
the Allied and Axis Powers used 
homing pigeons to deliver top-
secret messages. The most famous 
example of  a heroic war pigeon 
is Cher Ami, French for “Dear 
Friend.” In October 1918 during 
the Meuse-Argonne Off ensive, she 
fl ew over twenty miles after being 
shot, saving 194 soldiers’ lives. She 
received the Croix de Guerre. 

As the owner of  a rescued pigeon, 
I have heard people say, “They’re 
like fl ying rats, we’d be better off  
without them.” They have no 
concept of  accountability. It is 
unfortunate that pigeons have 
to suff er when they are often the 
victim of  human stupidity, not the 
enemy. Pigeons are gentle creatures 
who mate for life–more than can be 
said for most humans.

The pigeon in the loft is clean and 

BIRD
by Rebecca

well-groomed and soft-looking. 
His feet are pink and scaly, with 
delicately taloned toes. His feathers 
lay perfectly next to each other on 
his almost rectangular frame, giving 
the appearance that he is wearing 
a thick coat over stocky shoulders. 
He is so white he is almost blinding, 
except for the back of  his body. On 
the top of  his tail and rump are a 
few bars of  bluish-black feathers. 
He is Beacon, the largest male, 
named for these “blue” feathers 
that almost look like a birthmark. 

Another member of  Winslow’s 
pigeon fl ock is Blueberry, a smaller 
white male. Blueberry was born at 
the farm in 2018. Blueberry fell 
out of  his nest at a young age and 
required special medical attention, 
which Winslow Farm lovingly 
provided. Winslow’s newsletter 
promises: “Blueberry is a friendly 
pigeon and does his pigeon dance 
for volunteers.” I can’t think of  
anything cuter than that! 

You may have heard of  “dove 
releases” at weddings to symbolize 
good luck. But did you know that 
these “doves” are actually white 
homing pigeons, the same breed as 
Beacon, Blueberry, and the other 
members of  the fl ock? Releasing 
pigeons is disastrous for the birds, 
because many of  them become 
confused and cannot fi nd their way 
home. Concerned people fi nd them, 
often wandering along the roadside, 
and bring them to sanctuaries like 

Winslow where they can start over 
with a new home. These beautiful, 
intelligent, graceful birds are given 
a second chance to raise families 
and become part of  a fl ock. Next 
time you see a pigeon fl ying around 
a building or eating breadcrumbs, 
remember the noble history of  
these unique birds–and remember 
they deserve your love.
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Edwin

I don’t have any experience with 
cats–never mind nonhuman 
animals in general–but after a 
short time being at Winslow, as 
I’m kneeling down, an orange 
cat pawed on my string bag and 
jumped up onto my back, and then 
my shoulder. Edwin is an orange 
cat around nine years old living at 
Winslow Animal Farm Sanctuary. 
He was brought into the sanctuary 
as a kitten in 2011 and has been 
living comfortably since. Unlike 
many of  the other nonhuman 
animals at Winslow, Edwin was not 
rescued from any form of  abuse. 

Edwin values his independence as 
he is rarely seen hanging around 
the other nonhuman animals, some 
of  which like to gather together in 
a crowd like the alpacas. He’ll hang 
around or on a fence post every 
once in a while, but when another 
nonhuman animal approaches him, 
he quickly jumps down and scurries 
away. Gabriel the llama poked his 
head near the relaxing Edwin 
and the cat couldn’t run away 
fast enough. Exerting even more 
independence, when approached 
by another cat, Edwin hissed at his 
counterpart and ran away when 
the other swiped at him. 

Edwin’s coat is as lush as the softest 
and thickest of  blankets. Your 
fi ngers get caught in between the 
locks of  his Garfi eld-like orange 
fur. He enjoys being stroked from 
the tip of  his head all the way to the 

CAT
by Ian

back and up his tail. I don’t know if  
this is an experience all cats enjoy 
but Edwin certainly did because he 
would stop near me every so often 
to let me do it and wouldn’t move 
again until I did that very stroke. 
Inversely, he’ll commit to sitting 
in place if  he’s determined to do 
so. He’ll sit with his head held up 
high and when I would approach 
to pet him, he would move toward 
me to allow it to happen and then 
proceed to sit down in whatever 
place he stopped. 

