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AI-generated content may be incorrect.]“Look to the skies”, whispered Silver the mother raccoon.  “The storms are not over my little-one.  Climb the wall quickly and get your breakfast.  The Guardians have put out plenty for all.”

Rath Kuna peeked around the tall pillar. “I-I'm scared Mama.  There are so m-many others at the feeding station and it’s not our time!”  

Silver looked around the stone pillar fearfully. With a deep breath she climbed over the wall and encouraged her daughter to follow.  “The Guardians are kind and seem to understand when we are in need little one.  Don't be afraid,” she soothed her timid baby. “Just do not disturb the others.” 

“Okay Mama,” Rath Kuna murmured breathlessly as she climbed onto the wall.

––––––––
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The silver-gold sun shone through the dark gray clouds hanging heavy in the sky.  The colorful cardinals, quick and alert chickadees, cautious nuthatches, and quiet sparrows flitted between the branches and feeders. The swift and loud blue-jays soared in and out carrying food back and forth to nests. The titmice had their own little assembly line, and the wrens sang happily as they busily collected food. The squirrels sat boldly on the Sanctuary wall, stuffing themselves, seeming to be careless about any problems and occasionally tussling playfully.  The chipmunks ran back and forth with their usual industriousness. Their stuffed cheeks made their faces look fat as they scurried along hiding behind fallen branches, leaves, and even their feathered and furry friends.
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The beautiful cross beaks moved furtively behind the bushes and frantically collected as much as they could hold then flew off to their nest in the field.  The crows brooded, wet but alert, in the tallest trees around the reaches of the Sanctuary.  They knew that the storms were not the only danger.  
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Now, while they were all tired and hungry, they were extremely vulnerable to their old enemy, the dangerous predator, Mattassin, the red tail hawk. The crows usually ate at around eleven, but only after all the others in the little community had eaten.  Their fellow corvids, the bluejays would post guard for them.  If the storms held off everyone would be able to feed their new families and themselves by noon.

Suddenly the little chickadee clan leader, Chickapee, called shrilly from the front stations, “Look everyone! All the front stations are full! Spread out!” 
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The cardinals, nuthatches, a ladder-back and others quickly shifted to the front stations.  Several doves also joined the group. The blackbirds remained behind and hovered at the perimeter of the back station awaiting their turn. 
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On watch at the front station, Cawly, one of the younger crows, kept a sharp eye on the skies. “Be careful” Cawly shouted!  The young crow had seen the hawk sliding quietly along the top edge of the trees at the far front of the Sanctuary.  The murder of crows went into action like a well-trained squadron. Father Rorlk took up the call in the back.  Year mates Calok and Rolik flew towards the call.  Jalok flew up to Rorik’s vacated observation post near the nest.  

As Mattassin, the red-tailed hawk, dove toward front station and a retreating cardinal, Calok and Rolik screamed, and counter attacked.  The young female cardinal, Pocco, was so anxious about gathering food for her new babies that she did not see the great hawk bending his wings into the dive. The scream went up from the defending young crows, "Duck Pocco!"
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Poccootat, Pocco's mate, turned and sped in front of the falling hawk, shoving Pocco aside, just as Calok and Rolik fell upon the great red predator from behind, still screaming their warnings to Pocco, and beginning to throw curses at Mattassin. “Hey, you big red-tailed bully, pick on someone your own size and do it face to face.  Don’t be a coward and hit when they’re not looking, you crook nosed colorless parrot.”

Mattassin screeched in anger and frustration as poor little Pocco, terrified and confused from Poccootat’s shove, tumbled across the ground and slid under the edge of the fire bush near the house.  
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