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Raising Quail
￼[image: o more than 48 hours old, Bobwhite chicks already have distinct eye and face m]Now why would grandpa have decided that he wants to raise quail?
Grandpa rather enjoys taking care of animals but when he tried farming, he did not do so well. Farming is a lot of work and his brother-in-law, Paul, says it is just moving piles. Grandpa married Ellen, a girl who had grown up on a chicken farm in Massachusetts. Her father wanted to have a farm where he could raise beef cattle so he moved to New York where he bought two adjacent farms in some of the most beautiful land in the country. Family farms have almost all fallen into disrepair, the children being unwilling to accept the responsibility and all the hard work that is involved in running a farm. Ellen’s dad sold one of those farms to us but without any tillable fields, all of which went with the main farm on top of the hill. This has been our home ever since we left Africa. 
I enjoyed trying to farm but eventually found out that moving the piles was something I could no longer do. Cleaning out the piles that accumulate when there are big animals is quite a task; even cleaning out the chicken pen after winter became difficult. But I still like farm life and interaction with everything that God has created. If I had smaller birds maybe it would not be so difficult.
Last winter I found out that McMurray hatchery also offered quail for sale. Some quail cannot tolerate the winters in New York but I thought that the bobwhite that once lived here maybe, with what they call global warming, might now survive. Had I done more research I probably never would have ordered the quail, but spring was coming and new life always brings joy. In the Amish devotional booklet, Tägliches Manna, that I read, I found a story about a covey of quail that had been discovered by some young hunters.  The boys found evidence that the little quail had arranged themselves in a circle with all the heads pointed outwards and they had flown away before the boys could get there. I guess they sleep like that under dense brush cover to keep warm and to guard against enemies. I think God would enjoy hearing bobwhite quail praising Him in the Spring. After all He made them. 
I decided I would try to place an order at McMurray and find out the details. The quail turned out to be far more expensive than I imagined but, after all, what’s money good for if not to use to praise God if you can? I guess I was a little eager because I found that the quail were not yet available so I ordered them to come soon as possible in March. I really did not want 30 quail but there was a minimum order and you must buy quite a few to be sure they will survive the trip from the hatchery. I monitored my email carefully to find out exactly when they were going to be shipped and what the procedure was to make sure I could pick them up as soon as they arrived at our local post office. I know that, immediately after they are hatched, chickens can survive 2 two days without any food or water. Quails must be similar. Maybe they were so small that you had to have at least 30 in the box to keep each other warm. 
I placed the order. My order was confirmed and the quail were scheduled for delivery. I marked the date on my calendar. My money left the bank. The hatchery sent me emails telling me how to prepare the place for the quail including what the temperature should be and what I should do to be sure that they would survive. 
Here is what they said, “Northern Bobwhite Quail are a type of quail that is native to the US.  Their population has been on the decline for 50 years.  They are lively birds to watch, quick to run or fly, and very talkative.  The bobwhite name comes from their whistled “bob white call” that is loud enough to be heard across any field or in your backyard.” That sounds cool! I read some more. 
“Bobwhite make great backyard birds when they are put in an aviary with available perching and places to hide. If you are interested in breeding it is recommended to have two females to every male. They are great egg producers!”
Now what would I ever do with bobwhite quail eggs. My family did not even want to eat all the guinea fowl eggs. My idea was to do the best I could with what I had and let the birds go free to make their own nests and reproduce in the wild. 
I had to set up the brooder in my wood-shop because that was the only room in the old horse barn that was too tight for the rats to find their way in.  Rats eat the food you put out for chickens and they also eat chicks.  The cats have done well at keeping down the rats in the barn, but if I let the cats into the shop to get rid of the rats, that would be the end of the quail too.   I had to have a spring to close the door immediately after I went into my shop to keep the cats from following me. They would immediately detect the warm air from the heat lamp mingled with the fragrance of all those delicious little birds. I decided to remove the rusted-out wood burning heater that was deteriorating in the corner and use that area for my new project. 
When the quail first arrived, they needed to be almost directly under the heat lamp to realize the initial 96-98-degree temperature required and I needed to be sure they did not scatter all around the shop. 
Ellen’s dad had kept their chicks near the charcoal burning heat source by surrounding them with a ring of cardboard that could be increased in circumference as the chicks grew, requiring more space. He would judge the temperature by seeing how the chicks acted as they moved around in their enclosure. He must have regulated his heat sources frequently during the day and night adjusting the stove draft and dampers after stirring up each fire and adding coal as necessary.  He was a professional and had raised thousands of chicks.  
I had ordered only 30. It should not be too hard. I had a 250-watt red brood lamp and a couple of simple thermometers.  The information sheet warned me against using sawdust for bedding since the quail might pick up bits with their food, so I bought the same size wood shavings that Tractor Supply used in their brooders and put that on top of the straw.  I also bought wild bird feed crumbles. It was still March and the cement floor was cold.  If I hung the lamp above the straw covered floor, I could reduce the heat a few degrees at a time by I raising the lamp. I found a piece of material left from a bathroom ceiling project and made what would be my cylinder to keep the quail under the lamp. I thought it was too low to keep the birds in for long so encircled the entire corner area with small mesh wire usually used to keep rabbits in or out of an area. I did not want the birds loose in my shop. 
