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Title: Charlie Chickadee Gets a New Home


Charlie Chickadee was a mountain chickadee. He lived with his parents in a deep hole in a hallow pine tree. Charlie’s mother kept him tucked way down at the bottom of the hole, where he would be safe from harm. It was warm and cozy down deep at the bottom of the hole. But as he grew bigger, there was less and less space for him to wiggle and squirm in.  

On the day he made his way up to the opening where his parents came and went, Charlie poked his head out and looked around in amazement. He felt the warmth of the sun’s rays as it touched him for the first time. His nest was high up in an old, cracked tree. The ground was a long way down. It made him a little dizzy just looking down at it. He popped his head back into his cool, shady hole.  
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Mother said, “Charlie, you have ventured up to the entrance of the hole. It is time for you to learn to fly, so you won’t fall out. "  

Early the next morning, Father began teaching Charlie to fly. By that afternoon, Charlie could venture out a short way from the entrance of the nest to a branch on the tree next door. Then, after resting a few moments, he learned to take off and fly back.   

Charlie was proud of himself. He practiced every day, until soon he could venture out on his own for short distances. Mother teared up, saying her baby bird was growing up. Father put his wing around him. “I am proud of you, Son. You’re making progress.”

Then one day, Father came back to the nest in a flutter. His black and white feathers were all ruffled, his black masked eyes were glassy with fear. “There’s a flock of violet-green swallows soaring through the area,” Father said as he began stuffing the entrance to their hole with sticks.   

“Wait!” said Charlie. “If you cover up our hole, how will we get out?”  

“When swallows soar, it means that they are looking for a home,” his mother explained as she pulled the grasses up from the nest and packed it around the sticks. “They travel in large groups, with aunts and uncles and cousins. Swallows don’t go looking for one home. They all live together, so they look for nests that can hold a lot of birds, like this one.”

Charlie wasn’t sure what to do, but his parents were too busy covering up the entrance to answer any more questions. He began gathering sticks and carrying them to the entrance. He placed sticks across the entry hole, as he’d seen his parents do. 

Suddenly, a huge green head popped right through the barricade, sending sticks flailing down below, and a large black eye was staring straight at him.   
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