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BIRDS’ NESTS: A Field Guide

The established guide to the nests of over three hundred birds east of
the Rocky Mountains.

“It is a very complete, carefully prepared compilation.”
—IJIowa Bird Life

“A pioneer job. Not a single other publication with the same scope.”

—Robert Cushman Murphy, Chairman, Department of Birds,
American Museum of Natural History

Illustrated, $2.75




THE LIVING YEAR
by Richard Headstrom

The Living Year sets down in print the variety of the world of na-
ture. Mr. Headstrom sees and vividly explains the habits and habi-
tats of many insects, birds, and animals. And he is no less appealing
as he tells when and where various plants, flowers, and trees can be
found in bloom. He retells the beauties of color that the flowers
bring, the beauty of form inherent in all works of nature; he evokes
our wonder at the constant variety of the life around us. At once
informative and imaginative, The Living Year is indeed “twelve
nature walks in print.”

Mr. Headstrom is a practicing naturalist, a teacher of science, a
member of the staff of two museums, and a writer of three books
and well over four hundred published articles on various facets of
nature. His next book, to be published in 1951, will be a field guide
to Birds® Nests of the West.

The book contains twelve chapters, one for each month. For
each chapter there is also a calendar—a quick summation of what
to expect to find in any given month. Anne Marie Jauss has con-
tributed exquisite pen-and-ink drawings that increase the appeal
of this delightful gift book.

September 20 - Illustrated, $3.00
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The region has a sun and stars of its own. The inhabitants

enjoylng themselves in varlious ways - some in gporte on

the grasgy f 1 games of strenghbh or skill; others
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Poetic Introduction.
Edgar Fawcett.

How falls 1t, ortole, thouf hast come to fly

In troplc splendor through the Northern 9ky°3ﬁxsnx5xgka&xmnmmn
At some glad moment was 1t nature's choilce,

To dower a gcrap of sunsefy with a volce?

Or did some orange tullp, flaked with black,

In some forgotten garden ]

Yearning toward Heaven un

Desire unspeakably to be

of the 11Ve3:k", beautifulsbralded and woven
tricate shades of the vines that muriafl cloven
the forks of the multiform bough®,-
merald twillights,-
Virglinal shy lights
Wrought Bf the leaves

i .allure &

V?ﬁen lovere pace timidly down
Of the dim s weet woodg, of the
Of the heavenly woods and glades,
That run to the radiant marginal
The wlde sea marshes of Glynn.

Seautiful glooms, soft dusks in the noonday fire,=-
1ldwood privacles, clogets o f lone deslre,
Chamber from chamber parted with v g arras of leaveS....e

0 bralded dusks of the oak and woven shadesgs of the vine,....

Robert Frost.

Two reads diverged in a yellow wood,
Amd sorry I could not travel bosh
ﬁﬂd be one traveller, long I stood
And looked down one as far as I could
To where it bent in the undergrowtn,

John ®eats.

Ah, happy ,happy boughsl! that cannot shed
Your leaves, nor ever bid the Spring adleu;
Andh, happy melodlst, unweariled,

For ever piping songs forever new.....

Then let winged fancy wander

Through the thought stlll spread beyond her
Open wlde the mind's cage-door,

She'll dart forth and cloudward soar.

O sweet fancy: Let her loose.







Pepetic Introduction,

Hall to thf®, blithe spirit!l

Blrd thou never webi-

That from heaven or near 1t

Pouregt thy fhll heart

In profuce strailns of unpremedltated art.

Higher still and Rfgher
From the earth thou springest,
Like a cloud of fire;
The deep blae thou ain&estn
And singing still dost soar, and soarlng ever singest.

In the golden llghtning

Of the sunken sun,

0'er which clouds are bright'ning
Thou dQst float and run,

Like anfl unbodied joy whose race 1is

The pale purple even

Mgl around thy fllght;

Like a starf of heaven,

In the broad daylight

Thou art unseen, but yet 1 shrill delighteccees

Sir Walter Scott

0 Prignall banke are wild and falr
And Greta woods are gree€N.cee

Robert 5rowning.

The yeayp'e at the spring,
And day-g at the morn;
Morning*~s at seven;
The hill-gsid

my

a
ide's dew pearled;
The 1lark s on thee wing;

g

&

t

Thc'snail'
God g in his heaven-
A11'@ right with the wirld,

on the thorn;

The r aln set early i1n tonight,

The sullen wind yas soon awake,

It tore the elm grees down for spilte,
And did 1its worst to vex the lake.

Hapk tis the sparrowsg goodnight twhtter
About your cottage eaves.
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Poetlic Introductlon.

william Shakespeare€.

qark hark! the lark at heaven's gate sings,
Apnd Phoebus glne arise,

Hie steeds to water at those springs

6n Chaliced flower that lles;

Apnd winking Marybugse begin

To ope thelr golden eyes;

with everything that pretiy bin,

My ladey aweet arise.

fhere the bee sucks, there guck I:

In a cowslip's bell I1ie;

There I couch waen owlg do RXx cry.

on the bat's back do 1Ly

Af tersummer merrily:

Merrily merrily 1 shall live nROW.

Under the blossol that hang gon the bough.

Emily Dicklnson.

At helf past three & gingle bird
Unto a sllent gky

¥y op ound ed but a single term

of cautious melody .

