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Since retirement from AIM Paul & Ellen have lived on their old farm in New York where Paul has taken up sharing parables of their experiences, online, by radio, and in booklets.
 
Introduction:
This is the true and ongoing story the of the guinea fowl on their farm.  The story begins in Zandeland with an event from Paul’s childhood as an Missionary Kid.  
 
Guinea Fowl Are In The Peanuts
There are several reactions when a Zande discovers that Guinea fowl are in his peanut garden.  
The Zandes are hunters and also cultivate gardens in order to obtain the food they need.  Their small gardens are in constant danger of being harvested by the wildlife that live in the area.  They build a low-walled guard hut where one of their children can keep watch to chase away the monkeys that get into the maize, or the guinea fowl that start digging up the peanuts.
The gardener was no doubt distressed that he would receive less benefit from his harvest, but he might have also been a hunter thinking of how delicious peanut fed, guinea fowl meat would be!  The hunter, however, had no shotgun.
He knew that the son of the doctor had one.  Actually, I was the son, and the shotgun was my dad’s.  It was a single shot, 20-gauge shotgun, an old 1929 Hercules model sold by Montgomery Ward, and I had used it to shoot circling hawks, which we called chicken hawks.  They are actually African Black Kites, but they were hunting young chickens.  The Zande wanted me to go with him to hunt guinea fowl.  He made arrangements to guide me to the peanut garden and we would go together.
Mboligihe arrived at five in the morning ready to go hunting with me.  It was quite a long walk to the peanut gardens where he had heard that the guinea fowl were digging up and eating the soft new peanuts.  I had five shotgun shells in my jeans pocket.  The Hercules on my shoulder, held by the barrel, pointed to one side of the path as we walked.  Mboligihe had a machete.  He would get one of the guinea fowl I hoped to shoot, and we would eat the others.
The path was beaten, smooth and hard, by many bare feet.  Tall grass hanging across the path from both sides was wet with dew.  Soon, Mboligihe’s black legs glistened with moisture as he strode silently ahead of me.  His shorts made hardly any sound; they were so soft and worn.  My jeans were soon sopping wet below the waist and swished as I walked.  Water seeped into my sneakers, and they squished with each step.  Looking at the back of his shirt I marveled that the threads spanning the large holes somehow kept the sleeves where they belonged.  The color of his shirt had long since adapted to its environment.  He was the hunter, I the “Wiri-bawe”, the “child of a white man”
The dew had dried, and the hot sun beat down.  We had reached the peanut gardens some miles from the mission station, and there were no guinea fowl anywhere.  However, they had clearly been here, lots of them, digging up the peanuts.
Mboligihe showed me the small spirit hut at the corner of the garden.  It had been carefully made and resembled a miniature round Zande hut, no more than a foot high.  The small conical roof was thatched carefully with soft grasses and showed no evidence of having leaked in the last rain.  A few feathers, a bit of eggshell, a colored rock and a handful of rice, which had been placed there to satisfy the spirits, remained undisturbed.  Either the spirits had been away or were unsatisfied with the offering because clearly the garden hadn’t been protected.
The garden we had approached so carefully was left behind.  Mboligihe was headed to another where he hoped the big birds had gone.  I wondered if it was worth it.  They must have eaten all they wanted and would now be looking for a soft dust bath somewhere.  
Cutting across a small ravine, we came to yet another peanut garden.  There was evidence that the birds had also visited that one, but we found none; all was quiet.
The sun was high and it was very hot.  The hunter wasn’t tired, but I certainly was.  Hunters never want to go home empty handed.  As we kept walking, I watched the ripples of moving muscles in Mboligihe’s back, as he walked steadily ahead of me.  His black skin was beaded with sweat where the holes in his shirt revealed his skin.  I wiped the sweat again from my face with my sleeve.
I wondered if I should talk about God to this Zande.  Maybe he believes in those spirits and doesn’t know God.  Mboli is the word for God in Pazande.  His name, Mboligihe, means “God heard it”, but that name is common among the Zandes.  I kept walking, feeling the five shotgun shells still in my pocket and watching his back.
The sun was overhead.  All the birds were quiet in the heat.  I didn’t know if Mboligihe had started back toward home or not.  We were just walking: that is, I was following him, and he was still hunting.  Maybe if I prayed, God would send some guinea fowl.  I could shoot one, and we could go home.  
