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Dedication

Dedcated with love to my children:Dianne,
Ginny, and Edd; to my grandidren: Amber,
Ashley, Russelland Josh;and to my great
grandchildrenBlair, Jamie, Walker, and Elise.



“This IS a true story about a bluebird named
oBlue Boy. o | know because | am
of this date, | am flying aroush enjoying this
beautiful earth, all because of kind humans
who love us bluebirdd. was hatched in their
backyard, where they have bird houses made
especially for us with roundoorways just one
and threeeighths inches wide and no perches
out front. This discourages other birds from
using our nests because they have to light first.
We fly directly into the house. There is plenty

of pine straw for us to build our nests, fresh
water to drink and bathe in, lots of trees and
grass where crickets and other good bugs can
live so we can have all the food we need, and a
fence to sit on and watch for our food moving
around in the grass. Ilts a wonderful yardo

be in.



| had two beautifulbluefeathered parents
who lovingly made their nest of pine straw.
They laid four blue eggs, but | was the only
one that hatched. My kind humans discovered
that something had happened to my parents
late one afternoon, and kind Mrs. Human came
right awayto see about me because shenkhe
was all aloneShe found me with my mouth
wide open, just begging for food. | was sooo
hungry.

She figured things out very quickly, so she
and ldt me in my nest and ran inside her
house, grabbed a shoe box, made someshal
the lid, put some fresh white paper napkins in
it, and came back to get me. She reached in and
carefully took me out of the nest and placed me
in the shoe box. | was only two days or so old
and really just helplesd!had no feathers, just
a little bit of soft fuzz on a few places on my
little body. | was sooo fragildbecause | was
mostly just skin! My legs were quite long and
refused to hold me up! In fact, thgust
flopped straight out sideways with my little
body down on the floor of my new home!

sure must have been a sight to see, but my



Blue Boy’s house where he was hatched. (The birdhouse
on the post under the limb of the birch tree.)

Blue Boy back in his shoebox home only for a picture

kind Mrs. Human thought | was just beautiful!
She patted me lovingly on my little head and

gave me my name, OBl ue

Boy.

O



Well, as | said beford, was sooo hungry,
holding my head back with my mouth wide
open, waiting for some foodWly kind Mrs.
Human remembered that we bluebirds eat
bugs. Our parents go out and catch nice, fresh,
live bugs, which she says are mostly protein. It
was getting dark gickly, so she told kind Mr.
Human to please get a flashlight and start
looking for some bugsHe did so, looking
under things, over things, in corners,
everywher@ without any luck whatsoever!
My kind Mrs. Human began to pmgi yes
pray! All three of us weregetting pretty
desperate by this time!

She pr ay,evd needoaLbog. Blease
send me a bug. Any kind of bug will do! This
l ittle bird is hungry.o

Just seconds later, she turned, and on the
concrete floorunder the carport, what did she
see coming towal her but a finesized spider!

She said, ,lolrhda.nk Smes t apped
him lightly with her shoe, just enough to stun
him and stop him! Then she picked him up by
one leg and dropped him in my mouth. Oh, he
tasted sooo good! But he was just a small bite



for me. | needed a lot more food than that! And

kind Mr. Human had come up with absolutely
nothing! So kind Mrs. Human was thinking,

What do we do now? We have to have something to
feed this hungry little baby.

So...she prayed aganlL or d, pl ease show
me wh at to do.06 Suddenly she re
that she had a leftover New York strip steak
her freezer! She ran in the house, taking me
with her in my new shoéox nest, took the
steak from the freezer, put it in her microwave
for a few seconds, then took a gh&nife and
shaved some small bits and pieces off the side.

Using tweezers that she cleaned with an anti
septic, she fed me all | wanted to eat. It was

sooo good. Again,Lohra.ai d, oThai

| settled down and slept really well that
night. This continued for a couple of days
when a family membeheard about the time
my kind humansvere having and offered to go
on the Internet to see what was suggested.

