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BRINGING UP A BABY BIRD
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How would you like to be a champion worm digg;r? If you ever play
"mother robin,"™ you will learn what it means. If I know anything, you would
say pleasantly but promptly, "No, thankyoul"™ But you can't say it. You are
looking down at a lumpy, helf-nsked beby bird frozen with fear. Synthetic
motherhpod is somtine; forced on yous A :

in May and June, almost every suitable tree and thick tangle of bushes
is a maternity ward for birds. Baby birds are feirly spilling out into the
leafy coridors . In the off and- on rainy days of spring, we found six robin
nests in the thick jungle of rosebushes climbing over our tennis court. There
were probebly more, judging by the busy parent birds pulling rubbery angle-worms
out of our lawn. Teke in the ten acres, and there must have been a community
of robins, to say nothing of the vireos, towhees, swallows, yellow warblers,
nithatches, thrushes, flickers, and a number of kinds of sparrows.

One misty day, looking out of the kitchen window, I saw a half-neked,
d~ejected robin sitting propped on his tail, his head sunk between his shoulders,
his eyes closeds Hs wms square on the graveled driveway where the first car -
which would bé the milkmen - would run over him. A mother rpbin was busy going
and coming with food for e brood high up in the ivy on thogé.ngo. but she paid
no more attention to the pathetic mite on the ground thanif it was a stone.
Although theré";iny instances of g;)odpumritan deeds by mother birds feeding
stranded waifs of other families than their own, this old robin was either
too busy or indifferent to let it bother her. Since no mother claimed him, I
finally went out and bro\;ght him in the house, put him in e big wire cage with
perches in it, a cup of water, and my best intentions to bring him up in the
way a robin should go.

Then I went out at the edge of the vegetable gard en, got ther shovel

and ¢ ommenced to turn over big sods and moist dirt, a veritable mining oper-
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a_tion which lasted over two wecks. Three times a day the worm shovel was worked,
and I collected each time a half filled two-pound coffee can of wigglers. You
mey say, "Pooh, that isn't many," but you want to try it yourself. Meals were
served every fifteen or twenty minntequll day from seven-thirty to nine-thirty

in the evening. That means four meals en hour for fourteen hours, or fiftyusix
meals. Ten worms a meal means five hundred snd sixty worms. If each worm is
three inches long, it means 1680 inches of worms, or forty-six and tui-thirds
yards. One estimator puts it at a hundred yards of worms a day. Add to this
deserts of apple and other fruit. After all this, the bird seemed always hungry -
and I was out of breath. He had the knack of Antitipating the clock by setting
up & vociferous begging, so we named him Chirpy, because his mouth wes seldom shut.

Twice during Chirpy's briﬁging-up, I had to make trips to town. There
was no other way except to take the baby with me. His cage and the can of angle=~
worms were pul on the floor in the back of the car, and we ambled into town to
the incesseant talking behind us. We parked him at a meter, plugged in a nickel,
and went off about our busin;sé. Twice in the hour, I went back to feed him.
About five=thirty in the afternoon, I was standing on the curb in front of the
open car doong%fiahing worms out of the can, when I became aware thﬁt some one
wes looking over my shog}dor. Chirpy was hungry, so he was tuning up.

"What have you got there?" said a voice.

I looked up and saw a ship-yard worker in biuejoans, boots, and a dinmer
pail. :

"I've got an infant on my hands, ™ I said. I live ten miles out of town
and so had to bring the baby with me. He has to be fed pretty often, and
gobbles up a plenty of worms.”

"Yes, I know that. I used to take a groat deal of tnteroet in the birds,
and feed them around my plaoo." he said, "but lately since I'vo got a vegetable
gardcen, they have been a nuisance. We have to keep scaring them auay.‘

"Maybe you ar§ laying these depredations -to the wrong fellows,™ I said.
Most of us have found that the snails, cut-worms, and other crawlers are doing

, the nost damage to our gardens. The small birds feed their yourn on insects
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