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  Prologue

  
  




The seasons of our lives are rarely defined by the calendar. Instead, they are marked by the quiet, often overlooked moments that shape who we are: a conversation in a sun-drenched yard, a hard lesson learned on a playground, the humorous pursuit of love on a park bench, or a realization found on a lonely stretch of highway. This collection is an invitation to pause and listen to those moments. Within these pages are the voices of the ordinary and the everyday, each seeking connection in a world that keeps turning. Welcome their seasons. 








  
  
  Fur & Feathers

  
  




The sun was shining brightly. The day had a few clouds spotting a clear sky. The horizon gave a soft balance of blues fading into each other. As we looked up, there, in the distance, the sky met the world around us. The peaceful atmosphere of the afternoon was typical in this yard.




The grass is always cut to the perfect height. It’s watered every morning before we wake up. It’s watered once more before dinner. This routine is what helps keep it soft, lush and green. We can walk on it. We can run on it. We can lay on it. We can play on it. It’s perfect.




The yard has a few trees. They have been here long before we moved in. The trunks are thick. The roots run deep into the ground. The branches extend over the grass. This provides shade during the middle of the afternoon when it’s hottest. If we wanted, we could enjoy lunch in the shade of the trees. If we ate outside that is.




The trees occasionally drop food onto the grass. Sometimes the food is shaped like a ball. Sometimes the food has an odd shape with a branch or two sticking out. It looks interesting. It smells boring. The bugs in the yard seem to enjoy them when they sit on the grass for too long. It’s this reason that I have no interest in tasting them. If the bugs like it, how good can it be?




There’s a few bushes in the yard too. They grow near the fence line. They don’t grow on the fence line. There is still enough room between the bushes and the wall to run and play. The humans who cut the bushes do a good job. They keep enough distance for us to run behind without getting tangled in the branches.




A cat once got stuck by a branch. It was the funniest thing I’ve seen in the yard. She didn’t know what to do. She kept clawing and twitching and screeching. We still talk about how funny it was when the gray tail was stuck. Now she just sits on the wall staring at the yard. Judging the bushes from her spot on high. What a sour girl.




The birds in the area enjoy the yard. Under one of the trees there’s a concrete tower for them. They fly over and perch themselves on the edge of the tower. I’m not sure what they do exactly. They drink from it? They bathe in it? It doesn’t make much sense to me. Why would you drink from the same water you just cleaned yourself with? Curious. Curious and gross.




My friend doesn’t seem to mind. From what he says, it’s totally normal. He thinks I should try it sometime. I haven’t told him yet, but I did try to bathe in it. I jumped as high as I could and landed right in the middle of it. It fell over. I don’t think it’s meant for me. I’m a bit bigger than my friend and the other birds.




We’ve been friends for awhile. We met one day when I was relaxing in the shade of the tree. He came flying down to the yard. He likes to smash his face into the grass and look for bugs. I tried to smash my face into the grass to look for bugs once. Whatever is under the grass isn’t soft. I don’t know how he does it. It hurt.




One day he was smashing his head into the grass. One of the cats was sneaking through the yard. Well, he was busy and not paying attention. It’s hard to notice a cat when you keep throwing your face into the ground. The cat was quietly, carefully, moving through the bushes. I don’t think it saw me. The cats don’t usually come into the yard when I’m here.




As the cat crawled closer to the bird, I shouted at the cat and stood up. The cat immediately ran back to the fence. with one leap, he was on top of the fence line. The sound of my voice startled the bird too. He stopped banging his head and flew off to the edge of the nearby roof. It didn’t take long for him to see the cat. From that moment on he realized I had saved him and we became friends. You might say best friends. And that’s where this story begins.




“Why do you do that?” I asked while adjusting on the grass. “That looks so painful.”




“Do what?” the bird asked. Its head raised and lowered into the grass. “What am I doing?”




“The thing with your head. You keep smacking your head into the ground.” I replied.




“Oh, this?” he said still slamming his head through the grass. “I heard there’s food sneaking around in here. I’m trying to find out if that’s true.”




He never once broke the constant head banging. Every word he spoke was almost in rhythm to the banging. I struggled to find a comfortable spot on the grass. For some reason, I couldn’t find the sweet spot.




“There’s food in the grass? Your food moves?” I asked, slightly curious and disgusted at the same time. “So, if it moves, it’s alive. You eat your food while it’s still alive.”




“Of course.” he said confidently. “If I get them fast enough they don’t have time to talk my ears off while I eat them.”




“They talk… they talk while you eat them?” I replied, horrified by this realization.




“Yes, that’s why I have to eat them quickly.” he said still smashing his head through the grass. “I just can’t seem to find any today.”




“So, you haven’t eaten yet?” I asked, still struggling to find a comfortable spot on the grass.




“I found some food on the other side of your yard earlier.” he said, face buried in the tall grass. “Flying really makes you hungry. Hey, you’ve got a big nose. How good is that thing at smelling food?”




“It’s great. I know if anyone in the house has food as soon as it leaves that big silver box in the corner.” I replied. I was almost certain that I would need to move to another patch of grass to get comfortable. “Why? I don’t even know what to sniff for?”




“Just sniff and let me know if you smell anything that isn’t grass.” he said, head bouncing up and down through endless, lush, green blades. “Just shout or something so I know you found something.”




“OK, I’ll shout if I find anything.” I said, no longer concerned with finding a comfortable spot in the shade.




I sniffed around for a minute or two. It all smelled like grass to me. Then something crept past my nose. It’s not something that I should be smelling this late in the day. It wasn’t grass. It wasn’t food from inside the house. It was the cat.




I couldn’t see her on the fence. She was somewhere in the yard and I could smell her. I raised my head to look around a bit more and that’s when I saw her creeping along the bush toward the bird again. I shouted and ran toward the cat. The bird, startled, took to the air and flew to the roof once more. The cat, nimble and quick as always, darted left, then right and leapt onto the fence. It disappeared into another yard.
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