A website said to get some puppy chowe us
a blender and make meal out of it, add lots of
water and a little oil, use a syringe or a drop
per, and feed this to me. Kind Mrs. Human did



this, using water she had boiled. She had also
cleaned a dropper along with all the things
she used to feed m&he continued to clean
after every feeding from then ogshe wanted

to keep me as safe as she could so | would not
get sick. The puppy chow was sooo good, and |
gobbled it down! She would feed me until |

would not open my mouth for her any more.

After seveal days, | began to move about,
and my feathers began growing. But before |
became too active, my kind Mrs. Human put
me back in my original nest in the bird house
with good old pine straw. The three blue eggs
that did not hatch were still in it. | felt ery
comfortable staying there. She did this many
times until | was moving around enough that
she was afraid | would get out. She always
took me inside their house with them at night,
and | always slept really well. My legs were
really getting strong by now and my little
body was covered with feathers.

My kind Mrs. Human knew | was about to
ooutgrowdé my shoaddkibhdbox home, so
Mr. Human that | was going to have to have a
cage. She rememberétht they had some left



over oOhardware clothdé and thoug
be perfect materi al for a cage.
clotho is another name for real
wire. Kind Mr. Humanmade me a really sweet

little cage with a door on the front so my kind

Mrs. Human could get her lAnd inside and

take me out or do whatever she needed to do.

She put some sticks inside from side to side at

different levels for perches, and it was not long

before | was jumping from one to the other

without any problem. And she made my new

home sooo coroftable! She kept nice clean

pine straw on the bottom with several snew

white paper napkins over it in places. She

could reach in and change any or all of these

things as often as needed.

She continued to feed me regularly because
| just stayed sooo hungryBut she realized
that one day | wuld have to be free and would
have to be able to take care of myself. She also
knew that the parents of little birds teach them



Blue Boy in his hardware cloth home, where he lived until
he was taken to Carolina Wildlife.

Blue Boy’s “Kind Mrs. Human” watching him closely in his nest.



to find and catch theifood. Oh my, what to
do? You guessedit mor e pr a yseow!
me what to do! o

Now, | sure did like that puppy chow, and
one day she told kind Mr. Human that this
little bluebird might grow up wagging his tail
feathersand barking instead of chirping! They
both laughed. But seriously, she knew | could
not stay on puppy chow much longeo, you
guessed it again: more prayer. Just by chance,
they ran into the nice neighbors from across
the street, and she told them that she needed
some crickets. She remembered at that
moment that he loved to fish.

He quickhk r esponded, ol
crickets. | will bring you my cricket box with
some crickets in it. Just feed them some fresh
lettuce and maybe something like frozen
French fries, and spray their box with a little
water from time to time. Use them to feed

yourlit t 1 e bird. 6 8dlamthef el t

answer to prayer.

oThank you, Lord. 6

have

oLord

k e

S
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So | hadsome nice fresh bugs along with
my puppy chow. They were sooo goodut
my kind humans knew that | would have to
learn how to get my own food so | could live
out in my world. They decided to try some
thing They took a big piece of the
clothd and made a cage, | eavi n
open. They placed it on the grass, and kind
Mrs. Human put me in it and turned some
crickets loose inside. | did not like that thing
at all' And | let them know it! She took me out,

and put me back in my little cage.

She continued to feed me my puppy chow
and cricket diet, and | was beginning to look
like a fine, healthy, bluebird. She was sooo0
proud! | was really moving around in myage,
fluttering my wings, just practicing, you know,
for the time | would be able to fly away.
Everyone was assuring and reassuring kind
Mrs. Human that | would be okay outside, that
I woul d just 0go back to the w
many doubts about that. Finlgl she gave in,
and they decided to just see what | would do.
They put me in my original nest and walked

away.



Our neighbor’s cricket box, which is mentioned in
the story. Also, there is another bluebird house in the
background.

