
 
 

““TThhaatt’’ss  ffoorr  tthhee  BBiirrddss!!””  
  

AAfftteerr  mmoorree  tthhaann  hhaallff  aa  cceennttuurryy  ooff  wwoorrkkiinngg,,  II  

jjooyyffuullllyy  rreettiirreedd  iinn  SSuummmmeerr  ooff  22000077  wwiitthh  aa  

lliisstt  ooff  ggrreeaattllyy  aannttiicciippaatteedd  aaccttiivviittiieess  iinn  mmiinndd,,  

iinncclluuddiinngg  ggoollffiinngg..  BBiirrddwwaattcchhiinngg  wwaass  nnoott  oonn  

mmyy  lliisstt..  TThhaatt  aaccttiivviittyy  eevvookkeedd  aann  iimmaaggee  ooff  aa  

bbeeaarrddeedd,,  bbeessppeeccttaacclleedd,,  iinnttrroovveerrtteedd  ggeeeekkyy  

cchhaapp  wwhhoo  eexxcciitteeddllyy  ssppootttteedd  aanndd  cchheecckkeedd  ooffff  

bird species ffrroomm  hhiiss  bbiirrddwwaattcchheerr’’ss  gguuiiddee  

bbooookk  ((aa  GGrreeaatt--ttaaiilleedd  GGrraacckkllee,,  ffoorr  eexxaammppllee))..  

      TThheenn  oonnee  bbaallmmyy  ssuunnnnyy  aafftteerrnnoooonn  wwhhiillsstt  

ggaazziinngg  oouutt  mmyy  ppaattiioo  ddoooorr  II  nnoottiicceedd  ssoommee  

uunnuussuuaall  ((II  tthhoouugghhtt))  bbiirrddss  iinn  mmyy  bbaacckkyyaarrdd..  

HHaadd  II  bbeeeenn  ttoooo  bbuussyy  dduurriinngg  mmyy  wwoorrkk  yyeeaarrss  

ttoo  nnoottiiccee  tthheessee  ccrreeaattuurreess  oorr  wweerree  tthheeyy  nneeww  

vviissiittoorrss??  WWhhiillee  rreellaaxxiinngg  iinn  mmyy  eeaassyy  cchhaaiirr,,  iitt  

sseeeemmeedd  ttoo  mmee  II  ccoouulldd  eeaassiillyy  oobbsseerrvvee  tthheeiirr  

ccoommiinnggss  aanndd  ggooiinnggss..  II  lliikkeedd  tthhee  iiddeeaa..  TThheenn  iitt  

ddaawwnneedd  oonn  mmee::  II’’mm  aa  bbeeaarrddeedd,,  bbeessppeeccttaacclleedd,,  

iinnttrroovveerrtteedd  ggeeeekkyy  cchhaapp!!  SSoo  II  wweenntt  ttoo  WWiilldd  

BBiirrddss  UUnnlliimmiitteedd  wwhheerree  II  bboouugghhtt  bbiirrddsseeeedd,,  

bbiirrdd  ffeeeeddeerrss,,  bbiirrdd  ttrreeaattss  aanndd,,  ooff  ccoouurrssee,,  tthhee  

BBiirrddss  ooff  NNeeww  MMeexxiiccoo  FFiieelldd  GGuuiiddee..  

      YYoouu  hhaavvee  pprroobbaabbllee  gguueesssseedd  bbyy  nnooww,,  ddeeaarr  

rreeaaddeerr,,  tthhiiss  aarrttiiccllee  iiss  nnoott  aabboouutt  tthhee  iiddiioomm  iinn  

tthhee  ttiittllee  aabboovvee..  TThhaatt  eexxpprreessssiioonn  mmeeaannss,,  bbyy  

tthhee  wwaayy,,  ““wworthless” or “no good.” 

   So, I began to watch my backyard visitors 

and record any unusual birds I spotted. I did 

indeed see a Great-tailed Grackle! And 

more: several kinds of Woodpeckers and 

Grosbeaks, a Red Crossbill, a Scott’s Oriole, 

a Dark-eyed Junko, three kinds of hawks 

(presumably seeking to make a meal of one 

of my other visitors), and many more. Well, 

you get the idea. 

   There’s more to this story. I also had 

squirrel visitors and (rarely) chipmunks. So I 

installed two squirrel feeders on my wooden 

back fence and built a little ladder to them, 

not that squirrels needed the ladder, it turns 

out, but they did use it from time to time. I 

kept the feeders stocked with peanuts in the 

shell. Some squirrels took up residence 

under my backyard shed, so I hung “Squirrel 

Hotel” signs over the entrances they dug. 

   Soon there were baby squirrels scampering 

cautiously about the yard. The squirrels and 

birds coexisted peacefully. My backyard is 

shaded by the leafy canopy provided by two 

huge Fruitless Mulberry trees, so hawks 

couldn’t easily swoop in and carry off diners 

at Café Aves. All was well. For a while.  

   Did I mention the Mourning Doves? Well, 

there were (and are) plenty of them around. 

But they got along with my other visitors, so 

I didn’t mind them. And, for while, there 

was only an occasional pigeon. For a while. 

   My next door neighbor has a backyard that 

is quite open and has power and phone lines 

running across the rear of his property. He 

fed pigeons. They would wait in rows on the 

overhead lines as he supplied his flat feeding 

stations with grain and then they would 

descend en masse to feast. That is, until the 

people living behind him complained about 

the pigeons befouling their patio and back 

yard. So my obliging neighbor stopped 

feeding pigeons.  

   Now, pigeons are not the brightest of the 

bird family and it took them a while to 

discover my Café Aves. But when they did 

find it, they came in big flocks. They 

couldn’t eat from the feeders for the smaller 

birds but the foraged for seed that dropped 

to the ground. 

   And they methodically tossed the peanuts 

from the squirrel feeders onto the ground. 

They couldn’t open the nuts but they kept 

poking and tossing them until they were all 

on the ground. They crowded out the exotic 

migratory birds and most of the smaller bird 

species. And they greatly polluted the yard. 

   Alas, I never found a suitable way to rid 

my backyard of these tiresome dim-witted 

bullies and at the same time be able to 

welcome more desirable guests, so I closed 

down Café Aves and the Squirrel Hotel. At 

the risk of revealing my avifauna prejudice, 

let me say pigeons are for the birds!   

              