As I said, his tendency to climb was 
our fi rst encounter. I was kneeling 
down and having a look at one of  
the donkeys when I suddenly felt 
a tugging sensation against my 
string bag and could see Edwin 
in my peripheral. He took hold 
of  the bag and jumped up to my 
shoulder with ease. He stood as on 
my shoulder as if  he was in a cat’s 
natural habitat. Francisco saw the 
interaction and said, “He thinks 
he’s a lion!” I stood up as slowly 
as I possibly could to not disturb 
my new ferocious friend. He stood 
on my shoulder for many minutes 
only to then climb up my large, 
fl uff y hat so he could lay down 
on my head. Edwin exerted his 
dominance over me and there was 
nothing I could have or would have 
done. I would have let Edwin sit 
on my head all day, despite his 
weight bending it forward. Only 
when I sat down did he take the 
chance to leap down to my lap and 

subsequently to the ground, onto 
his own path. 

On my return to the farm, Edwin 
returned to me. He leapt back onto 
my shoulder and resided there for 
what felt like forever. I don’t know 
if  he remembered me, as it was one 
week later, but he continued to do 
all the mannerisms to me that he 
had done before. He even jumped 
from my shoulder to Sarah’s and 
then back to mine. 

Edwin may seem like an ordinary 
tabby cat, just to be seen as 
something background, but he is 
his own individual–just like almost 
every being on the planet. Spending 
just an hour with him will get you 
to want to spend all day with him. 
Winslow does a fantastic job giving 
Edwin a wonderful place to live, 
and I hope he spends the rest of  his 
days happy there.
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Feather

Feather is a kind-hearted, loving 
feline. He craves physical touch and 
adores attention. He will purr by 
your side, but his reaction doubles 
in intensity when you hold him in 
your arms or lift him onto your 
lap. I think that he is accustomed 
to spending most of  her time 
independently. This makes the 
most sense in my mind, because he 
is extra appreciative when he does 
get that devoted attention he most 
dearly enjoys. 

Thankfully, I do not believe he has 
any past experience with abuse. He 
is too forthcoming to have been 
abused by humans before. He does 
not hesitate to run up to anyone and 
purr for the attention he desires. If  
he had experienced abuse in the 
past, he would either shy away 
from humans or be resentful and 
abrasive around them, which is the 
contrary of  his naturally delighted 
disposition. He sees pure love in 
people and wishes to join them in 
companionship.

CAT
by Emma

Unfortunately, I did examine minor 
signs of  hardship on Feather. He 
was suff ering from a chronic ear 
infection during my time with 
him. When I would pet that side 
of  his face, he did express a little 
hesitation before craning his neck 
back to move out of  arm’s length. 
Nonetheless, the pain caused by 
such an infection did not inhibit the 
happiness which he projected.

Any corner I turned; I ran into a 
new cat. I could not keep track of  
them all while I was there, but the 
Winslow Farm Animal Sanctuary 
website lists that they are home to 
thirty feline friends. However, at no 
point did I see Feather interacting 
with or even in the same vicinity as 
another cat. Some of  them were 
together, so it makes me assume 
that he chooses not to interact with 
members of  her kind. This may 
allude to past encounters Feather 
may have had with another cat 
being unfavorable. There was no 
exhibited hostility between her 

and others, though, so I cannot be 
certain.

While I was able to conclude a 
lot about Feather during my time 
with him at Winslow Farm Animal 
Sanctuary, a lot remains a mystery 
to me. His age, for example. While 
he did exhibit signs of  age, he 
possessed a youthful energy. He 
was consistent in his enthusiasm 
and endurance while prancing 
alongside me.

While his appearance and 
personality are able to hint at 
the secrets of  his past, whatever 
hardships or struggles he may have 
faced are issues long gone now. 
He leads a well-supported life at 
Winslow Farm Animal Sanctuary.
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Gabriel
LLAMA
by Daniel

Gabriel was a joy to observe. His 
front is primarily white, with a few 
spots of  black near his neck and 
ears, while his backside was brown. 
He was fun to watch, even though 
I could never really get close to 
him. He wasn’t the most social of  
nonhuman animals, but he was 
very content alone. Gabriel spent 
most of  his time seated, getting 
a close look at everybody and 
everything that passed by. While 
he was still very shy, he was very 
interested to see what I was doing, 
especially. I kept a good distance 

while I was observing him as I 
hoped it wouldn’t interfere with his 
normal routine.