&% nalf past four experiment
Had suhjlqated test,

And 1o! her silver principle
supplanted all the rest,

At half past seven, element

Nor implement was seen,

And placew as where the presence HWAS,
¢ciréunmf erence betweel.

The day came SlOW. ti11 five o'clock,
Then sprang pefore the hllle

+£1ke hindered rubles, OT the light

A gudden musket spills.

The purple could not keep the easi,
The sunrlse shook from fold, :
like breadths of topaz, packed a night
The lady Just unrolled.

The happy Wings their thmbrels shook:
The blrds 1in doclle rows,

Arranged. themselves around thelr prince
(The wind 1s rince of those.)

The orchard eparkled llke 2 Jew...€lC
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Poetlc IntTOuduution,

The robin is the one

That interrupts the morn

With hurried, few, express report
When HMarch 1s scarcely on.

The robin 1s the one

That overflows the hoon

With her cherubic quantity,

An April but begun.

The robin is the one

That speechless from her nest
submits that home and certalhty
And sanctity are best.

To hear an oriols ging

“ay be a common thing

Or only a divine.

of the bird
e same unheard
“'. L‘_‘i -

is not
sings
unto er

The fashion of the ear
Attireth that it hear
In dun or fair,

whether it be rune,
whether it be none,
of within..

The "tune is in the tree”,
The sceptic showeth me;
"NO, Siri In thee,"  ee——

A blrd came down t he walk;

He did not know I gaw;

He bit an angle worm in halves
And ate the fallow raw,

And then he drank a 4 ew

From a convenient grass,

And then hopped sidewlse to the wall
To let a beet'e pass,

He glanced with rapid eyes

fhat hurried a11 abrosad, -

They looked 1like frightened beads, I thought
" He stirred hie velvet head

Like one in danger; cautious
I &ffered him a crumb,

And he unrolled his feathers
And rowed him softer home
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Than oar s divide the ocean

Loo gllver for a sean,

Or buttefrflies, off banks of noon,
“eap, pla shlesh, as they swim,

No bridalder throughout the year
S0 clvie as the Jay,

A nelghbor and g warrior too
#ith shrill feliclty.

Pursulng winds that censure us
A February day

The brother of the universe
wigs heber blown away.

snow and he are intlimate
often -een them play
heaven looked upon ug all
such severity.

f this daring head
) gvergreens;
g larder - terse and militan
Unknown, refreshing things;

out«

The grass so 11ttle haes to do,
A sphere of gimple green

fith only huturrill~c to brood
And bees to entertaln

stir all day to pretty tunes
breezes fetch al ong ,

hold the suns hine in its lap
bow to everything,

billl an suglr 1;,
g head, a cagp and T
laboreth at every
worm niQ utﬂOSu goal

Se8e.sesActonished Boughs..., 01d measure

melody....Houses unperceived. ...
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Poene by .
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for Mr Grey,
from Maud Hart Lovelace,

voung Doctor Galahad. By Elilzabeth
Dodd, Mead and Co, $2.50,

fhis Dodd, Mead prize novel tells the gtory of a

doctor, but/it 1e not an American "Ciltadel."

‘No doubt that
would be tdo much to expect. For althouzh/a $I0,000 prize
winner, "Young Doctor Galshad" is QLQO..;bJ the terms of
the contest...a first novel, and it not unnaturally lacks
the full bodled character, the intefpretive warmth, the
mature artistic solidity of Dr Cr I. 3 gtudy of the

cal profession in England. However, this study of the

ical profession in an Ameridan small town, (a town which
purports to be typical, 1n mapy ways, of t he whole American
scene), 1s sincere, interectAng and packed with ARXHEXREXIEX
dakxkix obviously authentic/detail, And slnce it indicts the
modern medical set-up with/considerable acerbity, it is
worth looking into by all/the careworn hordes wno struggle
with doctors' bills,

Its story Hhile.KHXHXBHﬁXﬁnxxgaxkixﬁx somewhat

foreed and artificial sgrves th frame the plcture the author
wisheg to paint,

so~called, is Dr Anthony Evelyn McNeill,




lishing problems began after that. The
publisher, he was convinced, should
not try to get the writer to fit the
book to the conditions of the trade;
it should be the other way round. The
counsel he offered to authors on his
list is equally good for anyone engaged
in literary work. He spotted unusual
talent before beginners knew they had
it. His rare gift of editorial imagina-
tion makes this a most worth-while
volume.

I SELL, WHAT I WRITE by Jules
Archer (Frederick Fell, $2.50). Here
a free lance writer analyzes his own
stories and why they have sold to
magazines ranging all the way from
Personal Romances to Collier's. He
doesn’t believe in aiming alone at
the quality magazines and thinks many
a writer has been lost by aspiring too
high. He admits he has attempted
very little slick fiction. His is a
workaday book on how to make a
living out of what he calls the “me-
dium markets.”

WRITING TO SELL by Scott
Meredith (Harper & Brothers, $2.76).
This is a discussion of the ordinary
technical knowledge a writer should
have. The author, president of one of
the country's largest literary agen-
¢les, divides his material into four
sections. He takes up writing fields,
story types, publishing houses, work-
ing habits, pen names and taboos,
then moves on to the stery-planning.
The third section has detailed advice
on actual writing, and the last
chapters deal with contracts, agents,
trade organization and authors’ rights.
Meredith backs up his statements with
much behind-the-scenes information
direct from his contacts with the
writing and publighing business.

