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Location, Location, Location
    Linda Monnahan Peterson
	“They’re all gone!”, I cried as I checked what was left of the nest my husband and I had been watching for at least a couple of weeks. 
Quite a few years ago, I gave Gordon an eight-foot John Deere windmill as a birthday present. Through the years, and due to the many winds that have come through here, the whirling green head is no more. But, the signature green uprights, as well as the bright yellow platform remain.
One Sunday morning about a year ago, I looked out the window at breakfast time to see a robin flying back and forth to the platform in a flurry. “Did you put some feed out on the windmill platform?” I asked my better half.
“Why would I do that when we have bird feeders, as well as a suet feeder in better places than that?” he replied. Our windmill tower was out in the open, making anything on it perfect prey for circling predators.
“Well, a robin sure is busy up there with something.!”
Over the next few days, we watched this bird, with the assistance of her mate, build a very sturdy, circular nest of twigs, grass, and mud atop this platform. Why was she building it there?
Day after day, we anxiously waited as we saw one, two, then a third egg laid in the nest. Then, we watched, as daily, the robin incubated the eggs, while her mate brought her food to eat. 
We looked up pertinent information as to how long the process would take. It would be eleven to thirteen days before the eggs would open, and hungry mouths would open skyward.
	Then, the fateful day arrived. I saw a cracked, bright blue shell on the concrete platform below the nest. I had to investigate. Gingerly, I got out our six-foot step ladder to peer up into the nest. When I looked in, I found the bird abode vacant of other eggs, adults, or other young birds. Not even a feather remained.

