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‘Feather My Nest’
[Short Story]
By Clifford Oluoch
Far out in the woods, lived a colony of robins – bush robins and farm robins.  Farm robins were known for lack of manners, pride and general wildness.  Bush robins were good, humble and hardworking birds.

Bob Robin, a farm robin, had reached the ripe age of marriage.  It was time to go out and look for a good, faithful and hardworking wife.  So out he flew to the bush to fulfil his mission.

Bob Robin came to the edge of the bush and heard a faint, sad and moving song.  It was a girl’s song.  He strained his ears to capture the melody that almost swept him off the tree he was in.  The song ended and, almost immediately, began again.  This time Bob Robin missed none of it:

Rain, rain wash my tears away

Thunder, thunder scare no one today

Wind, wind bring a friend to stay

Without knowing, Bob Robin found himself drifting towards the origin of the song.  It was not long before he came face to face with the singer herself, a plain, humble-looking and very clean bush robin.

‘I am Bob Robin,’ he started strongly while circling her and chirping excitedly.  ‘Will you come with me to the farm to lay eggs for me, make my nest comfortable and bring up children for me?’ 

The bush robin blushed, looked down shyly before replying in a soft but clear voice, ‘First sing me a song’.  

Bob Robin looked shocked. He knew his voice as being croaky.  He, however, cleared it and made the best attempt to sing his heart and head out.
        Rain, rain wash …

                                                             Wash the evil intentions

off my heart

And make me cleaner than a hat….

Wind, Wind… Blow!

Blow us to the nest…

Blow you east

Blow you west

For me you blow the best!

Lady Robin was struck. Her feathers stood out, clearly impressed by the young bird in front of her.  His song was simply lovely.  It warmed her heart and she gained courage.  She found her voice and spoke softly, ‘I am Lady Robin.  You, Bob Robin, look a clean and well-mannered bird.  It is my pleasure and pride to go and lay eggs for you.  I’ll compose songs and together we shall sing them early every morning and late in the evening.  We may go.’

Bob Robin was very delighted as off they flew from the bush to the farm where his nest was.  He did a jig, almost landing on his back.  

Lady Robin entered the nest and started cleaning straight away, while scolding her husband.  ‘You should eat worms outside the nest and change the grass inside every day.  Shame on you! Now go out and look for fresh grass.’
Out flew the impressed husband to look for clean grass.  Blade by blade he carried the brand new grass to his home.  After several rounds of this, the nest was clean and spanking new.  It smelt of the fields and reminded the two of the size of their love for each other. That night they feasted on fat worms outside the nest and huddled together they sang:
Today is our night

Together we shall pull our weight

And not at all fight

Today is our night

There shall be plenty of light.
Other robins heard them and knew that these were two who had just started their life together.  Some laughed, remembering how they had started their lives together.  Most were very impressed by the song.

A week later, Lady Robin laid one egg.   This continued for seven days when she stopped laying the eggs and started preparing for the period of hatching, which is preparing the eggs to become chicks.

Meanwhile Bob Robin flew in and out of the nest to bring food for his wife who had to remain inside the nest.  It was a hard job but Bob Robin enjoyed it.

After two weeks of hatching, the first egg cracked and a tiny beak broke out.  This was repeated for five other eggs while two did not hatch.  Bob Robin was a very proud bird.  His feathers stood out, his beak proud and pointed to the skies above.  He immediately broke out into a song:



                         Now that I am a father

Let me spread out my feathers

And sing to change the weather.

Now that I am a father

                          Sing with me all ye birds

Sing to welcome my chicks

Sing my brothers, sing my sisters

Sing with me…

Now that I am a father.

The nest was filled with unco-ordinated chirpings from the chicks.  ‘I’ll teach them how to sing,’ said Bob Robin proudly to his wife.  They looked at each other, happy that the nest was warm and full of life.  He flew out severally to get worms for his chicks.  He sang happily as he sped past several trees to his family.

Late in the evening, the tired robin finally squeezed beside his wife.  Together they sang to thank God for the wonderful gifts He had given them.  Life was good.

Bob Robin had a neighbour called Tom Robin, a young robin who was not yet married.  Tom was a wanderer and loved touring the bushes and the forests for adventures and for fruits.  It was during one of these tours that Tom Robin discovered that fermented fruits were the sweetest things ever created.