THE LOUD LITERARY LAMAS OF
NEW YORK by Jack Woodford (Van-
tage Press). Jack Woodford has writ-
ten books for other writers and has
had years of experience as a novelist.
In this volume he tells why he doesn’t
like editors and publishers. He thinks
they err in turning down unknown
but promising young authors, by edit-
ing manuscripts into mediocrity and
by starving them out of productivity
by taking too large a share of the
profits.

PN o ol

News editor of the Oakridge (Ore.)
Telegram is the new job of Doro-
thy Erickson.

[ i A arry,
suddenly found that available news-
paper jobs were not always available
to women.

Classified ads with candor flaunted
“Men only.” Others just took it for
granted that no gelf-respecting female
would apply and ignored it as an is-
sue.

Psychologists have written books
about it, even today there are rever-
berations along with anti- discrimina-
tion talk in general, but the female
who thought to alter this case in
point of humankind was promptly
tagged “feminist” and filed away by
many of her own sex as well as the
opposite.

Accordingly, you had one recourse
—good old rugged American indi-
vidualism, You either were the girl
who dared to apply for the job any-
way, or, much as the girl who wanted
to be a movie star, you sometimes




1941, we were asking for jobs and
feeling mighty lucky if we got one in
our chosen field.”

Jean started out in the publicity
department of an m'l\'f'rtising agency,
but the department folded after six
months because of unsettled business
conditions. While looking for another
job, a friend suggested and even ar-
ranged an interview at CHBS.

“I can recall no confusion in my
mind between Radio and the Holy
Grail. I needed to work. Much to my
surprise the CBS publicity department
not only had an opening hut was will-
ing to hire a woman.”

Tops by Any Count

Jean became assistant to the pub-
licity chief of CBS's Western division
and continued in that capacity until
1948 when she accepted her present
position, considered tops in that par-
ticular branch of radio journalism.

But, says Jean, the “tops” iz de-
termined by vour own particular aim.
“Bach individual job has its top
which is the biggest job within its
confines. And there may be hundreds
of individual challenges within one
organization.”

Suffice it to say that both Eleanor
and Jean are tops by any count and
have jobs that are the envy of many
a journalist, both experienced and not
50 experienced.

Often, no doubt, they wish they
could leave the ’phone on its hook,
but they ecome smilin’ through every
time,

Books for the Journalist

WRITING: ADVICE AND DEVICES
by Walter S. Campbell (Doubleday).

Walter S. Campbell, director of pro-
fessional writing courses at the Uni-
versity of Oklahoma and author of
21 books (he writes also under the
name of Stanley Vestal), in his new-
est one offers advice to young writers
who have a love of words, a real
interest in the subjects they write
about, and ability to understand
thoughts and feelings of the reader.
He says other qualifications include
delight in a witty phrase and ability to
pun, an ability to take the reader into
the heart and mind of the characters,
an earnest desire to write well and a
willingness to keep trying. He illus-
trates his practical advice by means

of sentence-by-sentence analysis of
several pieces of writings, showing
how desired effects are achieved.

EDITOR TO AUTHOR. The Let-
ters of Maxwell E. Perkins edited hy
John Hall Wheelock (Charles Secrib-
ner's Sons, $3.75). Maxwell HB. Per-
kins, the late famed Seribner’s editor,
corresponded with many authors,
among them F. Scott Fitzgerald,
Thomas Wolfe, Marjorie Kinnan Rawl-
ings and Ernest Hemingway, all of
whom were devoted to him because
of his unhurried and detailed criti-
cism and advice. He believed that a
book must be done aceording te the
writer’s conception of it, as nearly
perfectly as possible, and that the pub-

11
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On the ponds and marshes of the inland side of Nauset Beach, and in the river estuaries in the neighborhood

of Ipswich, DR. WYMAN RicHARDSON has observed the bird life as he has paddled, fished for stripers, or with

his son Fred watched in concealment, with his glasses rather than his gun at hand. Dr. Richardson has long

been aware that birds communicate, for reasons he explains in this, the sixth of his series of Atlantic essays.

BIRD LANGUAGE

by WYMAN RICHARDSON, M.D.

nE subject of bird language has been much

discussed, frequently with a good deal of

heat. At one time it was fashionable to de-
ride the notion that birds might have a language
of their own. The thought that most bird song,
as distincuished from call notes, was strictly a
courtship performance long held sway: but recently
it has been more and more realized that song may
also be used to establish the boundaries of a breed-
ing territory. From my observations, 1 believe
that bird notes can be divided into these several
categories: —

1. Just chatter, such as humans indulge in at teas
or cocktail parties.

2. Discussion of plans, such as might occur at a
board meeting.

2 Maintenance of contact, such as the whistling
of one partridge hunter to another in order that the
proper position may be kept and that accidents
may be avoided.

4, Warning of impending danger.

5. Courtship, including a *“No Trespassing™
sign.

6. Simple enjoyment, as one might play the
piano for the fun of it.

At the risk of being called an “anthropomor-
phist,” I should like to illustrate and comment on
these observations.

‘

Chatter

The best example of simple chatter among birds,
in my experience, is that of a flock of feeding peep
— least or semipalmated sandpipers. Hidden in
some near-by grass, I have often watched such a
flock of peep scurrying hither and yon over freshly
exposed mud flats. They keep up a constant little
twittering and calling, sometimes interspersed
with a louder, higher-pitched complaint as one,
lazier and greedier than the others, tries to steal
some tidbit from his neighbor. Occasionally, one

of them will make a queer, trilling note, like the
bouncing of a xylophone hammer. The whole
effect always reminds me of those times when, as a
boy, I was sick in an upstairs bed, while a tea party
was going on below. Chatter, chatter, chatter.

