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MAXING THE BIRDS HAPPY

by
Irene Finley

The bird hospital at the Pittock Bird Senctuary is humming end
Seseys  Anybody would 0b & MA3L e po b Mhas’e wnt visth 55, Just o real-
ize what can be done to save the festhered weifs injured on the highways and
by-weys of ordinary traffic in the city. It ic o« cormon ocourrence for
birds in Plight to mis-Jjudge end strike belephone or electric wires, breeking
e wing or striking head-on and being laid up for some weeks -- that is, if
there is some good samariten o take them in. And young birds are alweys
falling out of the nest. Ir. and Mrse Eliot take all invalids in end nurse
them back to 1ife with infinite care and understending. And the birds show
their gratitude by 1os;ng Their fear and rosm about the place like children.
When we entered the smell livingroom of their cotbtage, Skookums
and Mickey, two night-hawks that were patients at the refuge, were sitting on
the arms of 2 comfortable blue and .whito over-stulffed chair -- lengthwise, of
course, as ig the night-hewk fashion of perching on fences or limbs of treese
In the outeof-doors the mottled coats of night-hawks blend with the splotchy
limbs of trees and make them inconspicucus to curious eyes, for these birds
hunt at night and sleep in the dey time. Listen, end you will hear the eerie,
resonant sound as they drop through the night eir to pick up insects on the
wing. When a night-hawk hunts for food, all he hes to do is to fold his wings,
open his wide mouth, which stretches from ear to ear, eand drop like a small k
singing torpedo. ‘ v
Skookums was brought to the refuge by Mr. and Mrs. Homer Goshler, of
3925 Bast Burnside. On June 19, Mrs. Goeshler picked him up on the street in
front of one of the Five and Ten Cent stores. It was one of those afternoons
when the rain came down in torrents, and Skookums was wet and helpless. His
left wing was hurt, he had a bump on his nose, and most of his face roather§
were gonee. He looked as if he had been in a collision, and he felt like it.
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Wickey, the younger nipht-hexk, wes brought in by Mrs. McKown, of 1217 Ne We
26th Avenue. She geve him the name of Mickey beceause it was just as good for
- & girl es for a boy, mnd she didn't lmow which he was.

We ook them oubdoors end let them try their wings. Skookums was
a full grown bird, but he could fly only a short distence with his injured
' wing, which wes well on the way to mending. Mickey was helf fledged end wafted
awey on soundless wings, but he always ceme beck to Mrs. Eliot, his god-mother
who fed aﬁd petted hime Both will be guests at the refuge for somo weeks yet
until they are ready:-to.gb ou%; into their world again.

Five o'clock wac feeding time, and they were ready. Skookums took
his place on a little pad on a shelf in the kitchen. Nearby were little dishes
of hard-boiled egg yolk mixed with peblum and e 1little milk; also e plate‘ of
fresh hamburger. Some of the patients ere given small doses of viosterol to streng-
then them if they heve bed wounds. Hanging here and there on the bushes out-
doors sre suet and nesting materials and bird houses tecked up in safe places.

"Open your mouth, Skookums,® seid Mrse. Ellot. "Ho, that isn't wide
‘enocughs Open widel”™ He opened wide end the pink cevity almost covered up his
faces Two little ladles full went down with a gurgle end e flutter of wings.
Then he rosked sidesdve ou Kis ped and settled himself for a nap, his long-lashed
lids drooped over his big dark eyes. Nickey had not learmed toc open his mouth
in child fashion and had to have the little ladle inmserted in his bill. But
he liked his supper end smacked his lips. Then he, too, cuddled down on his
useless looking little feet.

Yrse Eliot says that birds thet come in with broken wings or em injury
thet needs & splint seldom get well enough to leave for goode They stay around
the dooryard and-come in at night to sleep somewhers on the back porch. The
soreen door is alweys left cjar for theme You never can tell whom you will find
tucked up in a corner of that porche.

We went out into the yard. Mrs. Eliot called, “Bobbiel Jimmiel
It's bread-end-milk timel™ From somewhere in the bushes two young robins ceme
h\irrying to that calle One of them lighted on Mrs. Eliot's white hair, and






MUSK-RAT, KB INDUSIRY FOR OREGON

by
Irene Finley

The sun was setting on Tule Leke, the la;t ﬂ.oodmg light meking
e sea of grey-gold of the broand smooth expense of wetere Fer out in the middle
could be glimpsed a rim of green, the great growth of tules and bulrushes
which in reality grew from ten to fifteen feet high directly out of deep water.
ﬁere were the nesting places of coots, ducks, ra.ilg(, and mmy other water birds.
And here, too, were to be found the rounded mounds iof dead tules hidden in the
tall reeds, houses of the musk-ratse In the evening the musk-rats were e-float--
always the evening for the ﬁusk—rata.
- The boat idled as we threeded the water roads end dounded ono bunch
of tules after snother. The eye caught sight of e half submerged bunch of refuse
with a bit of dead tule sticking up, It moveds The bit of dead tule abt one
end dropped down. There was a wailop in the water es the musk-raot submerged,
and sunke He had been watching us as we wore near his house. ’

Pushing into the thick green mess that towered above us, we searched for
the housee There it was hidden in the green, seemingly floeting on the water,
but in reality tied to the tule stems. As we epprosched,; e hen coot flapped
awey with frightened oriese And there on top of the musk-ret’s house was her
nest with nine dirty eggse.

In general structure and in the character of the teeth, the musk«rat
is simply a great mouse, but in shape and habits it ‘1_3 e small edition of the
beaver. It is for the most part s vegetarian, digging into the roots of a
plant with a few slashing strokes of its strong fore-legs and eating with gusto.
Small fish and frogs form a part of its diet also. But its greatest value and
fame rest in its fur« Today musk-rat fur is one of the most durable skins for
coats, and is colored in many forms for e large merket.

Tule Lake in Oregon is the center of the miskeret trade in the Wost
as conditions here sre idesl. In 1931, the first muskerat was found heres A 1.0t
1ittle later some stock from the Gi‘oat Lakes region was introduced, which wes
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