I set everything up and began my test. I wanted to be ready when the birds came. I guess I was rushing things a little. I love to hear all the birds in the spring and wanted mine to have as much time as possible to adjust to the outdoors. I planned to release them while the weather was hot so they would have time to pair up in the wild and hatch their first brood of little ones before it got too cold. Next Spring, I wanted to hear them praising God with their joyful sound!
I kept checking and tracking my order. I wondered if there would be some sort of special handling so they would be sure not to be in the mail system too long. It looked like they would come through the USPS. With the increased number of online orders and so many people being paid not to go to work I wondered if anything would be normal. How would the box of just hatched quail get to me in less than two days from Michigan?
I expected to receive notice that my order had shipped, but instead I received word that the hatch had failed and my order was to be delivered later. How could that be possible? Maybe I just expected things to work out as promised and then became skeptical of the explanation of why things were delayed. Maybe the electricity failed and none of the quail hatched.  Maybe the orders for the first hatch were just too few and they moved those customers to the second run; that would be logical. What would they ever do with hundreds of quail hatched and no address to which they could immediately be sent? It gave me more time to try to get the temperature of my brooder up to where it should be. It was still very cold outside.
The delivery of mail to Springfield Center is no longer direct, but maybe I could catch the quail order in Richfield when they came off the box truck there. I went to check on that possibility. 
I eventually received an email notice that my order had shipped and was assured that the post office would call as soon as the live birds arrived. I should be ready to pick them up immediately. 
Candise, our post mistress, orders her chicks by mail and I knew she was reliable. She would call as soon as they arrived. I reread the material about what to do as soon as the chicks come. 
By now my brooder was pretty good. I had a waterer that I had previously used with chicks and it was all cleaned up.  They suggested that some marbles could be put in the water to make it shallower; if it was too deep the day-old quail could drown. How small were they? I had ordered an electrolyte powder to add to the water along with a tablespoon full of sugar to give them extra energy and the best possible chance for survival.
Water was essential. If the two-day old birds did not drink as soon as they arrived, they would shortly die. I read that each one should have its beak dipped in water so it would get a taste and be able to find the water immediately. Two days without water must be almost the absolute limit. 
Candise called. I arrived at the post office but did not hear any little peeping sounds and wondered why the birds were so quiet. Candise reassured me and said they were probably warm and sleeping. She brought me a tiny box and I heard a little scuffling inside; so, they were alive after all!
If there were 30 birds in that little box, they must be tiny. I was glad Ellen loved little chicks so much. She would be needed to help me. No way could I pick up those little birds and dip their beaks in water without dropping or drowning them. 
She eagerly joined me in the shop.
The custom-made traveling box could not possibly contain 30 chicks.  Inside I found an instructions paper and 2 packets of a supplement.  That turned out to be a green powder to mix with water then added to the starter feed sprinkled on newspaper. There were also two electrolyte packages containing a powder to measure out to add to their water with a table spoon full of sugar. 
The instruction paper had said that regular crumbles would be too large and that the chicks needed to start eating with their feed spread out on newspaper. There was nothing at Tractor Supply marked for quail so I figured the starter feed with a turkey picture marked for game birds should be good. Ellen did not seem to mind at all when I used her appliance for grinding coffee, to grind the crumbles to powder! I spread some on the newspaper under the brood lamp. 
Things were almost ready and I had put the brood lamp in its lowest position. I thought the mesh wire was high enough to keep the grandkids out, and the quail in, but it was too big a circle. The quail might get cold. A scrap of plastic left from my repair of the shower ceiling turned out to be the right size to make a smaller inner ring under the lamp. 
The waterer I normally used for chicks was so big it would not fit under the heat lamp but I got it ready, filled it with warm water into which I measured and mixed in the electrolyte and sugar. I had no marbles, so used the glass game pieces from our Mancala game in the water access channel so they would not drown if they ran through the water. To be certain they had plenty of water available I added another shallow water dish covered with a piece of wire mesh through which the tiny birds could also dip water. 
The thermometer lying under the lamp indicated 92 degrees; Too cold. 
I know chicken hens cover their chicks with their feathers so I got several bath towels and draped them around the heat lamp holding them in place with clothespins. The correct temperature would then be available for sure and the quail should be able to find it no matter what my thermometer said. 
￼[image: Picture 3]Ellen and I opened the shipping box the rest of the way and there they were, all huddled in a fuzzy pile, impossible to count. Ellen, quick and confident, began transferring the little things, dipping their beaks briefly in the water and releasing them. They seemed healthy and active as they scurried around in their new enclosure. They were impossible to count!
My flip top phone picture stopped all the action and we were able to count them; there were exactly thirty. 
My previous orders from McMurray had always included a couple extra chicks and Candise had shared that I would probably lose 5%. 
I was not too concerned that a few were apparently weak when the grandkids came to see them, but seemed to revive when I caught them and dipped their beaks in the water that I mixed and refreshed every day. Laurel wanted some of her own chicks to raise and Micah asked to be lifted in over the wire enclosure, to catch them of course. 
