Summer Guests

[image: ]We all know what the birds and bees do, right? And, when we see the fruits of their labor, more in particular, the birds, we are just thrilled that a set of parents would choose our particular house for their esteemed residence. To get to the point, we were excited a few weeks ago, when we noticed a pair of chickadees flying to and fro into a minute hole in the cavity of a stone pillar / eaves outside our front porch. Each morning, when we came downstairs to make the coffee, we would notice our friends flying diligently about their daily business – getting enough food to feed the family. Our two cats, Nigel and Maggie, decided the best spot for daily action was the front porch, and they have, more or less, been plastered to the floor or a seat watching the activity.

These two tiny birds, when we stepped outside the porch and entered their domain, would set up the most alarming cheeping and would be dive bombing over our heads, in an attempt to frighten us away from their home. That said, we tried to disturb them as little as possible. However, after a while, they came to somehow know, that we were their friends who distributed seed and suet and gave them the ability to take a bath and quench their thirst from the hot, humid weather conditions that had befallen on their postnatal chores.
July 4th to them was no holiday!  Things were as normal in the chickadee household, just trying to find enough food for so many hungry beaks, was a daunting task each day.
	


[bookmark: _GoBack]We’re not sure what time the alarm first rang as we were out enjoying the fireworks! When we came home, stepping out of the car I noticed that some of my porch flowers were looking a little strained from the heat. I insisted that before I went in for the night, I just had to water them, which turned out to be a stroke of luck for one of our baby chickadees. Just as I had finished using the hose, I stopped to listen to the night air and heard a little cheeping noise. I stood quite still, wondering what this could be and straining my eyes to look at the ground, saw to my horror and surprise a little half ounce of fluff and feathers hopping around at the base of a big flower pot. My heart just went out to this brave little chap; goodness knows how long he had been on the porch step having tumbled from his safe nest some eight feet up from the ground. He had to be put back in the nest and given a second chance hoping that his parents would embrace him with love on his re-entrance!

The next morning, we were anxious to go outside to see if the coast was clear and there were no mortalities – I’m pleased to say it was. Mum and Dad chickadee were busy flying around with bugs in their beaks – it was business as usual – feeding their hungry brood. As we stood quietly and listened, we could hear the cheeping inside the nest and just hoped that our “drop out” was enjoying his brothers and sisters once again, and the next time he ventured outside the nest, it would be his graduation. 
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