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Many of us have been confined to our homes now for a month and a half. The school year, sports’ seasons, and countless events all have been wiped from the calendar. Easter became a virtual holiday.
Now the Governor has mandated that we remain at home until May 8 – at least. Businesses and many people are losing patience. Self-discipline may be slipping; for when I do go out (which isn’t often), there seems to be more vehicles on the road.
All the while, the total number of cases of COVID-19, and the deaths stemming from it, keep rising. What should we do?
What we can do is go outside, take a deep breath and look around. We can remember that it’s spring, we are amid the Alleghenies and things could be worse.
On a recent overcast but mild Monday morning, I stepped out onto the back porch to get my newspaper then stopped, transfixed. A sea of birdsong washed over me, lifting me with its buoyancy.
We are in the midst of the breeding-bird season. Right now there are more bird species here than there will be at any other time of the year. Some are residents but most are transients who are visiting only for the breeding season then will be off to other feeding grounds, ranging from the far north to the subtropics.

Their songs call to mates, warn rivals, sound alarms and claim territory. Together, it’s a surge of sound, yet each call can be distinctive if you listen for it.

That morning the birds themselves were everywhere: in trees and shrubs, atop chimneys, on powerlines and neighborhood fences. They flitted quickly through my line of sight, singly and in pairs, chasing each other or flying in close formation.

Mild as the morning was, I just stood there comfortably for a few minutes, taking it all in. Thinking that I should be capturing these observations, I went back in the house, grabbed a notepad and returned to the porch –

Just as a snarling, circular pavement saw started chewing its way through asphalt in a parking lot across the street, soon accompanied by the banging and oscillating rumble of a sizable backhoe loader. The birdsong – and my pleasant early-morning mood – were gone.

Seeing the time, 7:10 a.m., some descriptors for the workers came to mind that are unprintable in this space. But then a thought occurred to me: This was just a freak occurrence in my neighborhood; what about all of the people who wake daily to the sound of machinery, of traffic’s din, of sirens and honking horns, calls and curses and vehicle-vibrating woofers?

Things could indeed be far worse for us. The places where COVID-19 is sickening so many, threatening to overwhelm healthcare resources and claiming so many lives, are the same places where people can’t hear as much birdsong, or see as many trees dressed in spring blossoms or enjoy a neighbor’s bed of daffodils.

Think of how much more difficult things are for city dwellers, confined to apartments and condos, walking urban streets for fresh air and exercise, and enduring ever-present threats of exposure. Think of how wearying and worrisome this situation is for them.

Yes, this is tiresome for all of us – and so very difficult, even threatening, for many of our businesses. However, we need to remain patient and think of others – both those who are sick and dying elsewhere; and those who are not sick and dying here, because we are doing what we’ve been told to do.
Step outside, take a deep breath and listen to the birdsong. You’ll be refreshed. Go for a walk and be uplifted by the blossoms and the new life that is bursting from the ground and tree limbs.
Be grateful that it’s spring, and that we’re in the Alleghenies. Here, we are blessed by what we have – and don’t have.
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