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         “Want a Great Parrot Pet? Don’t Be So Particular About the Species!” 
    In the mid-1980’s when I was contemplating adding a lory or lorikeet to my home as a pet, I began doing serious research about which species to choose. I read articles and talked with breeders and lory owners, considered size, coloration, mess-making, aggressive behavior, and many other factors. In the end I chose to acquire a Yellow-backed Chattering Lory.
     Then, to obtain my new pet, I went to two of the finest West Coast lory breeders, both of whom I trusted and respected. There was only one problem. There were no yellowback chatterings or even regular chattering lories to be had. Not even an egg or possible hatch, I was told. 

     On a whim—or was it destiny—my aviculturist friend Don Wells from Riverside, CA, vicinity mentioned that I might consider a Swainson’s Blue Mountain Lorikeet as a companion instead. With an open mind, I made arrangements to go and see Don’s handfeeding baby; and that event changed my parrot life forever!

     One week into handfeeding my new pet, I took the suggestion of a four- year-old who was watching us interact at the time and named him “Summer.”

     Summer turned out to be one of my most revered and enjoyable companions. He would hop-hop-hop down the hardwood floor in Santa Fe about 6:45 a.m. every morning and enter the bedroom to wake me up for his version of lorikeet play. Snuggle, wrestle, tongue in ear, all accompanied by that distinctive lory gravelly talking voice. It’s easy to say that within a few days of acquiring Summer, I completely forgot about my former desires to buy a chattering lory!

     The moral of this tale: Don’t become overly attached to the kind of parrot pet you obtain. Do your homework, but remain unbiased. Some things are just meant to unfold naturally; and love comes in all shapes and sizes…

     A few weeks ago, someone called me looking to find a source for a Military Macaw baby. We talked about breeders in our area no longer producing many large macaws; we discussed adopting a military from the nearby rescue facility; we talked personalities and comparisons among several types of macaws; we even approached the topic of a Catalina or Miligold (something I am not too comfortable with, but still support from rescue places).
     It came out that much of this man’s affection for Military Macaws had grown out of conversations with a breeder of, you guessed it, Military Macaws.

     After about half an hour of conversation, it became apparent to both of us that this parrot enthusiast was likely in the market for a Blue and Yellow Macaw, or a Greenwing Macaw hen, or even a rescued macaw with needs and personality already established and mature.  As of this writing we are looking for a macaw pet for him. With no preconceptions, we go about trying to find a perfect fit. Not the perfect bird, mind you, the perfect fit.

     I remember well my early days in parrotkeeping. Each new species I encountered or read about seemed to excite me and make me want to know more about them. The ones that I liked the most went on my “Parrots Wanted” list. This is the way collections of hookbills are born—generated from the yearning to learn about and own newer and frequently rarer psittacines.  Unfortunately, as I and some of my close friends soon learned, parrot collections frequently excite the collector only so long as he or she is acquiring new birds, breeding new birds, or talking to others about the birds. Once again I reiterate, don’t be so particular about the species of pet you wish to get your hands on next. 

     Say you wanted to seek out a Yellow-Fronted Amazon Parrot as a household companion. Now, I am an expert in behavior and husbandry with Yellow Fronted Amazons. I have kept them for more than 25 years, bred them to the fifth generation and raised dozens in my cabin, kitchen, bedroom and bath. But each one is unique; each one is individually eccentric; each one has its own sets of joys, positives, failings.      So if a prospective client comes to me and claims he wants the “perfect” yellow front, all I can do is giggle a bit and try and fit that person to a group of character traits in an individual fledgling we currently raise. Not such a difficult proposition, to be sure, but it has absolutely nothing to do with the client’s originally formed concept of the “ideal” yellow front. 
     There are macho boy YFs and wimpy male YFs, shy baby YFs and whip smart, obstreperous fledgling YFs. There are tiny, runt offspring, and huge, overeating babies, human needy birds, and independent, nippy, perfect for free-flying YFs. To be sure there are Yellow Fronted species subjects that would be better passed by in favor of a more balanced Red-Lored or White-Fronted Amazon Parrot chick!

     Get the gist? ‘Tis not the attachment to a particular psittacine species which will bring the best new companion bird into your life. It is the wide-open view of an entire genus or the realization that a “sleeper parrot” not even considered up to that point may become the fulfillment of your pet expectations. This awareness allows one to not fully close the door on a satisfying new bird possession of a kind never before wished. A visit to an adoption/rehabilitation facility can be a case in point. There are so many species of hookbill in need of caring homes—they each have individual needs and personalities, many were not given up because of problem behaviors, but because of hardship, illness, even death of long-time keepers. Certainly, that much ballyhooed concept that “my parrot chose me” may come into play at such a rescue center. Visit one and you will see!
     For years I wished and hoped to get into Hawkheaded Parrots. So striking, so exotic, so rare and even envied….also so expensive! When I encouraged a partner back in the 1980s to buy two unrelated baby hawkheads from a reputable Oregon breeder, I thought I was in new-found parrot heaven. Well the first six months to a year went along quite fine with our hawkheads. But slowly the male and later the female started to develop an aggressive attitude towards all the other birds in our house. We found it necessary to keep Aki and Chen separate from the flock or locked up when other parrots were out.

     This became a cause for some resentment in the hawkers—intelligent and active as they are. In time their aggressiveness turned to stubbornness about being moved around or caged up or told not to do some unwanted behavior. Then one day the male turned on my partner. Neither of us had ever really had a “biting” psittacine before and this was a sharp awakening. 
     To make a long story short, my partner gave me the two birds and I kept them an additional four years. But to be sure, had I not been attached to owning that particular species, I would never have acquired hawkheads in the first place. Nuff said! 

     With aloha, EB

