
“Sitting on the back step clipping my nails” 
 
 
Spring has arrived once more to the northern Great Plains.  Garden rakes have come out of the 
shed to replace snow shovels.  Ice chippers and scrapers are given their seasonal rest while 
garden hoes and cultivating tools are once again put to work.  The snow blower has been 
relocated to the back of the garage while the lawn mower has been moved to the front.  Other 
things in the garage and shed get shifted around as one season gives way to the other.  The 
same thing is true inside the house. 
 
Heavy coats, mittens, and gloves find their way to the storage chests and depths of our closets.  
The “fun” clothes we associate with warmer pleasant weather make their way to the front of our 
closets and into the dresser drawers.  Storm windows come down and screen windows go up in 
anticipation of fresh outside air replacing the old inside “winter” air.  The suntan lotion 
mysteriously re-appears on the shelf in our bathroom cabinets.  It won’t be long before our white 
legs and white arms regain some color.   
 
Last weekend was the second weekend of April.  The weather was delightful.  It was also a 
weekend of those perennial “firsts”.  For the first time since last fall, I was able to sit on my back 
step and clip my nails.  I could clip away and not care where the clippings landed.  During the 
winter months, I’d huddle over a wastebasket and carefully clip to make sure that each clipping 
fell into the wastebasket.  That’s a relatively easy thing to do when cutting your fingernails.  It’s a 
different matter altogether when cutting your toenails.  What a liberating thing it is to be able to 
“clip” outdoors. 
 
Saturday was our first time out on the golf course.  My friends and I hadn’t swung a club since 
last fall.  It sure felt good to be out there once again, walking the course, seeing the familiar 
sights, and swinging away.  We actually played quite well all things considered.  One shouldn’t 
have expectations that are too lofty with the first few rounds of the year.   
 
For the first time this year I had the moon roof open on my truck while driving down the highway.  
Even though the temperatures were only in the upper 50’s, the sun felt good on my face while 
driving.  I wore shorts, too, again this weekend.  Don’t you love wearing shorts?   
 
Another first of the spring season was bringing out the garden hoses, sprinklers, and nozzles, 
replacing the rubber washers in each one, and making sure they all work.  I watered the lawn for 
the first time this year.  Sitting comfortably in a chair on the patio, watching a sprinkler go round 
and round can be mesmerizing and surprisingly relaxing.  Another thing I enjoy is watering my 
bushes and vines by hand.  There is something therapeutic about standing there, holding a 
nozzle and directing a gentle flow of water towards the plants.  It’s quiet and peaceful.  The sound 
of the water hitting the leaves and lattice panels is very relaxing.  Seeing the plants respond by 
growing and blooming is rewarding, too.   
 
I brought out the new birdbath to replace the old one.  It sits on an ivy-covered tree stump in my 
backyard not too far from the birdfeeder.  It won’t be long before I crank up the mower for the first 
time and cut the grass.  Don’t you love the smell of fresh cut grass?  I expect the lilac bush in the 
front yard to start showing some buds for the first time this year.  It’s too bad those blooms are so 
short-lived.   
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Being able to sit on my back step to clip my nails last Saturday morning made me appreciate this 
spring season even more.  These are just a few of the thoughts that came to my mind while 
sitting there.  I expect that you, too, have many “firsts” of the spring season to think about and I 
hope, be grateful for.  They need not be momentous events.  How many of the things that happen 
in our lives are actually momentous anyway?   
 
 
It’s the everyday things that make up life.  Too often we run over the everyday good things while 
reaching for something spectacular and unrealistic.  We are so consumed with tomorrow or the 
day after, we forget to enjoy today and the moments today provides.  A famous author once 
penned the phrase, “Stop and smell the roses”.  How about personalizing that?  Why not say, 
“Stop and enjoy the view”, “Stop and have a chat on the patio with your neighbor”, or “Stop and 
watch that Little League game”? 
 
Take the time this spring season to appreciate the “firsts” once again.  Fill up your senses with 
the wonderful sights, sounds, and smells that make waiting out winter worth it.  If I can appreciate 
something as mundane as clipping my nails outside, surely you can come up with “funner” things 
than that!  I hope you have a wonderful spring and a terrific summer!   
 
I’m sure you’ll be hearing from me again.  Take care. 
 
 