My wet sneakers had dried out after walking a few hours in the hot sun, and now my feet were hot.  With each step the back of my sneaker rubbed against what I was sure was a large blister.
“God, you could send some guinea fowl, if you wanted.  I promise, if you do, I will give you all the credit if I get one.” My silent prayer was a bit desperate, but not too risky, because guinea fowl hide down in the grass during the heat of the day.  I guess I wanted a guinea fowl.  I knew enough Pazande that I could have said something to Mboligihe, even as we walked.  
He walked, I trudged along behind, watching his back.
KEE....
KE-KE-KEEEEE....
KEE....
KE-KE-KEEEEE!
The clatter of the birds and the beat of their wings as they flew from nearly under our feet startled both of us.  We froze.  We had apparently disturbed their dust bath! They never land in a tree at this time of day, but there they were, three of them in the trees, one nearly above us! The others dropped down into the tall grass and disappeared.
My heartbeat caused a rushing in my ears.  My hands were shaking and sweaty, but the old Hercules gun still needed to be loaded.  Pushing the lever slowly to the right to break the gun open, I tried not to let it click.  The click was loud and sharp, but the great speckled bird just looked down and watched me push in the shell.  The click when it closed wasn’t so loud.  Still the guinea fowl stretched his neck and looked down.  The hammer clicked as I pulled it back fully.  The bright brass bead of the front sight settled into line with the shallow groove near my eye, and the black silhouette of the bird against the sky.
The BOOM that shattered the noonday silence and the swishing thud of the bird two seconds later as it hit the ground removed any thought of caution or silence.  I rapidly forced the lever to the right and ejected the spent shotgun shell.  
The two other birds walked a step or two up their branches, looked at me, and stopped.  I fumbled with the second shell in my excitement, but a few seconds later the gun roared again, and the second bird fell.  The third guinea fowl was further away, out of range, so I started crashing through the tall grass towards it as I again loaded and cocked the gun.  I stopped and fired.  The third one hit a branch or two as it tumbled down into the tall grass.
Mboligihe was now leaping through the tall grass to the base of the first tree.  Maybe the bird was only wounded with a broken wing and was running, flapping his way to freedom.  I realized God must really have answered my prayer.  The gun barrel was actually too hot to touch.  I had never shot three shells so rapidly before.  I had to say something.  God did it, not me.
“Merici fu Mboli,” I yelled!
“Ee Bha, E Bha, Si kina wo.  Ko du!” Mboligihe answered.
I had only said, “Thanks to God.” Mboligihe had answered, “Yes, sir.  Yes, sir.  That is the way it is.  It is Him.”
Mboligihe soon held all three of the heavy guinea fowl, well fed on new peanuts.  I watched as the drops of blood from their beaks made a bright red stain, contrasting sharply with the natural color on the back of his shirt.  I think we both felt like hunters on the walk home.
I will never forget his joyful acceptance of the fact that it is God in our daily lives that makes things worthwhile.  His Lord is also my Lord, though I can no longer hunt with Mboligihe.  The Zandes are far away and I’ll never hunt guinea fowl again on the grass-lands in the center of Africa, but years later God had a special gift for me in New York.
I was surprised when I heard guinea fowl mentioned by Jim Vickerson.  As a retired member of the town crew, he was mowing the side of the road in front of my farmhouse in New York and we were talking after I had asked him if his wife was back home from the hospital.  He had heard from my son, Jeff, who also worked on the town crew, that I was starting to incubate a batch of eggs in an incubator and thought I might be interested in some guinea fowl eggs.  Jim planned to use a setting hen to hatch some for himself at the same time.  I added the four eggs that he sent back with Jeff, to the run I had just started.  
The temperature, the humidity, and the rocking of the eggs for chickens must be about the same for these eggs, so I was keen to see what would happen.
Three weeks later the time was up.  Something had gone wrong.  My experiment may have proved that the Bantam roosters failed to fertilize the Golden Comet eggs from my laying hens, but I couldn’t be sure.  If the incubating temperature had been too low, the hatch could also be delayed, but certainly not by five days.  I carefully candled the chicken eggs and found no dark shadow.  When shaken vigorously it became evident that the eggs were rotten as the contents had become liquid.  I couldn’t get light to shine through the smaller hard-shelled guinea fowl eggs nor could I find out by shaking them if they were any good, so I broke one open.  The keet was almost completely developed, all wet, weakly straining to unfold.  He would certainly not survive.  
