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 will make you a steal of a deal on a mockingbird living in my neighborhood on the south end of
Mt. Pleasant. It cranks up in the middle of the night with its repertoire of bird call imitations, nearly

driving me to distraction. Despite the restrictions on killing songbirds and discharging firearms inside
the city limits, if I could see just a little better, there might already have been a headline in the local
news rag, "Preacher Arrested for Midnight Shotgun Blast in Southgate Neighborhood."
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According to the song  Patti Page made famous in the early 1950's, she thrilled to wake up in the
morning to the "tra-la-la, tweedlee dee dee trill of the mockingbirds in the treetops on Mockin'bird
Hill." She also mentioned, "climbing up the hill, late in the evening, while everything was still; only
her, and the sky, and an old whippoorwill, singing songs in the twilight on Mockin'bird Hill."

Years ago, Janice and I lived in the Arkansas Ozarks, where it was not uncommon to hear the peaceful refrain of
the whippoorwills late in the evening. Once you got used to their music, it was like drinking warm milk to put you
in a sleepy mood. But "mimus polyglottos," meaning the "many-tongued mimic," which can learn up to 200 songs
in a lifetime, is supposed to do his shrill imitations early in the morning, not in the dark hours of nightfall. Leading
me to believe my bird is either demented, blind, or has a badly out of whack biological alarm clock.

Are there any spiritual applications to my story? Solomon wrote of a time and a place for everything (Eccl.
3:1-8). A mockingbird's blabbering in the middle of the night is out of place. Admittedly I don't sleep as
well as I did when I was younger. Maybe my own biological clock is out of whack, but when that bird
wakes me up, or keeps me from falling back to sleep it is downright annoying. The moral is, don't be a
nuisance like my mockingbird. Instead, try to determine the right place and the right time for everything.

Secondly, look for the good or the "God" in every part of creation (Psalm 19:1). God put songbirds on the earth
for a reason. Patti Page's memorable recording tells us what that is - to thrill our hearts with their trill melodies.
God has an eye for beauty. Stop and smell the roses along the way. Learn to appreciate the songbird's whistle,
even in the middle of the night. It beats the blaring of a man-made train horn by a country mile!

he final spiritual lesson concerns our need to walk in the other fellow's shoes before making snap 
judgments (Jn. 7:24). I know it's a stretch, but if I could talk to my little feathered friend with the 

faulty internal clock, I might better understand his need to sing in the darkness. Maybe I should feel 
sympathy for my demented little mockingbird. Maybe he is blind and doesn't know it's dark outside, 
when he wakes up and tries to go about fulfilling his God-given purpose. Maybe he's just trying to bring 
a little light to an otherwise dark world! So should Christians (Mt. 5:16).                    David A. McCain
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