A few weeks later there were still about 15 quail. We could already identify the males by their growing topknot. I had lost quite a few when the water was becoming low in my supplementary water source. I guess some had a habit of drinking there and could not reach the water after I forgot to refill it. 
It was Spring. I was in Tractor Supply getting more starter feed and bought some Banty chicks, thinking of Laurel. Her daddy had said, “no” to her, but I thought a few chicks might now mix in well in with my almost grown quail so I bought the minimum number. I got three white chicks and three brown chicks that looked a lot like the quail chicks had. 
About a week later Jeff and Mikey visited and when my grandson checked the quail, they flew up out of their small ring and found that the higher wire enclosure was no challenge. The chicks were not likely to fly back. I needed Jeff’s help to catch all the quail and return them into the pen so they could get under the brooder. They had scattered around the shop and gotten themselves trapped when they flew into a wall and fluttered down behind boards or equipment, even landing in my scrap wood box and were unable to fly straight up. We found them huddled together in little bunches in several places and counted them as we put them back under the heat lamp, but some more were missing. 
I had to move them to the back half of the barn as soon as I could. I still wanted them to have a warm heat lamp in case they needed it.  At least the rats would be no problem; since the quail were so quick, though I still worried about the cats!
I added a spring to the door between the two halves of the barn; that should take care of the cats. I cleaned up the old chicken pen putting branches trimmed off the tall lilac bushes that had broken in the winter to make hiding places under the chicken roosts and added some new straw. I dragged in low branches cut off the row of cedars in our back yard and almost achieved an outdoors environment in the barn with plenty of places for the quail to hide. I was able to roll the heavy, wide back door of the barn completely shut and blocked the crack under the door by using the dead canes and weeds Ellen had cleaned out of the nearby raspberry patch. Now, to transfer all of them out of my shop and keep them warm. 
Since the wire enclosure did no good and the escaped quail sometimes got stuck between the wire and the wall; I just removed the staples and rolled it up to save in case I could use it again somewhere. Maybe I could close some of the rat highways in the old horse barn. I cleaned out the scrap boards leaning against the back woodshop door, opened it, to set up the brood lamp in the open doorway. The quail should follow the warmth and light and move themselves out of my shop. 
The six chicks were easy. They followed the light and made themselves comfortable. 
The weather was getting warm; after all it was now Spring. The brood lamp did not seem necessary and the quail wandered all over the shop making a mess of things. I cleaned up the straw that had been in their pen and took it to the back part of the barn trying to remove any familiar spots where the quail had huddled together. I wanted them out of there. When it cooled off at night, they disappeared making tight little bunches of quail somewhere in the shop. 
That night armed with a flashlight, I searched and found all the bunches of quail and moved them out. Under the towel tent draped from the brood lamp near the waterer in the back of the barn was where I put them and then closed and locked the back shop door. 
The next day when I checked on them, they were not under the lamp but I discovered all the remaining quail in a clump hiding under one of the cedar branches. It seemed that they liked my “almost outdoor” environment. 
Now if I could keep them in the back half of the barn for several more weeks, I should be able to let them go and they should be old enough to pair up, lay eggs somewhere and begin to multiply in the wild. I hoped that there would be plenty of cover where they would be able to find food and make their nests. However, in less than a week we had a heavy rain that beat against the back door of the barn drenching the dry raspberry canes, causing them to settle, compromising what I had thought completely blocked the opening under the door. 
It did not. 
I found only one little group of quail, three banties including one rooster, and three big puffy white chicks. I had no idea what they were, but all looked the same maybe three more little hens of some kind. No way the six- or seven-week-old missing quail would do well. We were having lots of rain and I wondered where the three guinea fowl were finding shelter because I had locked them out of the barn when I fixed it up for my quail. 
Checking the fence line growth by my son’s wood-shed, thinking they might be there, I was amazed to see three little birds follow the wet guinea fowl out from under the dripping brush and weeds; The escaped quail were still alive, apparently healthy, though wet!  I later heard that my grandkids saw the birds further down the fence line near Jeff’s house where they shoot baskets. 
I obviously did not close the crack very well, when I stamped down the weeds again, because the remaining quail disappeared the next day. I looked for them in our back yard along the line of weeds and under our cedar windbreak, and beneath the inverted canoe. No luck. I did see three of them again later that day across the road from Jeff’s wood shed, so I guess I failed. I had hoped to have them breed in our barn. 
It was sometime later when Nelson Miller left a message that he was coming to work in the area. He is the Amish man who had accepted, but never cashed my large 50% deposit to tear down and replace my cracked masonry chimney. He brought his sons, who worked with him, and they did a superb job working together. Of course, they noticed my noisy guinea fowl and, I think, rather enjoyed hearing of my failed efforts to raise quail. The youngest son, Tim, told me of his growing quail and pheasants. He had incubated his own eggs, with a high percentage hatch. Even without electricity he had succeeded!
My newly cleaned chicken pen, with the brooder lamp still in place, could accept some young quail to mingle with my growing chicks. I was tempted to try again. I took Nelson Miller to the bank so he could care for depositing his checks while the boys worked on the chimney.  They were powerful men; only the youngest had no beard so I knew that he was not married. I thought about quail. While they were finishing up, I could not resist asking Tim about buying some of his quail. We agreed on a price per chick. 