I don’t think the peep do it simply to keep con-
tact, although this may be so. Certainly, as all
at once they take wing, the chattering ceases. I
rather think they do it as a sort of comfort to
themselves. It makes each individual feel that he
is part of a large flock, where there is safety in
numbers — or at least where the mathematical
chances of sudden disaster are much reduced.
It is the single, fast-flying peep which utters the
characteristic shrill peep note.

There are many other birds that have a tendency
to chatter. Offhand, I think of crossbills, siskins,
cedar waxwings, and English sparrows. They are,
of course, all birds which gather in flocks. In faet,
I have an idea that all those birds which habitually
feed in flocks have the chattering tendency.

Discussion of plans

There comes a day in the fall when the beetle-
head (black-bellied plover) seem very restless.
The wind is very likely fresh from the northwest
and the air carries a distinct suggestion of winter.
On such a day, the plaintive, musical call of these
plover fills the marsh. Flocks of them, whistling
loudly, will for no apparent reason rise up from a
juicy-looking flat, and then quickly settle down
again.

*‘Going to move on,” you say.

And you are quite right. Next morning, hardly
is there one left. Plenty of yellowlegs are about,
and other shore birds, but no black-bellied plover.

Canada geese, I am pretty certain, communicate
by voice. If one watches the actions of a flock,
led by a big, white, old gander, especially if they
are investicating what appears to be unknown

53
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territory, one can hardly escape the conclusion
that the leader is giving orders. There is, of course,
no way of telling whether the honking which goes
back and forth between them is actually a discus-
sion of plans. ‘Certain it is, however, that the old
cander may hold the flock high in the air, while
he himself goes to investigate. I have seen this
happen many times; and it seems inescapable
that, when he is thoroughly satisfied, he calls them
down by means of his voice.

Then aeain, it is interesting to watch a flock of
goese, bound perhaps for the Carolinas, pass high
above a flock feeding along our Cape Cod shores.
Such a gabbling and a honking as then goes on!

“Don’t be foolish,” the migrating flock seems to
say. “Come on south where it’s warm.”

“Mighty good eelgrass here,” is the reply.
“Why don’t you come down and stay awhile?
Go south later, if you want to.”

Sometimes the hiech flock will waver, turn, and
pitch down in. Sometimes the feeding flock will
suddenly rise and follow along. More often, each
flock will 2o its own way, and the noise will gradually
Sl]!r.\.il_{l‘.

But, of all the birds, crows appear to have the
most complete system of communication, although
I must admit that I am far from being able to
understand it. My son Fred and 1 have spent
many hours trying to learn their language, without
{oo much suecess. There is one series of rather
soft “caws” which we feel sure is a gather call —
that is, a call for the gathering of a small group or
unit, not the mobilization call for the entire crow
population. It is usually uttered from some prom-
inent place, like the roof of a house. Here eight or
ten erows will convene. After a considerable period
of cawing back and forth, one or two scouts are
sent out to see where the best foraging for that
day is to be had. Generally, in about fifteen min-
utes or so, the scouts come back to report, Then
there is a great to-do, with all the crows talking at
once. Apparently, however, they finally reach a
decision, and one by one they fly off, always in the
same direction and usually, if they can be followed
through the glasses, to the same spot. One day it
will be the Skifl' Hill pastures; the next, the Beach
Marsh; and so on.

All this may sound rather fanciful; but if one
spends any considerable amount of time with them,
one can hardly escape the conclusion that some
birds, at least, have a very elaborate system of
communication,

Maintenance of contact

Iere again, crows are perhaps the best example.
They appear to have definite outposts scattered
over the countryside, one within hearing distance
of the other. Let the big owl be found roosting in
a pine tree and the call goes out. Crows can be
seen flying toward the spot from every direction

ATLANTIC
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until there is a black mob of them, calling, pitching,

badgering. At last the big gray bird becomes sick

of the din and glides silently ofl’ to some more secure
hiding place.

Another interesting fact is that there seem to be
degrees of mobilization. A stray cat may call up
only ten or fifteen erows; a red-tailed hawk, maybe

twenty-five; while a big owl or a fox may bring
literally hundreds down on himself. Surely the
out posts, or linison agents, must be able to indicate
the severity of the emergency and whether local or
general mobilization is indicated.

Of course, the commonest example of the use of
bird voices for contact is the constant calling dur-
ing migration. If one lies under the stars on the
nicht of a big flight of small birds, he will find the
air filled with a continuous series of chips and
chirps as the tiny folk traverse the dark heavens.

In the fall one may see two or three bluebirds
sitting on the peak of the barn roof. All around
them, in the cedars, on the ground, on the south
platform of the house, are hundreds of chipping
sparrows and pine warblers, with perhaps a prai-
rie or two, or some other warbler, in addition.
Suddenly, the bluebirds begin their soft warble
and, after a few moments, fly off. Then there
starts up a tremendous chipping and chirping.
Soon the pine warblers take wing, in ones and
twos, followed more slowly by the sparrows, until
the last straggler has gone and not a bird remains.

Obviously, this great loose flock, which may take
many minutes to get under way, keeps itself to-
gether by means of constant calling, And the
flock seems to be led by bluebirds, sometimes aided
by a robin or two.

