Mary A. Paladin

There’s Nothing Like It

Hmmm, Spring… I thought to myself as I scooped out yet another round of birdseed and continued to fill the eighth of our eleven birdfeeders. It is a routine that my husband and I do during the winter months so that our beautiful, feathered woodland friends come to visit us on a daily basis. Each one is strategically placed in a manner that serves a three-fold purpose. 

First, our bird friends can eat enough to keep warm as their tiny bodies burn the seed and suet fuel as quickly as we provide it. Second, their beauty makes us appreciate the amazing handiwork of a power much greater than ours. Third, our whiskered family members can twitch, chatter, and wag as they watch through glass windows and doors that have vertical lines of various sized nose smudges. Their instincts seem to make them feel as if they are still the stealthy hunters that their non-domestic ancestors were.


Certainly, it would be the last time for the year that I would need to do this, I tried to convince myself. We were two weeks into the “official” start of spring and as of then, there had only been a few days of warm (it was actually summer-like) weather. The upcoming weekend had had a forecast for snow! Grumbling, I moved on to the ninth feeder.

Five days later, with my morning coffee in hand, I yawned and walked outside onto our deck. It had finally happened! 

The morning air was warm and sweet; the trees had popped alive with buds in various shades of bright greens, soft yellows and deep reds. They reflected on the Susquehanna River, not more than 200 yards below our hillside home. It had already started to flow more gently since the snowmelt’s force had begun to wane. I looked east, up the river, and saw the blue sky boasting white clouds that looked like giant cheeks ready to burst with pride. Next to me, Blue Hill’s dull, barren, and brown forest floor had become a lighter, softer tan with patches of green scattered throughout. The tiger lily plants had started to awaken and stretch toward the warm sunshine.

Many species of feathered comrades flew about their tasks. Their frenetic little lives were as hectic as always but they had taken on a new happier purpose. They gathered little twigs, pieces of straw, and a clump or two of fur I that had scattered in the woods for just these occasions. I feel it is the least thing our whiskered loved ones can offer in gratitude for the long winter’s entertainment. I noticed in the mix, a bright red belly on a bouncing robin; its head was tilting left, and then right, listening for the movement of its breakfast lying just under the wet grass. Robins are always a good sign…

I smiled as I took a deep breath and a sip of my coffee. Placing my cup on top of the deck’s railing, I headed down to our yard below to begin the collection of the birdfeeders.


Yes,…I thought to myself. There is nothing like springtime in Central Pennsylvania. One never knows exactly when it is coming but once it does it is certainly worth the wait.

I threaded a few of the feeders over my arms and turned slowly toward the house. I lifted my first foot very carefully. I knew from experience that my flip flop clad feet had sunken into the still muddy grass and, if I moved too quickly, I would leave one, or both, behind. I headed back up the stairs to the deck and laid the feeders down next to me.  I slid into an Adirondack chair and began to dry my feet. I chuckled when a tiny brown wren brushed past my face as she flew toward the planter on the brick wall of our house, to take up her annual residency in her house.

“Ahhhhhhhhhhhh…” I sighed audibly.

I stretched my legs out; I put my bare feet on the bottom rail of the deck and then, I leaned back and immersed myself in the soothing veil of it all.

Yes…...to me there is nothing like spring.
