HECTOR
Judy Fink
I remember one particularly dry hot summer, walking outside to our backyard deck hearing a panicked cry. There, lying on the deck, was a very small newborn baby robin crying for its mother, its eyes not open, with only fuzz covering its tiny wings and body. Not knowing what to do and realizing the mother could not carry the baby back up to the nest, I gently placed it in an empty shoebox with a soft washcloth inside. I phoned the Pittsburgh Aviary for advice and explained about the baby. 
The gentleman said “sometimes in drought years a mother bird can’t feed more than one baby, so she’ll push the weaker one out of the nest. You realize the Aviary can’t take it.” 
“I don’t want you to take it, I just want to know how to help it,” I answered.              
“Feed it bits of canned cat food for protein and eyedroppers of water”, he said.
	I named him Hector.
	I fed him per the instructions and called my neighbor Gina to come over to see the little guy. His mouth opened so wide it seemed bigger than his head, as I fed him cat food and water. Sadly, Hector only lived a few days and my kids, and I held a small funeral, then buried him in the woods behind our house.
	Gina and her husband Jerry were outside. I said, “Hector died”.
Jerry, unaware of the circumstances said, “I’m so sorry, was Hector a relative of yours”. 
Gina and I smiled, “No, Hector was a baby bird I tried to save.”
“Baby bird! And here I was really feeling sorry for you thinking it was a family member or friend, certainly not a baby bird!”
Laughing I said, “I know, but thanks for the condolences anyway.”




	 