Danger

There can be no doubt that certain birds have
calls which mean ** Look out!”™ The seream of the
blue jay, sometimes much to the annoyance of the
hunter, is familiar to anyone who travels the woods.
Nor is the significance of these calls limited to the
species which make them. The blue jay’s sercam,
for instance, will alert not only all other birds
within its range, but also all animals.

Not so well known is the alarm note of shore
birds. I have never been quite able to attach any
specific note to any specific species. T think the
note, if heard by itsell without all the attendant
excitement, would readily identify the species, But
as soon as it is uttered, there is a general turmoil.
All the shore birds within hearing take wing. Large
flocks of red-backed sandpipers will hurtle into the
air and sweep off in a body, twisting this way and
that with perfect precision, now gleaming white,
now suddenly turning dark.

Sometimes, one may pick out with the glasses
the cause of all this disturbance. Perhaps it is the
peregrine, or duck hawk, whose lightning twists
and turns always seem to be just a hair too late;
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or perhaps it is his smaller cousin, the merlin, or
pigeon hawk; or possibly it is one of those round-
winged Accipiters, the sharp-shinned or the Coop-
er’s hawk.

For all of these the shore bird’s ery is the same.
The note is shrill, very high pitched, and insistent.
Once you have heard it, there is no mistaking it.
Not always, however, can you find the marauder.
The sharpness of vision of these shore birds is un-
believable, and their ability to identify their enemies
almost more astonishing. I have heard a red-backed
sandpiper give the warning cry when the dangerous
falcon, to mere human eyes, was only a tiny speck
in the sky.

Very different is the effect produced by our friend
the marsh hawk. When the call goes out, it is much
less emphatic. Only those shore birds which have
chosen tide holes or shut-in creeks take wing. Those
on the open flats merely suspend their search for
food for a moment and cock a wary eye.

Oceasionally, instead of flying when the alarm
is given, a shore bird will “frecze.” I have seen a
beetlehead, when the ery eame, lie on his belly on
the mud and draw in his neck so that he looked
like nothing more than a hunk of seaweed. Only
his sharp eye, tilted up toward the sky, could give
him away.

There are many other birds, possibly all, which
have a certain call that means “ Watch out! Dan-
ger!” Whether one calls it bird language or not
makes very little difference. There can be no
question that when the call comes, most birds,
and often some animals, pay heed. And usually it
is well for them that they do!

Courtship

The theory that song is used by many birds to
establish territorial boundaries during the nesting
season seems very reasonable and tends to be borne
out by what I have observed. It is, however, quite
impossible to tell how much of the song can’ be
attributed to this purpose and how much to a
courtship performance. Certainly, in many species,
the males arrive first and are followed at some later
date by the females. For instance, this is partic-
ularly true of robins. If one discounts flocks of
wintering robins, so often seen in February, the
very red breasted, dark headed males arrive some
two weeks before the females. The male immedi-
ately starts trying to sing. His first attempts are
often rather feeble, but after a few days he gets
oiled up, and his joyous song from the near-by
oak every morning ushers in the sunrise.

This early song appears to be chiefly territorial in
purpose, for let another male come too close and a
ficht will ensue. Or if the robin should catch sight
of his reflection in a windowpane, there may be a
great to-do. But, when his lady arrives, who shall
say that his song is not aimed at her? Certainly, a
robin in full song would melt a heart of stone.

Other bird performances seem to me much more
definitely a courtship act. The scream of the red-
shouldered hawk coming from high out of the
air may represent a warning to other hawks;
but his sudden, vertical plunge down to within a
few feet of the treetops surely is done to impress
his mate. The zooming boom of the nighthawk, the
flicht performanee of the woodeock, the drumming
of the partridge, and the crow of the pheasant may
serve both purposes, although I like to think of
them as courtship activities.

To watch a pheasant crowing is quite an experi-
ence. He makes a mighty effort and produces a
horrible squawk. This is accompanied and followed
by a brief but rapid drumming of his wings. If you
listen closely, on a still day, you can hear the
drumming sound coming immediately after the
CTOW.

Another courtship act which fascinates me is
that of the bittern. One must admit that he is
a funny-looking bird. He appears at his most
ludicrous when, in attempting to hide, he stands
thin and straight, with bill pointing toward the
zenith. The light and dark stripes of his neck blend
with the grass in which he is standing, and it takes
a sharp eye to pick him out. Most people are
familiar with his “song,” likened by some to the
noise of the driving of a stake or the sucking of a
pump. But it is much more than that. It has a
rich, full-bodied quality as it comes booming out
of a fresh-water marsh,

The bittern is so retiring that relatively few
people ever see him perform. He goes through
terrific contortions, as if he were becoming deathly
ill, and then suddenly out comes the boom. Mean-
while, from somewhere at the base of his neck
where they usually remain safely hidden, appear
two long, white plumes. For some time, the bittern
keeps up his pumping. Finally, perhaps from pure
faticue, he stops; and the white feathers vanish as
mysteriously as they came.

Of recent years, we have had near the Farm
House several pairs of nesting prairie horned larks.
This tiny bird has a very insignificant song which
I gather is not nearly as musical as his English
cousin’s. However, he does his best by it. Up, up
he flies, squeaking for all his might; higher and yet
higher, until the eye, even with the aid of binocu-
lars, can no longer follow, unless there should be
handy a white cloud. For a long while, the squeak-
ing goes on until all at once the little bird plunges
down to the earth and lights close by the nest
where his mate is sitting. Surely this, too, is a
courtship performance.