After another four days two keets hatched out, healthy and active.  The last one only cracked the shell and gave up.  Jeff must have told Jim Vickerson what happened because his hen had only hatched a couple keets, which he offered to me.  I now had some guinea fowl and before long they grew up and started making the noises I remembered from Africa.  
I couldn’t tell if I had both male and female birds, since their wattle size was still small on all of them, but I was hoping that they would mate and hatch their own eggs.  
Eventually I discovered that one had a nest under some burdock in the chicken pen, and another of the birds completely disappeared.  Maybe their eggs were fertile, maybe not.  
When the hen that had hidden her nest beneath the tangle of burdock reappeared, I found it difficult to count the fluffy brown and yellow keets that tumbled along trying to follow her.  They passed each other and scrambled over one another or got stuck trying to get through the holes in the chicken wire.
I tried helping the stragglers that got stuck on the wrong side of the chicken fence.  Their mother ignored the desperate peeps from those that got left behind.  I began to see kestrel hawks more frequently.  The kestrel apparently helped himself, as he pleased, and soon the remaining keets were easy to count.  And then, a few days later, there were none.
A week later the other missing hen showed up with about 18 keets following her.  The instincts of the destitute mother, who had lost all of hers, may have been awakened but there were soon two adult birds desperately guarding them.  One or both of them would threaten and actually attack any they saw as enemies.  When a visiting boy from church, Aden, tried to get close enough to get a good look at the keets, one of the adult birds flew up directly at his head.  The baby birds had scrambled to hide in the grass, no doubt in response to some warning signal from their mothers.
During the following weeks I often heard the squawking and warning cries of the guinea fowl, probably defending their offspring.  Their flying up to attack what they saw as a threat must have been the reason a number of the keets grew to maturity.  It was soon hard to tell the old and young birds apart, but I am quite certain a couple disappeared without a trace, probably carried off by coyotes.  
There were eventually eight mature guinea fowl, a delight to see patrolling our yard and garden, pecking at insects we never see and stripping the tiny seeds from the stalks of weeds under the grape vine.  I was glad to have them around 
God had given us some more guinea fowl to enjoy.
I am certain that the Zandes haven’t classified guinea fowl as an endangered species.  They accept them as part of their lives; food, if they are able to snare or shoot them; thieves, if they are in the peanut garden digging up peanuts.  I doubt that they are thought of as fascinating birds to watch, a species that must be preserved for our children to enjoy.  God made them, so they are there for the people He made.
On the other hand, my memories of hunting guinea fowl are more about the thrill of the hunt, sneaking up on them to get close enough to kill them.  I suppose they could be called game birds.
I had plenty of meat to eat and did not need to kill a guinea fowl to have a meal with meat that week.  They do have dark very tasty meat, far better than the chicken breasts found in our stores; that pale, cheap, soft stuff from hybrid birds grown in factories where they grow so fast, concentrating only on eating.
My memories of hunting in Africa, my life with the Zandes at Banda, and my efforts to raise guinea fowl here on our little farm, mingle as I wonder how I should view guinea fowl.  It’s certain that God created them.  It is also evident that they were not designed to survive on a farm in New York, but they do.  I think they were made to live in the grasslands somewhere in the tropics.  
I was hoping that my guinea fowl would hatch out some little ones, but was surprised when she returned with so many of them!  I wanted to help the keets survive but the first mother hen seemed to ignore them and didn’t bother to come back to help when a weaker one was peeping loudly in distress.  It was just left behind.  
Kestrels heard too, and soon there were no more sounds of distress.  I guess that is the way God made kestrels so why should I interfere?  I have heard that those hawks are classified as endangered species.  
Here is what I read: 
First, you need to know that hawks are protected in the United States under the federal Migratory Bird Treaty Act of 1918 (#16 USC, 703-711).  It is illegal to harm them, or to hunt, trap, cage, shoot, or poison them without a permit.  Doing so is punishable as a misdemeanor and with fines of up to $15,000.
I guess a normal fine might be $2,000.  Well, I didn’t kill the kestrel, but I did help supply him with food.  Is it legal to feed them?
I ended up with eight guinea fowl that survived the winter.  I began to wonder how many of those noisy birds should there be on grandpa’s farm, sharing grandma’s garden.  
The first nest I discovered was in a back corner of the empty horse stall on the floor.  There were already ten eggs there when I found it.  The shells were very hard, and the eggs small, but they were good, with the yoke a little darker yellow than in chicken eggs.  With all the eggs from our other chickens we soon had too many. Though we tried to share them at church there didn’t seem to be much of a demand for the hard little eggs.