Gabriel came from a farm in 
Indiana. He was taken away from 
his mother about one month too 
early, which possibly explains 
his temperament and general 
shyness, even among the other 
nonhuman animals. The poor guy 
came down with shipping fever (a 
lung infection) before arriving at 
Winslow. Typically, llamas, horses, 
and cattle are prone to such issues 

and, like in Gabriel, can cause 
severe dehydration. Now, secure at 
Winslow Farm, Gabriel enjoys his 
interactions with humans and non-
humans alike. He is fi nally content.
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Greyson

I’m a cat person. I feel that I should 
mention this right off  the bat. 

I grew up around cats all my life; 
some incredibly friendly, others 
that avoided people all together. 
In particular, there was one cat 
from my childhood that left a great 
impact on my life. When I lost 
him around the age of  10, I never 
thought I would have a special 
kind of  connection with another  
nonhuman animal–specifi cally, 
a  nonhuman companion animal. 
That was before arriving at 
Winslow Farm. While listening 
to a worker there speak about the 
kinds of  nonhuman animals and 
the upkeep of  the location, I felt 
a presence press up against my 
leg. Looking down, I saw a small, 
grey cat with white paws and bright 
green eyes. His name was Greyson.

From the fi rst minute I started to 
follow him around and play with 
him, I knew that he and I were one 
and the same. Greyson is the kind 
of  being that wants to stay out of  
others’ way and stay in their own 
world and in their own place. While 
walking around the farm, he would 
run to the side or get out of  the way 
of  any nonhuman animals coming 
in the opposite direction, whether 
the nonhuman animal was moving 
in an aggressive manner or if  they 
were calmly walking by. Greyson, 
whenever someone that he isn’t 
entirely comfortable around comes 
closer to him, is rather shy. When 

CAT
by Zachary

I began interacting with him, it 
took him a few moments to open 
up and feel comfortable around 
me. I found that getting down 
to his level and allowing him to 
control the interaction and take his 
time to become more comfortable, 
was the best way to fi nd what is 
okay to do. He decided, after a 
few moments of  smelling me and 
growing to understand that I was 
friend rather than foe, that it would 
be okay if  he sat on my lap. While 
I was interacting with Greyson, I 
had only seen him have a positive 
relationship with another one 
of  the cats. The two took naps 
together, cuddled together by the 
fi re and played together. 

He is very sweet and very “soft 
spoken,” so to speak, by which 
I mean quiet and stays away 
from any kind of  confl ict. He is 
truly a peaceful being that makes 
meaningful connections.
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Henri

Henri is a heritage turkey. This 
particular breed of  turkey is 
diff erent from turkeys modernly 
raised for consumption. Not only 
does that mean he will be safe come 
Thanksgiving each year, but he also 
possesses historical characteristics. 
This is why he looks so unique. 
Rather than the brown turkeys with 
deep red snoods on their beaks we 
regularly see from time to time, 
Henri has pale white feathers and a 
light pink snood. 

Heritage turkeys are not bred for 
consumption, so I believe Henri, 
in some form, was a nonhuman 
companion animal on a diff erent 
farm. I think it was a diffi  cult 
transition period to say the least. 
While he remains surrounded by 
the other birds on Winslow Farm 
Animal Sanctuary, and the website 
describes it as a friendship, I could 
sense a tension between them.

Henri is the Winslow Farm 
Animal Sanctuary’s only turkey. 
He remains stationed at the 
entrance, surrounded by a fl eet of  
chickens and roosters. He asserts 
his dominance both over them and 
visitors. As my classmates and I 
entered the sanctuary, we walked 
past Henri, trying not to disturb 
him. However, he was quick to 
aggression and ruffl  ed his feathers 
before sprinting a few feet in our 
direction, fl apping his wings and 
trying to ward us away.

TURKEY
by Emma

This greeting was the initial 
sign I had that Henri was either 
aggressive or defensive, perhaps due 
to past trauma. A brief  biography 
about him is listed on the Winslow 
Farm Animal Sanctuary website, 
where it reads that he is actually 
an extremely friendly bird. It also 
discusses that he was displaced 
from his last residency and is only at 
Winslow Farm Animal Sanctuary 
temporarily, as they search for a 
new home for him.  