What a precious bird! He seemd to love being in his own
house, even with the three eggs that didn’t hatch.



In a little while | jumped y into my one
and threeeighths inch doorway and just sat
there. After a minute or so, | decided to try my
wings! Off | went into the air and flew about
forty feet across the yard, right into a big
window screen. | dug my claws in and stayed
there for a little while, then let go and
dropped softly to the flower bed beléwbut
my wings worked. | could fly! | wassooo
proud! | just stayed there, and kind Mrs.
Human came over and scooped me up and put
me back in my little cage. | was kinda glad to
be back in there too, because my heart was just
apounding.

My kind Mrs. Human was thinking again
that | just was not eady to be on my own. She
took care of me for a few more days. By this
time | was really responding to my caregivers
as they called me by my

Boy. 6 | was al ways soo0o0

My kind Mrs. Human gave in again when it
was suggsted that they let me go. So kind Mr.
Human placed me on another birdhouse there
in the yard. Suddenly two big birds with
beautiful blue feathers came and sat on the bird

name,

happy

0
t

(



house with me and checked me out real good
before flying away. | guess they were just
curious, but | was not afraid of them.

| then flew to the top of the carport and
from there to the tree limb over my original
home. | just sat there for a while, my heart just
apounding, not knowing quite what to do. My
kind Mrs. Human must have realizetdow
insecure | felt. She told kind Mr. Human to get
a ladder, go up and bring me down! | did not
try to get away from him as he did this. She
put me back in my little cage once again and
took care of me, feeding me my puppy chow
and cricket diet.

And allt he whil e she was praying,
pl ease show me what to do. 6

As everyone continued telling her | would
revert back to the wild, she gave in for a third
time. Kind Mr. Human placed me on the same
little birdhouse and moved away. In just a
minute, away | wat! | flew way up into
another tree in the backyard, then to the top of
their house, then over to another tree for a few
seconds. | was sooo confident and so proud! |
took flight again, flying across the backyard,



over the fence, and across the pasturethe
trees about the length of a football field away!

Kind Mrs. Humanwas sooo sad thinking,
Maybe | was wrong. Maybe he can make it on his
own. Looks like he is gone for good thiShme!

was crying sooo hard.

This all happened on a Sunday morning
before they went off to church. When they
came back home, she looked for atlearound
the backyard, but sawo sign of me anywhere.
All this time my kind Mrs. Human was
praying prayers for me. She was still worried
that | just could not take care of myself out

the wild.
She prayed, oLord, pl ease take
Boy. ® You care about him too. Y

and all the other beautiful birds and wildlife

that are on this earth, and the Bible tells us
how you even know when a sparrow falls. So
please, take caref him. And Lord, if he still

needs us, pl ease send him back. ¢

Well, that Sunday afternoon my kind Mrs.
Human heard me chirp down in the trees

across the pasture. That lady really knew my



voice! The next day they were doing some
yard work in the backyardwhen kind Mrs.
Human heard me again down in the trees back
across the pasture! She stoppebat she was
doing and rushed through her fence gate and
over through the horse gate leading to the
pasture. But by then, my chirp wasoming
from the big oak treejust up the way. As
quickly as she could, she came back through
the horse gate and got to the big oak tree. But
the chirp had changed locations again! So she
came as fast as she could, following the fence,
and there on the other side of the fence in her
back/ard, in a little crepe myrtle tree, sat a
little bluebirdii ME!

She could not beliee her eyes! She could not

reach me over the fence or through the fence!
She called to kind Mr. Human, who was sitting

under a shade tree about ten feet away, to
comequickly! He did so and just reached down

and picked me up off the limb! | did noy to

get awg from him. He placed me on his arm,

and | just sat there. It was obvious that | was

tired, hungry, and thirsty.



The trees back across the pasture where I heard Blue
Boy chirping on his way back home. He came over
the fence onto a low limb, where “Mr. Human” just

stooped down and picked him up. “Mr. Human” was

sitting in the white chair.