By monitoring the number of eggs that showed up each day in that nest, up to eight on some days, I concluded that we had no cock among our birds.  It could have been the perfect solution for controlling the size of our flock.
However, when thinking about tick control on his goat farm our neighbor, Jack, had become interested in having some more guinea fowl.  He had three full grown cocks.  Would I like to exchange a guinea fowl cock for one of my hens?
Here we were, two farmers, getting into family planning for birds.  I couldn’t resist the idea, since farming is all about production and re-production.  He had a homemade wire cage and arrived one night with a cock.  My birds became acquainted with him while he was still in the cage.  I assumed that he would stick around with eight hens available to him, so he was released the next day.  
Using the same cage to hold a hen, I caught one that night.  She was easy to catch as she slept on her perch.  Ellen held a small flashlight for me and closed the cage opening after I stuffed the bird inside.  Soon all was quiet again.  This was going to be easy.  I took the hen to Jack.
I kept removing eggs from Zack’s unused horse stall, leaving a few nest eggs to keep them coming back to lay more.  They weren’t fertile anyway so I took away all the eggs when one hen started setting on the nest.  Maybe they would give up and lay fertile eggs somewhere else, now that the cock was with them.  We were managing the guinea fowl population rather well.
Jack called, and asked if my hen had come back home, because the one I had given him had disappeared.  I gladly offered him another.  I had too many anyway.  
I wasn’t sure what had happened, but he could hear my birds when they called to each other while they were roaming in the field across the road.  It was a little trickier the third time, since the next hen fought the cage, forced herself out through the wire and flew away.  I succeeded with a cage we used to take the cat to the vet.  The remaining birds began roosting in a tree near the barn.  
Lots of grandkids visited during the busy summer and we occasionally counted the wandering guinea fowl, usually totaling less than the number I thought I still had.  Our granddaughter, Rethy, visited from California and at that time we bought a goat from Jack adding another animal on grandpa’s farm for her to enjoy.  Micah, our grandson was just learning to talk, and wanted grandpa to take him into the barn to see Zack the horse, the laying hens, the banty hen with her four chicks, the goat, the cats, and the kak, kak, kaaks which were, of course, the guinea fowl.
I speculated that the reduced number of guinea fowl meant that they had gone off somewhere to nest.  While cutting weeds along Zack’s pasture fence I uncovered a huge nest of guinea fowl eggs, containing over thirty!  No way I wanted all those to hatch!  Then I discovered another nest, with probably 20 eggs in it, when mowing down old hay for bedding.  When removing tall weeds around the back barn I found yet another!  I had discovered that over seventy eggs had already been laid!  They might all be fertile and there were probably more! 
I felt a little guilty destroying so many eggs but eating them all wasn’t an option and I had no idea how old they were.  Maybe I could limit the birds to one or two keets each, by leaving a few eggs in each clutch.  It is fun to watch the little ones grow.  My mowing that uncovered the well concealed nests caused the huge nest to be deserted.  A scattering of speckled feathers at the second nest site on the hillside gave evidence that something else had discovered the hen on her eggs and that nest had been abandoned.  
It turned out that the nest behind the ladder by the barn was not abandoned.  A hen and sometimes two retuned and began setting in the open.  I left 10 eggs to see what would happen.  I was rather enjoying managing my guinea fowl and even took Micah to see them hiding, flat and low, absolutely still, in plain sight.  
A woodchuck had also moved in to dig out his secret home less than two feet away behind the weeds under the barn.  He refused to move out even when I filled the entrance to his cave with rocks.  One of the hens gave up.  Somehow the egg count got up to 22 eggs.  Day after day the two neighbors were living peacefully side by side.
This was my farm and I didn’t want a woodchuck digging around under the barn.  He would have to go.  Both the woodchuck and the setting guinea fowl may have been watching as I set the “Have a Heart” live trap baiting it with fresh produce from Ellen’s vegetable garden.  To the woodchuck, the pea vines, with peas in the pods, were evidently more attractive than the lush grass growing back where I had just cut it.  Dropping him and the trap into the deep stream under the bridge would have permanently moved him out, but instead I “had a heart” and released him on the far side of the stream and filled up the entrance to his hole by the barn.