Henri’s snood stood erect for the 
majority of  my time at Winslow 
Farm Animal Sanctuary. I believed 
that this, along with his fl apping, 
was an indicator of  aggression. 
However, I have since learned that 
this is a mating sign. A turkey’s 
snood will stand erect with blood 
fl ow upon excitement to attract 
a mate. So, the entire time I 
interpreted Henri’s behavior as 
aggression, he was actually a lonely 
turkey longing for a mate.

I initially viewed Henri as the 
default alpha. In a sense, that is 
true. However, I think he was the 
true alpha turkey wherever his 
life was before. I also believe this 
energy and confi dence directly 
translates to his behavior around 
the other birds. He has free range 
of  the area of  the sanctuary that 
he constantly walks. He does not 
hesitate to intrude on the personal 
space of  others. However, none 
of  the other birds would intrude 

on his space. They know he is in 
control of  that land. It makes me 
question whether he has just been 
there longer than they have, or if  
he was able to conquer, in a way, 
their home.



WORDS FROM WINSLOW



FALL 2019



WORDS FROM WINSLOW



FALL 2019

Jezebel

When I fi rst met Jezebel, she 
appeared to be a quiet, reserved soul 
with wary eyes and bowed head–
not someone I thought I’d spend a 
lot of  time with. I approached her 
with caution, as I had no idea how 
to interact with a donkey; and she 
seemed to have the same feeling 
toward me–the unknown before 
her. So, I decided, instead of  trying 
to stick my hand in her face, I would 
sit quietly beside her and draw her.

I learned two things while doing 
that: 1. her best friend is Stardust, 
who she spends the majority of  
her time with, and 2. donkeys are 
extremely and extraordinarily 
beautiful. I took the time to observe 
her big eyes, the long, fuzzy ears 
that immediately caught my 
attention, and the ornate patterns 
created by all the shades of  browns 
and greys in her fur. All the beauty 
I saw when I dared to look closely. 
That’s the thing about art: as soon 
as you view something through 
the eye of  an artist, you will never 
see it the same. It will forever hold 
such immense beauty and depth–
complexity. Intrigue. Even the 
most seemingly mundane becomes 
beautiful.

Coming back the next week, it 
turned out that I missed her. I 
missed her presence. I missed her 
thoughtful but quiet existence like 
I had known her for years and 
she was an old friend–I was not 
expecting that.

DONKEY
by Sarah
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Mrs. Turtle

Mrs. Turtle is an 18-year-old cat 
that lost her back-right leg when 
she was hit by a car.  The great 
thing about cats is that they truly 
do have nine lives. There are 
two types of  people: cat and dog 
people, but if  you come across Mrs. 
Turtle the only person that then 
exists is one who pets a cat. She is 
a very loving being who enjoys the 
simple pleasures in life like cuddling 
into a stranger’s leg or side. This 
is the beauty of  Winslow Farms: 
the connections this place creates 
between human and nonhuman 
animals are connections that both 
groups remember for a lifetime and 
look back on fondly.  

In thinking more about the 
importance of  domesticated 
nonhuman animals in opening 
people’s eyes to Animal Rights, 
equally important is the need for 
nonhuman animal sanctuaries 
like Winslow Farm in society. The 
problem, however, relates back to 
economics, and the harsh reality 
is that these sanctuaries and places 
for nonhuman animal refuge 
get expensive and is next to near 
impossible for a sanctuary to create 
signifi cant profi t, or even break 
even for that matter. However, if  
society could somehow undergo 
a shift from zoo to sanctuary, 
then this would be a step in the 
right direction. No longer should 
there be a need and desire to keep 
nonhuman animals against their 
will in captivity because of  the 

CAT
by Thomas

moral dilemma that presents itself  
now in modern society about this 
traditional practice of  keeping 
nonhuman animals in small cages 
that cheats them of  a more fulfi lling 
life. Hence, another great thing 
about Winslow Farm and similar 
places is the communal feeling and 
relationship between all human 
and nonhuman animals.

Cats in particular are great 
nonhuman animals to open the 
average person’s eyes about the 
importance of  nonhuman animal 
ethics and nonhuman animal 
compassion. Just walking around 
with Mrs. Turtle for a few minutes 
teaches someone fi rsthand the value 
of  all life–regardless of  species–
which then leads to the personal 
understanding that one being’s life 
can never justly be appraised higher 
than another being’s life. The point 
of  life is living and embracing all 
the other life around you; and it is 
within these other beings, greatest 
happiness and extra importance 
can be found.