‘Bob, come let us go and look for those fruits I told you about.  A married bird should eat well so that he can have the strength to feed his family well,’ Tom told his friend one day.  He went on to describe the fruits, his eyes blinking quickly to show excitement.

Bob immediately protested.  ‘But I have to keep my wife and children company.  I also have to be around to fetch food for them.’

Tom was not defeated easily.  In a deep voice full of concern, he told his friend, ‘More the reason why you should eat well, otherwise you will grow thinner every day.’  As Tom said this, he ruffled Bob’s feathers before adding, ‘You used to be fatter than this.  Once a week to the bushes will restore your strength.  Think about it.’

Bob Robin decided to play safe.  So he went and told Lady Robin that he was going to the forest to look for wild fruits.

‘Come back early,’ warned Lady Robin, ‘and bring some fat worms for us.’  Bob Robin made all kind promises to his adoring wife.  She looked lovely taking care of those five noisy yet charming chicks.

The two male robins then flew out to look for the fermented grapes that Tom Robin had been talking about all the time.  Bob Robin was dying to see and taste these fruits.

It was not long before the two birds reached their destination and straight away descended on the fallen grapes, sucking them dearly.

‘Wow, what a feeling!’ exclaimed Bob Robin as he deeply sucked juice from grape to grape.  He kept on chirping excitedly, ‘This is great!’ He and Tom Robin slapped each other on the back, clearly overwhelmed by the fallen grapes.

By late evening, the two birds were completely drunk and could hardly walk, let alone fly.  Bob Robin tried singing but the words could hardly come out.  So they just lay where they were until late at night when they gathered minimum strength to take off.  Took off they did but only after crashing into several trees. 

Very late at night the two birds came home singing loudly, wildly and completely off key.  The whole colony woke up and they were not amused by this disturbance, the first of its kind.  Lady Robin was both furious and ashamed of her husband.

‘You are a shameful husband.  Getting drunk is the only thing you could do.  Your chicks remained hungry the whole day because of you and here you come singing at the top of your voice and smelling like a brewery,’ Lady Robin complained hysterically.  Only the chirping of the hungry chicks stopped her.

The following morning, Bob Robin woke up with a throbbing headache and sour tongue.  He was feeling terrible, guilty, and ashamed at what he had done the previous day.  He went and apologised to his wife but she would hear nothing of it.  

Bob Robin was sorry and vowed never to take fermented fruit again or go to the forest to look for fruits.  He became a good and responsible husband for the next few days.  Lady Robin forgave him. They went back to their singing as the chicks gained weight.

But to Bob Robin the temptation of visiting the forest kept on strongly coming and going.  Worse still, it seemed as if more and more birds were discovering the sweetness of fermented fruits.  The colony was getting noisier and noisier.  Lady Robin was not too happy with the turn of events.

Tom Robin did not leave Bob Robin in peace.  One day, Bob, without the knowledge of his wife, decided to go to the forest briefly.  He vowed to himself that he would only take one grape.  When he arrived, he found a group of young birds already drunk and singing wildly.  He joined them and soon one grape became one too many.  Within a short time, he was also drunk.

Late at night the group of young birds came singing and making noise.  Bob, who was among them, went to his nest and tried to squeeze in between his wife and chicks.  His wife did not allow him to do so.  He was chased away to go and look for another place to sleep in.  He went to Tom Robin’s nest.  

Early in the morning, Lady Robin, who had had enough of drunkards, gathered her chicks and flew out of the nest back to the bush where she had come from.  As she flew, she sang:
Rain, rain wash my tears away

Thunder, thunder scare people today

Wind, wind let me alone to stay.

Wind, Wind…… Blow!

Blow! Blow you east

Blow! Blow you west

Please blow me from the rest!

Bob woke up from his place of slumber and went straight to the nest.  His wife and chicks were missing.  The nest was empty.

Bob Robin was sad.  First he sat inside the empty nest waiting for his family to come back.  ‘Maybe they will be back in a while,’ he comforted himself.  They did not come back.  Next he flew all over the farm looking for his family but they were nowhere to be seen.  He went to the bush where he had met Lady Robin for the first time but she was not there.

Very late in the evening, completely tired and depressed, Bob Robin came back to his nest and sang a very sad song:
Lady, lady please be back

Drink and drink has spoilt my luck

Lady, lady come be my wife

Drink and drink has ruined my life.

Tears, tears……Flow

Flow! Flow you east

Flow! Flow you west

              For me you flow from the nest!
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