That move turned out to be temporary.  He came back.  His freshly landscaped entrance showed the improvements he had made.  He exhibited no interest in his former mobile home with the new improved bait I offered.  His beady eye looked back at me when I got down low to peek into his cave under my barn.  
He was not welcome and had no building permit.  I could easily catch him with a steel-jawed leg trap and then shoot him.  I placed the trap anchor ring down over the top of a short steel pipe that had once been used as an electrical grounding point for the barn.  I left the trap in his newly excavated doorway.
The next morning the trap was gone.  The setting hen was gone.  I couldn’t find the woodchuck.  There was no way the woodchuck could have gone straight up into the air and lift the ring off that pipe.  I was totally mystified.  The next two days it rained and the clutch of eggs lay exposed to the cold weather.  Any life in them had certainly died.  
I heard from my son Jeff that Jack’s two guinea hens had reappeared; the first one followed by fourteen keets and then the other with twenty-four a few days later.  I was able to find only four guinea fowl still wandering around on my small farm.  When this story started, he had wanted more guinea fowl and I had thought I had plenty when I had eight.  Was either of us satisfied with the outcome of our management efforts?  Aren’t we in charge of the animals we have?
It is true that our creator placed man in the garden of Eden to dress and keep it.  He said “Let us make man in our image, after our likeness: and let them have dominion over the fish of the sea, and over the fowl of the air, and over the cattle, and over all the earth, and over every creeping thing that creepeth upon the earth.” (Genesis 1:26)
I find it very interesting that one can be fined $15,000 for killing a red-tailed hawk.  Dominion certainly means to have power, authority, and control over something and it was part of God’s plan, when we were created, that man have such dominion over the earth.  What would my fine be if I were to kill that groundhog who was digging under my barn?  Was it OK for the kestrel hawk to kill my keets?  Parables are supposed to be stories with some kind of spiritual lesson or a moral.
Well, that wasn’t yet the end of the story.  I did find the trap and I have seen the groundhog back in his hole under the barn after my second effort to trap him.
Several days later, I was feeding the variety of living things on my farm and threw some chicken feed pellets on the barn floor for the guinea fowl and banties.  A guinea fowl came flopping into the barn and began pecking at the food.  She was dragging the missing trap, still clamped to her mangled, nearly severed leg.  
I was able to catch her in the corner of the barn.  My left knee protested as usual when I squatted down while pressing on the strong spring with my right foot to open the trap and release her.  She was strangely still as I worked.  
It wasn’t many days later when I was in my garden using my International Harvester 225 hay swather to cut down the dead corn stalks.  It was then that I found yet another guinea fowl nest.  The weeds and the fallen stalks had made a perfect hiding place for the hen.  She escaped the sickle bar cutting blades and the rotating reel but her nest, with 18 eggs in it, was totally exposed when I backed up.  Amazingly, she didn’t abandon the nest but came back to settle down over the eggs, an almost flat speckled black lump, on the brown garden soil; her red and white, helmeted head absolutely still.  Only her eyes moved as she watched Micah, Tonka, and I, watch her.  
Several days later, all I found was a puff of drifting guinea fowl feathers that looked like they had come from her back.  She had been found.  The egg I opened held a partially developed dead keet.
What do we do with the dominion we have been given over God’s creation?  The Zande, the sportsman, and the two farmers each treated the guinea fowl differently.  
Are there those who would use the mandate to have dominion over God’s creatures as their license to control other people? It is amazing the number of people who obtain a position from human authorities who then delight in dominating other people who view things differently than they.  
Well, that wasn’t the end of the story about guinea fowl on Grandpa’s farm.  The International hay swather was definitely a hazard to anything that hid in uncut hay, and grandpa still used it to keep down the weeds in the barnyard.
The hen that shared her space by the barn with the groundhog didn’t die from the steel trap crushing her leg.  The remaining stump of her leg healed and she limped along with the other birds that had survived the winter.  She had been a persistent mother, never giving up on her eggs, in spite of all that had happened at her previous nesting site.  
She again chose an ideal nesting site where she could make a shallow depression on the ground to get the humidity from the soil, hide in the weeds and transfer the exact temperature needed from her body to the eggs.  Her instincts did not include choosing a place where Grandpa would not mow, like the raspberry patch Grandma tended so carefully.  One guinea hen had hatched a big clutch there, but the kestrels had gotten all the keets and the mother also disappeared.