Both times I went to Winslow 
Farm for Animal Studies class, one 
particular being left a profound 
impact on me. The fi rst time I 
met this individual was under a 
table towards the horse stables. 
What originally made me notice 
this being was the familiar sound 
of  a cat’s gentle purr. Then, as I 
heard this sound that reminded 
me of  countless fun memories with 

other cats, I felt something push up 
against my leg and noticed a pretty, 
fall-colored cat. This particular cat 
looked like it had been through a lot 
and had used a few of  its nine lives. 
Eighteen years young and only one 
cataract, Mrs. Turtle continues 
to live a life of  happiness and 
comfort, no matter the obstacles 
that she faces. Mrs. Turtle is also 
an inspiration in that she was hit 
by a car and lost a leg because of  
it, and yet, this beautiful being still 
climbs surfaces like the four-legged 
members of  her species and can 
even be seen walking around quite 
a bit at Winslow Farm.



FALL 2019

Sadie

With my limited interactions with 
Sadie at Winslow, I was able to 
determine that she was a gentle 
and calm creature more prone 
to standing still in the sun for 
long periods of  time rather than 
meandering the enclosures and 
aff ectionately bullying the other 
horses at the farm (I’m talking 
about you, Tucker). Sadie is a 
female Shetland Pony at Winslow 
Animal Farm and arrived at the 
nonhuman animal sanctuary with 
her fellow mini horse and best 
friend Shadow. Her color coating is 
primarily white with large splotches 
of  black. While observing Sadie on 
my fi rst day visiting the Farm I was 
struck by how calm her demeanor 
was, always taking her time and, as 
previously stated, spending lengths 
of  time baking in the sun in all of  
her mini glory (just as glorious as a 
regular–just in a smaller package). 
My fi rst day’s observations were 
limited to what has been detailed as 
Sadie, while not necessarily skittish, 
is certainly wary of  newcomers and 
keeps an eye on anyone who enters 
her area of  perception for the fi rst 
few times. 

My next visit to the nonhuman 
animal farm took place on an 
extremely frigid morning and, 
despite the multiple pairs of  socks 
on my feet, my toes lost all sensation 
in a rapid manner. My hands were 
forced to endure that odd, stinging 
cold that only those who are forced 
to sit and watch their kids play 

MINI HORSE
by Cam

youth sports in early spring when 
it’s 34 degrees and raining at 8 in 
the morning but for some reason 
no one decided to question the 
integrity of  the decision for kids to 
be outside getting soaked and sick 
would understand. The only true 
relief  I felt from the cold came from 
my equine acquaintance; however, 
after that frigid day, I would call 
Sadie my friend. After starting 
the day trying and failing to keep 
warm, I decided I must endure 
and go forth and mingle with the 
nonhuman animals. Sadie initially 
shied away from me that morning; 
however, after a long and deliberate 
conversation in which we discovered 
similar interests and world views 
(i.e. I fed her carrots), she warmed 
right up to me–and warmed me 
(frozen hands remember). From 
then on Sadie was my girl, and 
I was able to approach her at my 
leisure–as long as it was done 
calmly–and stroke just under her 
mane, right up against her neck as 
well as her sides. Keep in mind that 
the ability to do so lasts exactly the 
length of  time between you petting 
her and her next off ered meal, as 
she possesses terminator-like focus 
once she catches wind of  hay (turns 
out it really is for horses).

It was also on this day that Sadie 
stood her ground and protected 
me from the encroaching band of  
llamas who were a little too curious 
for my tastes about the area of  dirt 
that we were occupying. Forward 

the llamas marched until the brave 
little horse-that-could stood her 
ground and shewed them off . Was 
this done to protect me? Yes. Did it 
have anything to do with her love 
of  the aforementioned hay and was 
she most likely just defending her 
food from marauders? How dare 
you assume such a thing. 