He worked diligently with his brothers and of course I had no idea what share he got and why he would raise quail, but he certainly had no family to support.  He must be raising quail to sell and I hoped the agreed price was reasonable from his point of view. 
Now to find a way to get them. I could bring a box to his house, he could catch quail chicks for me, but when would he be home? His father took calls before six in his tiny office before his driver showed up to take them to his current project. I failed to catch him, but his son had set up the answering machine so I left a message in response to his voice, asking when I could come and left my phone number. It worked!
Saturday, I found them at home, welding reinforcement to repair the hitch on their work trailer. Tim showed me his quail chicks. When making his small aviary he had enclosed an unused horse stall in their barn using the same kind of wire mesh I had used. He kept his little brothers from going in with him and captured quail one at a time putting ten in my pet carry box. The biggest chick he avoided, saying it was a pheasant. He had gotten fertile eggs from his friends and had some adults in the shed out back.  We put the box in the back of my CRV and I got my cane to go across a small field to see his pheasants. That got me to thinking about trying to introduce pheasants on our little farm. 
The quail immediately accepted their new environment in my old horse barn and my hopes went up. I had nailed boards over wire mesh closing all the rat holes I could find. The brood lamp was on to welcome the little birds if it got cold. I filled the feeder with the powdered wild bird turkey feed I still had left and would later add the ground corn feed Tim recommended. The quail seemed to like the pet carry-box. The Banty chicks were in the pen too, but just ignored the quail and roosted on the perches I had set up for my chickens’ years earlier. The quail and the chicks would be fun to watch growing up together. The three white chickens, quite a bit larger than the quail and three banties, were covered with fluffy soft white feathers, even having feathers on their feet and on top of their head, were almost like fairy tale birds. 
The quail started exploring their pen and all seemed to be working perfectly. But my dream was not to be realized yet again. One morning I saw no quail when I checked on the birds by looking through the wire mesh window covering. They were gone. The only hole I could find was a rat tunnel that had been covered by straw. It led under the wall following what had been a gutter under the wall that separated the next horse stall from the room I had converted into the chicken pen. I thought the quail could not escape. They were still young and now the ten I had recently bought were also free. 
I read on line in an article by Feisty Acres stating that the quail should be “released as adolescents (five to six weeks of age), rather than at full maturity (sixteen weeks or more). The quail are then at an optimal age for adaptation to life outside in their new surroundings. If released as adults, bobwhites have a more difficult time acclimating to their environment and less likely to survive. 
Of the total birds released, only 5%-10% survive the following season to reproduce.  This is why it is particularly important to release large numbers each season and to continually release birds year after year. Since 2016, Feisty Acres has released just under five hundred Bobwhites on the North Fork.”
My little birds had released themselves at about the correct level of maturity! Now it is Winter. I am waiting for Spring.
An Amish devotional writer, Paul Shelter from Millersburg, Ohio, compared a covey of quail to the local church and the community. 
He and his friends discovered the birds when hunting rabbits and had been so startled when they burst from beneath the pile of brush they were cautiously approaching, that none had his shotgun ready and the birds all escaped safely. 
￼[image: Picture 6]They examined the soft snow, where the birds had been, and found the imprints in the snow.  Clearly, they had been huddled in a circle facing outwards keeping warm in the sunshine. “Quail do this,” he said, “to keep warm but it also gives them a three hundred sixty-degree view of their surroundings, so they can watch for predators. This instinct is with them from the time they are hatched.”
We as a church are also command to watch. “Watch ye, stand fast in the faith, quit you like men, be strong. Let all things be done with charity.” (1 Corinthians 16:13-14). 
Those quail had been gathered (versammelt- like a church in fellowship together). They had detected danger and stayed safe, because they had eyes watching in every direction. Can we take a lesson?”
There are many different local churches.  Jesus established His church to fellowship together and to use the gifts given by the spirit for the good of the whole church fellowship. These gifts are not the result of any personal training but are given to us by the Spirit of God when we receive the salvation God gives us. We confess the Lord Jesus Christ before men and believe with all our being that He lives and has defeated death. God then gives us His Spirit as a seal of our relationship with Him. As He works through us, we can demonstrate our faith and do what He created us to do. If we know what He created us to do, and refuse to do it, we are disobedient to Him and it is sin. 
The lesson of the close-knit covey applies to every local church. We are not our own. We are told in the Bible:
Rom 10:9. That if thou shalt confess with thy mouth the Lord Jesus, and shalt believe in thine heart that God hath raised him from the dead, thou shalt be saved. 
Even so ye, forasmuch as ye are zealous of spiritual gifts, seek that ye may excel to the edifying of the church. The Bible says that God gave gifts to men so that the body of Christ may be built up (Ephesians 4:8,12). 
For we are his workmanship, created in Christ Jesus unto good works, which God hath before ordained that we should walk in them 
Be sober, be vigilant; because your adversary the devil, as a roaring lion, walketh about, seeking whom he may devour:
There is very little likelihood of hearing any of my escaped quail in the spring. They have all probably been devoured by the foxes and coyotes, which are abundant in this area. 
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Tuesday, March 28 Luke 12:35-59
A Covey Of Quail