The International 225 hay swather is a terrible machine from the point of view of a hen hidden next to the ground.  The sharp triangular cutting knives on the sickle bar oscillate rapidly back and forth between the spear like pointed guards against which the grass is sheared.  The rotating reel batts have spring extensions that sweep the hay stalks into the teeth of the cutter bar.  There is no escape.
When I glanced back to see how well I was cutting the weeds in the barnyard I was sickened to see, mingled with the crushed material that passed through the crimping rollers, clumps of greyish-black speckled feathers.  
It had been the guinea hen with the stubby leg.  The eggs, though I had run over them, were not broken.  I was left with only five birds.
When I shared what had happened with Jack, I found out that he had given all his remaining guinea fowl to his sister in the country.  He lives on a busy road and saw the free roaming big birds as a hazard to traffic.  If there was an incident, an indignant motorist could well blame Jack for owing them.  
One of my remaining hens had made her nest in my rye field out back and I discovered it just before the mower reached the spot.  She was undisturbed and just kept setting faithfully on her nest.  One morning when I checked the place she was gone.  Not an egg remained.  Just empty shells.  She had hatched them all!  Incredible!  Even more amazing she had taken all her keets and hidden in the tangle of thorns that had been the raspberry patch.  I couldn’t even count them; they hid so well.
Once again, I wondered what I would do with so many!  Counting chickens before they hatch, or keets before they grow up must be similar concepts.  
I any case, a few days later I found evidence by the raspberry thicket of a battle between a hungry predator and the hen, who was gone, and no evidence of any remaining keets.  
It must have been a desperate battle judging from the number of feathers lost and scattered on the narrow, mown, grass road between the raspberry patch and the barn.  My son and I speculated that the neighbor’s nursing mother dog had been hunting that night and found an easy meal.  She had five beautiful pups, probably also hungry!
Though my newly arrived Amish neighbor did have a beautiful breeding dog and though she might have done it, it was not certain, and there was certainly nothing that could be done to reverse what had happened.  He tied her up.  
My five remaining birds continued to roam.
Now the sister to whom Jack Armstrong had given all of his remaining guinea fowl lives with her husband on a farm not too far away.  It was certainly a different predator, but she also eventually lost all but one bird and asked me if I could spare a female to keep her lonesome guinea cock company.
Why not?  I didn’t want too many anyway.
It was easy to capture one of the sleeping birds in the dark where they were all lined up roosting on top of the horse stall divider in my barn.  With four birds I probably still had a pair.  I hoped I had given her a hen, but it isn’t easy to be sure until they get a little older and interact with each other.  I got reports that her cock was delighted with his new friend and began chasing her.
It wasn’t long before my wandering guinea fowl went to visit my neighbors.  They let their Rhode Island Red chickens wander in their yard, too.  He apparently enjoyed hearing his rooster crow.  All was peaceful.  
My birds are sometimes near home and I still occasionally heard the sounds of Africa which were embedded in my memory from my hunt with Mboligihe.  God gives us so much to enjoy!  
My little grandchildren love to visit their grandma and grandpa and they chase the “Kack-Kacks” to see if they will make that special sound.  Those birds can really become raucous, almost deafening, when alarmed, but who would be worried when chased by a happy four-year-old boy and his little twin sisters.  I was happy to see the birds run, though they were certainly in no danger of being caught.  A guinea hen will fight to the death to protect her keets.
My wandering guinea fowl unwittingly offered the beautiful dog next door an irresistible scent to follow back to my barn.  She did; for I soon found feathers scattered around in the open barn area and clumps of feathers in every corner where the desperate prey had fled in vain to avoid the predator.  Two guinea cocks had escaped capture.  
I’m sure the owner of the beautiful dog felt badly when he found black, feathers covered with blood and tiny white speckles in his dog’s mouth.  His dog had also developed a taste for his chickens with Rhode Island Red colored feathers.  My not keeping my birds in a pen had not helped.  Mingling predators with their prey have fairly predictable results.
I again reassured him not to even think of paying me.  That is the way God made dogs and birds.  He also seeks to honor God and found a way to respond to what God told us in Rom 13:8 “Owe no man anything, but to love one another: for he that loveth another hath fulfilled the law.”
Well, he surprised me one day, on returning with his driver from work, by giving me a gift of two more adult guinea fowl.  Now there are four of them, that are apparently all cocks, that are freely visiting my neighbors who tell me that they also enjoy them.  
I’m not sure where they call home but I plan to have a heated water dish available for them in the winter.
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