My third day at the farm was 
a damp morning. It had just 
rained the night prior and a slight 
drizzle was sporadically making 
life miserable. While not entirely 
refl ective of  Sadie’s attitude, the 
weather did have the eff ect of  
making her even more sedentary, 
and when moving, it was more of  a 
meandering gate than a purposeful 
approach. This day brought more 
of  the same from the hay addict, 
and so the last few hours of  my time 
with Sadie were spent watching her 
graze and scratching her mane 
and neck. My lasting impressions 
of  Sadie are that of  a gentle soul: 
she was kind and calm and still 
cautious, but after spending time 
with her, that cautiousness gives 
way to friendliness. That was my 
biggest takeaway from my time at 
Winslow: a new friend.
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Snowmoon

A horse is one of  the most common 
nonhuman animals for a child to 
learn about when they are young, 
and rightly so. Apart from the 
fact that the majority of  horses 
reside on a farm which is easily 
accessible, horses possess a natural 
aspect of  wonder which draws 
children in; perhaps it is their calm 
nature or their gentleness which 
is so appealing, but when coupled 
with their size, it is no surprise that 
some horses can be daunting to 
approach.

It can be surprising and sometimes 
disappointing that some horses, like 
Snowmoon, are afraid of  humans. 
As her name suggests, she is an all-
white quarter horse that is about 8 
years old. She was rescued over the 
summer of  2019 from a slaughter 
auction in the south along with her 
companion Dublin, who both had 
to endure a 27 hour car ride up to 
New England after being rescued; 
the pair can often be spotted 
hanging out in the vicinity of  one 
another, but never too close.

The fi rst time I had the pleasure 
of  meeting Snowmoon, she was 
very hesitant to approach anyone. I 
decided to give her space until she 
was comfortable with my presence, 
and when I did approach her, I held 
out a peace off ering in the form of  
a peppermint candy. As I slowly 
extended my hand out toward her, 
I could see that she was eager to 
investigate the treat, but was still a 

HORSE
by Kacy

bit unsure about my close proximity 
and my intentions. Needless to say, 
it wasn’t long before she decided 
to take the risk of  trusting me–and 
the peppermint. After learning 
about her trials, I was thankful that 
Snowmoon still had the courage to 
give people another chance to treat 
her as the beautiful soul she is.
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Stardust

Spending time around rescued 
nonhuman animals is a huge part 
of  my life. I own two rescue dogs 
myself  and they each bring me 
immense joy and happiness. I will 
always be commiserative towards 
abused nonhuman animals and 
admire their courage and resilience 
to lead fulfi lling lives. At Winslow 
Farm Animal Sanctuary, I met a 
new friend who overcame horrible 
circumstances and now lives a 
wonderful life: Stardust, who is a 
donkey with a brilliant white coat. 

I met Stardust when we were both 
lounging in the morning sunlight, 
keeping ourselves warm on a frigid 
morning. I was immediately drawn 
to Stardust’s reserved nature; he 
was not as social as some of  the 
other nonhuman animals and 
seemed at peace enjoying the 
sunlight. He possesses a deeply stoic 
mindset, quiet and unassuming. 
While observing him in his home, 
it felt like me and Stardust were old 
friends.

After spending some time with 
Stardust, I learned more about the 
horrifi c circumstances he endured 
before he was brought to Winslow. 
Stardust’s fate was tied to the food 
industry, as he was to become fodder 
and butchered. He was purchased 
from the Swansea meat auction 
and it was obvious his previous 
owners had no regard for his health 
or wellbeing. When Stardust was 
being escorted to the auction fl oor 

DONKEY
by Luke

he was beaten with sticks and 
tugged by chains. Worst of  all, his 
owners neglected to attend to his 
basic needs and never hired a farrier 
to trim and balance his hooves. 
When a horse or donkey’s hooves 
are not cared for, they can develop 
a condition called “founder” where 
the hooves become overgrown and 
curl up like pointed shoes. By the 
time Winslow purchased Stardust, 
he could not walk without feeling 
immense pain. However, after a 
two-year rehabilitative process, 
Stardust regained his ability to walk 
comfortably.

Stardust’s journey to regain his 
health reminded me of  some of  the 
rehabilitation I had to go through 
when recovering from my athletic 
injuries. However, my physical 
therapy never lasted for more than 
a few months, while Stardust’s 
grueling process went on for two 
full years. I admired Stardust’s kind 
and quiet nature when spending 
time around him. He seemed very 
comfortable around people, which 
is astonishing considering how he 
was treated in his past. He was 
very comfortable when I stroked 
his fur and mane. His fur was 
well groomed and well kept, the 
testament to the dedication of  the 
staff  at Winslow farm to keep him 
healthy. Stardust also never has 
to worry about his hooves again, 
thanks to Francisco, the farrier at 
Winslow. A farrier is a specialist 
in hoof  care, and Francisco is 

dedicated to his craft. I realized 
that Stardust had a dedicated, 
passionate group of  people looking 
after him at Winslow.

