

The Canary and the Robin 


By DT Ballard
In the green forests of southern England there once lived a little Robin with the most inquisitive of minds. He would often fly to the swallows and ask them about their adventures in the south. His family thought that he was rather odd and could not understand why he would not settle down and work with the local gardeners.

One late summer evening the little robin decided it was time to go and follow his dreams. He spoke to the swallows who were preparing to leave and asked them if he could fly with them.

‘You will never be able to keep up with us little robin,’ said one of the swallows.

‘I would like to try,’ he replied.

Then he said goodbye to his friends and family and left them with tears in their eyes for they were sure nothing good would come of his travels.

He met the swallows and they began to fly. Up they flew, above the clouds and high into the moonlit sky. By the morning they have left the white cliffs of England and were in open sea. The little robin needed to rest, but the swallows would not stop. He looked down and saw a boat, ‘there is a good place to rest,’ he said to himself.

He flew down and rested on the mast. The sailors were delighted to see him and were certain that it was an omen of good luck. Over the next few weeks the little robin lived with the sailors as they sailed south.

One beautiful dawn the little robin was awakened by the call of one of the sailors. He looked around to see what the sailor was shouting about. He looked across the sea and saw an island covered with green vegetation. ‘I must fly there,’ he said to himself.
He flew across the sea and reached land. He noticed how the temperature was much warmer than home for this time of year. His first priority was to make a home, so he quickly went about building a nest. He liked the tree he built his nest in as it had beautiful views of the island and underneath grew flowers of amazing colour and fragrance.

One day, whilst searching for food, he came across a group of yellow birds called canaries. They didn’t much take a liking to him and thought him to be a strange little fellow; however, one of the canaries caught his eye. The little robin was intrigued with her and tried to move closer. The other birds told him that that she was sick and it was touch and go if she would pull through.
The little robin could not get the canary out of his mind, for love touches even the smallest of hearts. 

Every morning he would get up extra early and hunt for food for the cannery he loved. He would bring all sorts of insects and fruit and gently lay them on her nest before she woke up. 

The canary was delighted with the little robin, but like the other birds she thought that he was strange looking. They began to speak and found that they had much in common. She explained that her wing had been damaged by a bird of prey. Their friendship grew and grew until one day the little robin decided to go and hunt for a flower for her.
It wasn’t long before he found what he was looking for and he picked a delightful blue flower. He was flying back when suddenly he noticed it was dark. He looked up and saw that a bird of prey was hovering over him. He flew as fast as he could, but it wasn’t long before he was in its clutches. 
The canary saw it all from her nest and rallied the other birds to come to his aid. After the kind way he had treated her, the other birds did not hesitate to respect her wishes. They all flew at the bird of prey and attacked it. The bird of prey decided that the little robin was not much of a meal, dropped him from its claws. No doubt easier meals were to be found. She flew down to the robin and her eyes filled with tears.
‘My little red breasted robin, speak to me,’ she said.

‘You are flying,’ he replied.

‘Yes, I am better now. But now we must fix you.’

‘I fear it is too late,’ said the little robin.

As the sun lowered, the canary moved her beak closer to his and gently kissed him.