Of all the bird songs, perhaps the crow’s song is
the most definitely an act of wooing. So shy is he,
however, that few people have ever heard him
perform. 1 have talked with experienced field
ornithologists who had never heard the crow’s
song, and who, when I have spoken of it, have
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looked at me with disbelieving eyes. I myself have
heard it only twice; and others who have told me
of it have heard it only very rarely.

One day, my cousin and I were lazily paddling
down the Ipswich River. There came from down-
stream of us that curious, staccato note of the
crow — the one which resembles the rapid plucking
of a taut string. Over and over, he repeated it.

“Keep quiet,” my cousin whispered. *“Maybe
he'll sing for us.”

We drifted slowly downstream, making no motion
and no sound. And then, just as we came around
a bend, the crow began to sing. Ile and his lady-
love were sitting near the top of a high pine and
from his wide-open beak was coming a series of
clear, bell-like notes. To me, they sounded both
musical and sweet; and they ecertainly were as
different from the erow’s normal voice as anything
could be. Suddenly, the singer caught sight of
us; and, with a series of protesting caws which 1o
my imaginative ear contained a definite element of
reproach, both crows flew ofl' out of sight. Since
then, only once have I heard the crow’s love song,

As a practical matter, I suppose it makes little
difference whether bird song is mostly territorial in
nature or is definitely directed toward obtaining and
holding a mate. Certain it is thai bird song reaches
its peak during the nesting season. Here in Massa-
chusetts, this occurs in late May, after which the
singing gradually peters out. Early July may
bring a slight recrudescence, but by the end of the

month it has largely disappeared. Except for the
indefatigable vireo, only an occasional whistle from
an oriole or a halfhearted attempt by a robin
interrupts the sleepy buzz of August locusts.

Simple enjoyment

It seems to be unfashionable to suppose that
birds, or animals for that matter, do anything just
for the fun of it. I am sure, however, that fre-
quently they do.

The hill and eedar bank which separate the Farm
House from the Nauset Marsh face south. Come,
then, when there is a good fresh southwester blow-
ing and watch the herring gulls. They will start
at the east end of the cedar bank, meet the up-
draft, and with not a single wing-beat slide up
along the brow of the hill, headed due west. How-
ever, when they come to where the hill drops down
to the Salt Pond Creek, instead of scaling ofl across
the Salt Pond and over to the Great Pond or per-
haps the West Shore, as is often their custom, they
make an abrupt turn to the east, coast ofl down to
leeward, lufl’ up over the east edge of the cedar
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bank, and slide by again. I have watched a sinele
gull repeat this performance eight or ten times, and
I cannot escape the notion that, like so many
humans, gulls enjoy the feeling of effortless travel.

As for singing for the fun of it, I can’t help
thinking of the red-eyed vireo. Ie doesn’t have
what could be called a beautiful song. In fact, it is
so indefinite that one can listen to it for an hour or
more without actually hearing it. Day in, day out,
the incessantly repeated trio of notes goes on and
on. It does not matter how hot or sultry the day,
there is no minute of it when one cannot hear the
vireo’s song. And he keeps it up way through the
summer when other birds have become silent. 1
cannot believe the vireos do it for any other reason
than that they like to. They remind me of a young
lad, strolling aimlessly down the street, loudly
whistling. Whatever the facts, I am quite sure the
boy and the bird are doing it for the same reason.
And I think that reason is that they just plain like
the sound of it.

Of all the Farm IlTouse birds, the meadow larks
seem to me the most representative. With us, they
are permanent residents; and, in those rare years
when there is long-standing snow on Outer Cape
Cod, many of them die. About ten years ago, for
instance, the Cape had one snowstorm after an-
other, and the meadow larks practically disap-
peared. Now, however, they are more numerous
than I have ever seen them. Last November we
saw eightecn flying in a loose flock — more than I
have ever before seen together.

But it was of the meadow lark’s song that I
particularly wished to speak. One may hear those
clear, sweetly whistled notes in any month of the
year — not so often in winter, perhaps, as in spring,
but often enough to brighten the winter sky. lere
is no question of maintaining territorial boundaries.
Here is no question of nuptial aetivity. Surely,
the meadow lark is singing for the simple joy
of* it, and because he is, no doubt, proud of his
achievement.

As I lie in bed on a eold, still December day and
wonder if I shall ever have the courage to leave it,
suddenly from the top of a near-by cedar come
those few clear notes. They make me feel ashamed
of my laziness and I get up with a zest I would not
otherwise have had. Perhaps, while the bacon is
frying, even I break out into “song.” And this
I do, I can assure one and all, neither to keep off
trespassers — a method which, incidentally, might
prove very effective — nor in order to impress my
wife. I do it simply because I feel like it.

My guess is that birds sing for the same reason.
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00D WRITING 18 good writing,
G wherever one finds it: in ad-
vertising, jourlalism or daily corres-
pondence. But the chief problem of
the creative writer is not the acquir-
ing of the ability to write well. To
be sure, he must learn eventually to
be a craftsman; but he has a more
basic requirement upon him, which
is not laid upon other writers, and it
is of that reguirement that I pro-
pose to speak.