I was drawn to Stardust at 
fi rst because he seemed more 
introverted than the other 
nonhuman animals at Winslow. He 
lacked the ebullience of  the other 
nonhuman animals, keeping mostly 
to himself. I respected his space and 
observed that he is truly at peace at 
Winslow. Stardust has overcome 
horrible hardships over his years 
to lead a peaceful, fulfi lling life. 
He is stoic and reserved, but also 
kind. His strength, resilience and 
courage are as admirable as any 
human’s. I’m thankful that I had 
the opportunity to meet a creature 
as brave and tough as Stardust, and 
I know he is in great hands thanks 
to the staff  at Winslow Farm.
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Sydney

This is Sydney the emu. She is 
one of  the two emus at Winslow 
Farm, her friend Aussie being the 
other. Sydney and Aussie are the 
only two emus at the farm amongst 
the variety of  other nonhuman 
animals. They were rescued from 
an emu farm where they were 
going to be slaughtered. Instead, 
they were thankfully rescued and 
will now live the rest of  their lives 
at Winslow Farm. At the farm, they 
have the freedom and space to move 
and run around. Since emus are 
very fast birds, Sydney and Aussie 
enjoy joining in with the horses and 
go running with them. Together, 
they make loud booming and 
drumming sounds to communicate. 
Sydney and Aussie get along well 
with the other nonhuman animals, 
sharing the same living space as 
them. Sydney is slightly larger than 
Aussie but they both are strong 
and healthy thanks to the people at 
Winslow Farm.

Emus are the second largest birds 
in the world and are native to 

EMU
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Australia.  They can grow to a height 
of  over six feet tall and a weight of  
120 pounds. Despite their size and 
weight, emus are very fast runners 
and can run up to a speed of  31 
miles per hour. They have wings 
that they use not for fl ying but for 
steering while running and cooling 
themselves down after a run. They 
need that ability to cool down 
because they have very large, thick, 
and fl uff y coats of  feathers that 
are multiple shades of  grey, white, 
and brown. Emus have unique eyes 
because they have two eyelids, one 
used for blinking and the other 
used for keeping dust out of  their 
eyes. The diet of  emus consists of  
various plants and insects, such as 
beetles and grasshoppers. Emus 
are very unique birds that are not 
commonly seen in the U.S. and are 
very interesting to learn about.

Sydney and Aussie were rescued 
from an emu farm where they 
would have been slaughtered.  Emu 
farms became a popular “agri-
business” industry in the late 1980’s 

in the United States.  There was a 
very high demand for emu meat 
as an alternative to meat from 
other nonhuman animals such 
as cows. They became popular 
commercially because farms would 
auction or sell emu meat or eggs at 
farm markets or fairs. Eventually, 
the prices began to rise signifi cantly, 
and people began to realize that 
emu meat did not compare to the 
usual red meat, causing the business 
to diminish. Although the industry 
has decreased since then, emu farms 
still exist today. At these farms, they 
breed emus, incubate eggs, and 
hatch emus that they will either use 
to lay more eggs or slaughter for 
their meat. Emus are abused and 
mistreated at these farms which is 
exactly why emus such as Sydney 
and Aussie were rescued, so they 
can have a better life at nonhuman 
animal sanctuaries like Winslow 
Farm. There, they can live a safe, 
healthy, and happy life with the 
freedom and respect they deserve.



FALL 2019



WORDS FROM WINSLOW



FALL 2019



WORDS FROM WINSLOW

Tucker

Out of  all the nonhuman animals 
that reside at Winslow Animal 
Farm, there are none that I feel 
more of  a personal connection 
with than with Tucker. Tucker is 
a large pony, and his thick brown 
coat and black mane suggest his 
breed is Arabian, one of  the most 
common and recognizable breeds 
in the world today, but he is in fact 
a Morgan Welsch pony. Tucker has 
black patches on the knees of  his 
front legs as well as black socks on 
his front feet and white socks on his 
back feet. 