And it came to pass, that at even the quails came up, and covered the camp:
and in the morning the dew lay round about the host. ~Exodus 16:13

One Saturday morning in the 1970’s my brother and I went
rabbit hunting at a friend’s place. Dressed in hunting coats with
game pouches, we dreamed of having them filled with the daily
bag limit of four rabbits each by evening.

We tramped through the fields pushing little snowballs in front
of our boots, and leaving Tingley boot tracks behind. A cold, east
wind kept our faces, toes, and fingertips uncomfortable, but we
moved on. Cindy, our beagle, checked out every weed mound and
brush pile. We approached every potential hiding place with high
anticipation, hoping any minute a rabbit would bound from the
thicket.

We came to the crest of a ridge with our minds mainly on the
brisk wind in our faces. Without warning we flushed a covey of
quail from the cover of some brambles. We were both stunned! The
season was open, but we were flabbergasted and never managed to
get a shot.

We boys were curious where they had been. Under some brush
we could see their imprints in the snow. They had sat in a circle
facing outward. Quail do this to keep warm, but it also gives them
a three hundred sixty degree view of their surroundings, so they
can watch for predators. This instinct is with them from the time
they are hatched.

We as a church and community are also commanded to watch.
“Watch ye, stand fast in the faith, quit you like men, be strong. Let
all things be done with charity” (I Corinthians 16:13-14).

Those quail had been gathered (versammelt) there, enjoying the
warm rays of the sun. They had detected danger and stayed safe,
because they had eyes watching in every direction. Can we take a

lesson?
Paul Shetler * Millersburg, OH

Will the circle be unbroken? -Ada Habarshon
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