Before I begin, I had better define
the term *creative writer,” for “crea-
tive” is a big word and often too
lightly used. A ereative writer, then,
is someone who makes something out
of nothing. That is to say, he creates
people out of paper and ink and causes
them to live on a printed page. In a
short story he must confine himself
to a bare glimpse of his people’s lives:
in a play, he portrays a few of the
high eclimactic moments: and, in a
novel, he can very often show you an
entire life, or even several generations
of life. But always, and with only
little black marks on a white page, he
causes to walk the earth people who
were never bhorn and he implants in
the mind of the world details of lives
that were never lived. For is not
Hamlet a real man, and John Silver,
and Rhett Butler? And Alice in Won-
derland is real, and Shylock and David
Copperfield. We talk about them as
if we knew them. We refer to them
often, as if they were actual acquaint-
ances of ours.

The Artist's Function

Now there are good creative writers
and there are bad ones, just as there
are good and bad singers and painters,
and to judge the good from the bad
we must look into the standards of
all art. What does any artist try to
do? What is his general function? Let
us take, for our example, a painter:
and let us say that he makes a
painting of a tygee. There is no one
in the world whe would confuse the
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real tree with the painting. One is
made of bark and sap and leaves:
the other is merely canvas and color.
Then why is it that you may pass a
tree daily for years and not notice
it, and yet, when a good painter has
painted a picture of that tree, you
stop and look at it and remember it?
What, in a word, has the artist done
to make his painted tree more real
to you than the genuine tree? So
that., sometimes, when you think of
the word “tree,” there flashes hefore
your mind's eve not an elm that
stood on a street in your home town
or the maple by wvour front door, but
the image of a tree that van Gegh
painted, or Grant Wood, or a thou-
sand dead artists who fashioned trees
You never saw, in years bhefore you
were even born.

Writer Must Study Man

The answer is two-fold. The good
painter, in the first place, saw that
tree better than you did or could:
lights, shadows, mass and movement,
he saw them all clearly and umner-
ringly. And, in the second place, he
had the techniques for communicating
to you what he had seen. In those two
things lies the purpoese of all artists:
to see better than other people: and
then to be able to set down that bet-
ter vision for the enjovment of his
less perceptive hrothers.

I am not going to deal here with
the second part of the writer's job:
the ability to communicate skillfully.
Words are tricky and complex and
fascinating things and, heaven knows,
one cannot learn too much about
them, but as far as the creative writer
is concerned, they constitute the less-
er of his two jobs. (I cannot resist,
however, pointing out one of the most
powerful and least regarded aspects of
words: the emotional freight they car-
ry without seeming to. It makes all
the difference in the world whether
a woman is described as “fat” or
“stout” or “plump” or “Junoesque.”
“Fat” has a most unpleasant impact

AUGUST, 1950

on a reader; ‘“stout” is not pleasant,
but it has some dignity; “plump” is
ingratiating and very nearly lovable:
whereas “Junocesque” is queenly and
altogether desirable. Yet all these
words have a common meaning, which
is that the woman is larger than or-
dinary. Next time you have an over-
weight man to deseribe, choose care-
fully between “roly-poly,” “retund,”
“stocky,” and “massive.” If vou want
your readers to think of him as a
hero, make it “massive.”)

Well, to get to the point, the chief
study of the creative writer must be
man; for it is obvious that one ecan-
not create a thing without knowing of
what it is made. And there are no
stories and novels without people in
them, nor any plots which do not
spring from character. New or would-
be writers invariably get this back-
wards. They alwavs begin with plot.
They “know a story,” and they sketch
it for you this way: “A bov meets a
girl, see, and she doesn't think much
of him, but he—" And if you stop
them and say “What kind of boy?
What's he like? Where did he come
from and what has he been doing up
till now?" they look at you as if you
were bereft. Why, any boy will do.
Any boy at all, and they intend to
make this particular event happen to
him. In short, they propose to super-
impose the plot upon the characters,
rather than have the plot spring from
the characters, which is the only way
for plot to appear right or significant.
Character Over Plot
And when I tell them the truth, which
is that there are less than 40 original
or possible plots in the world as com-
pared to the millions of variations in
people, they are ready to close up
shop and go home. They don’'t know
any people, they know a story. And
they will write that story over and
over again, amid a growing welter of
rejection slips, until they finally sue-
cumb to the delusion that one needs a
good agent to sell a story, or that edi-
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tors are only interested in big names.

What a ereative writer creates, then,
is character, which is the sum of the
strengths and weaknesses with which
a certain individual meets life. And
when one considers that a character
can never be static, but is always, as
in real life, changing imperceptibly but
definitely-from day to day; that the
impact of outside circumstance is
always present to jolt him into new
action; and that each man lives his
life on three different mental levels,
all of which must be known and in-
dicated; then the portraying of char-
acter shows itself as the complex job
that it is.
Learn Your Psychology

A thorough knowledge of psychology
is_imperative for the creative writer.
He can never get Erl_o_ugh of it. In-
deed, his chief reading project should
be psychology books, all of them he
can lay hands on. But, after his read-
ing, he needs to apply what he has
read, to study the reactions of people
about him to ecertain situations, to
ponder what must be going on inside
those people to make them hehave as
they do. He must realize that solici-
tude may be another name for tyran-
ny, that arrogance and incivility
spring from a great insecurity: that
plain jealousy may disguise itself as
moral righteousness: and that love is
often confused with possession. With
an intuition as skillful as a psychia-
trist's, he must sense what is going
on in the sub-conscious, that tre-
mendous, dark storehouse of the brain
where emotions push and surge. He
must listen to what people say and
then watech what they do, for some-
where between the saving and the
doing will lie the truth about what
they are thinking and feeling. (Or-
dinarily, a creative writer is not him-
self a talkative person, and the reason
why is now apparent. He is primarily
a listener and observer, by the de-
mands of his ecalling, and much too
busy to make any conversation of his
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own. This is probably what Gertrude
Stein had in mind when she defined
genius as the ability to talk and listen
at the same time.)