Tucker was brought to Winslow 
Animal Farm due to his retirement 
as a riding horse. After retiring, 
his place at his riding school was 
no longer necessary so he came 
to Winslow Animal Farm. He is 
now in his late 20’s and since his 
arrival at Winslow Animal Farm, 
he has built a reputation of  being 
a kind horse and great addition 
to the farm. My interactions with 
Tucker confi rm his reputation and 
I am lucky to have had more than 
one interaction that proved these 
claims. 

On the fi rst day of  our time at 
Winslow Animal Farm, Tucker 
was the fi rst horse that I saw and 
was the fi rst horse I interacted 
with. I approached him slowly and 
calmly, showed my hand to him, 
and he responded with interest 
and approached me. He let me pet 
him and run my hand through his 

PONY
by Jameson

mane, showing me already how 
friendly he was. 

This was a great introduction, but 
I felt the real bond between us on 
the second day at Winslow Animal 
Farm. On this day, my class was 
walking out to the far end of  the 
farm when Tucker came galloping 
in our direction. Everyone made 
space for him to pass and as he 
rounded a tree, he was lined up 
directly with me. As he approached, 
I did not move and just before he 
would have collided with me, he 
stopped, looked at me for a few 
seconds, and then brushed past me 
and walked toward the front of  the 
farm. That is an interaction I will 
remember all my life.
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Winter

Winter is a beautiful, seventeen-
year-old pony here at Winslow 
Farm. Prior to arriving at Winslow 
Farms, she suff ered abuse at the 
hands of  her former owner. Among 
other forms of  torture, she survived 
beatings with a hammer. As a 
result, Winter suff ers with many of  
the same issues one sees in human 
survivors. She struggles with 
trust and is especially fearful of  
humans. Winter’s response mirrors 
a psychological phenomenon 
known as the fi ght, fl ight, or freeze 
response. Because abuse tends 
to occur randomly, a survivor’s 
response is triggered often without 
warning. As a result, a survivor 
can experience a similar response 
they had to the trauma when the 
traumatic event is not occurring. A 
survivor is more likely to respond 
negatively to an everyday trigger 
because their psychological and 
physiological responses are used to 
trauma occurring at random. As a 
result, minor triggers can send an 
individual back to that state of  fear 
and shock. 

Winter’s case presents an additional 
factor that worsens her response. 
Because Winter is a nonhuman 
animal, it is more diffi  cult for her 
to diff erentiate between types of  
humans. As a result, all humans can 
be a trigger to Winter. Interactions 
could send her fi ght, fl ight, or 
freeze response off  because she 
suff ered abuse at the hands of  
humans. Typically, those who have 

HORSE
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been abused try to avoid situations 
which mirror the traumatic event 
or events which cause them to 
panic–but Winter does not have 
that option. In order to stay alive, 
Winter has to interact with humans 
on a daily basis. The humans at 
Winslow Farm have worked hard 
with Winter to help gain her trust. 
Winter also had to work quickly to 
develop a level of  comfort toward 
these humans. 

My own personal interactions 
with Winter showed her strength. 
During my entire time at Winslow 
Farm, Winter stayed behind a 
fence. When I approached, she 
stared at me. This made sense: I 
was a new human and she seemed 
uncomfortable. So I backed away 
and sat on a swing. After a while, she 
stopped watching and continued on 
with her normal activities. I started 
moving a little closer to the fence, 
making sure she could see me so 
she wouldn’t be spooked. She still 
seemed a little hesitant, but not 
nearly as nervous as before. 

The next week, I went back to visit 
Winter. She saw me and did not 
look as nervous. At one point, hay 
was placed along the perimeter of  
her fence for the other nonhuman 
animals to eat. Winter approached 
me, since I was standing near the 
hay. I grabbed a small handful, 
planning to throw it over the fence 
to her. She tried to eat it out of  my 
hand, but since I knew she was 

nervous I ended up throwing it 
over to her. It was the only time she 
approached me. The next week, I 
only got to see her briefl y, but again, 
she was not nearly as nervous as she 
was on the fi rst day. 

Winter is a persistent and strong 
horse. She had to overcome a series 
of  traumatic events and learned 
to trust humans. With the help of  
those at Winslow Farm, Winter is 
now safe and well cared for. Her 
courage in confronting her fears 
every day shows her strength. 
Winter is truly an example of  
courage and perseverance.
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