Two words of warning and I am
through. They are words of personal
opinion and must not be confused
with fact, but yvou will do well to
debate them until you arrive at your
OWIl answer.

Man Can Choose

First, I am quite sure that it is
a misconception that man is a product
merely of heredity and environment.
That he is strongly limited or in-
fluenced by them, I do not doubt. But
it seems to me that there another ele-
ment, which has been slighted by a
good many present writers, and that
is the element of choice. A man may
choose. Even in the field which is
bounded by what he is and how he has
lived, he still has room to change and
grow. All of us know people who, by
choosing in small ways and gingerly
at first, have gained strength to
change in bigger ways, until—heredity
and environment to the contrary not-
withstanding—they have turned them-
gselves into the opposites of what they
were. It is one of the most interesting
gualities of humankind that this is
possible to them, a quality that lifts
them above the status of animals, and,
hence, a quality that should concern
a writer greatly. The novel that deals
with a man wriggling helplessly under
the hand of Fate (poverty, an insane
father, social injustice, unreturned
love or what vou will) is simply not
realistic. The man will fight in his
own wayv, he will grow better or

worse, but he will choose to do some-
thing. Man is never merely acted up-
on; he insists on doing some of the
acting himself. (I believe that, within
the original boundaries of the person-
ality, which may in time be extended
and are hardly ever crowded, it is
possible for each of us to choose the
amount of education we want, the
volume of reading, the kind of diet,
good company, and even the way
we shall die. In the last analysis,
evervone seems to be his own judge
and executioner.) The exception that
must be made is with the neurotic.
He seldom chooses, prefarring tq
bounce back and forth between ex-
tremes, and he is never happy with
his choices after he thinks he has
made them. But he is a study all by
himself.

The second warning is that there
are a good many distortions of truth
about character abroad in the land
and some of them have had such a
vogue that one is likely to beleve
them without thinking. Here are a
few of them. Pouverty develops stam-
ina and strength of will. Only to a
point. After that, poverty crushes
stamina and strength of will, and the
individual grows weaker and more
hopeless under it.

Truth Much Distorted

A child is always happier with a
brother and sister. Not in childhood.
The time that brothers and sisters
come in handy is after one is grown
and it is pleasant to know that here
are people who have lived through
the same experiences and have a world
of memories in commeon, But it has

been my observation that children are
doing well if they can just barely
stand their siblings, who, are, in their
juvenile eyes, the playmates whe don't
g0 home when the game is over. As
evidence, I offer the difficulty of
breaking the news of a prospective
boy to one already in residence, the
eternal quarreling, the torments of
the older against the younger, the
wrangling over friends, toys, et al. If
this sort of behaviour disguises a
great love, I have missed seeing it.

Po Your Own Thinking

A wife should always confess her
misdemeanours to her husband (or
vice versa). Both feel better after-
wards. About this one, I can only say
that I hope my husband never con-
fesses anything to me. In the first
place- if he has done something which
lies heavily on his conscience, his pun-
ishment should be to live with his
own sense of guilt. He has no right
to unload the miserable knowledge on
me and make me unhappy, too. In
the second place, confessing often is
a substitute for bragging (“I am sorry
that I have been so terribly attractive
to someone elge”) and I refuse to be
present at such an airing of the ego.
The truth is that confession of that
kind makes no one happy but the con-
fessee, and he's the very one who has
lost the right to be happy about the
inecident.

I eould go on, ad infinitum, with
these distorted fables which have had
so great a number of followers, but 1
will content myself by advising you
to do your own thinking and not to
believe whatever you see in print.

The Public Will Tell

How does one know when one has
ereated a character successfully? The
public will tell you. People will argue
with each other about your book or
vour play; they will refer to your char-
acter by name, as if he were alive;
and they will sit down and write to
vou, through your publishers. My
most successful characters so far
have been Norma and Mark, from a
novelette called I'n Name Only, which
the Woman's Home Companion pub-
lished some years ago. The resulting
mail deluged the Companion office
and seeped onto my desk. All the
letters were from women, and they all
began the same way: “Dear Mrs.
Marlett, my husband is just like Mark.
What shall I do?”

I'm proud of that.
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Lovelace,, .feature for Oliver,

Birds of MNew York,
The Starlin&....Central Park's Baby.

New York City Has a peculiar claim upon the starling,
for from one hundred sfarlinges imported from Europe and loosed
in Central Park in IBQO Bave sprung the vast armles of thecse
btrﬂé which have now swcﬁi our country as far west as
innesota, ehd-nobbbiediiesiililuttwiicbl, ihey have thrived; and
no wonder. They make thelr loose untidy nests anywheee at
alks’gae eave of a jsky scraper sults them as well as kh®
a hole in a tree:‘ff uhev have to fiwht of f ngll h sparrows,

T »Lﬁ-r’c"’-
so much the bet*er\ Lhej have uWD or three hin&xxxxynxx

N
broods a year; and after the young are ralesed they form 1ln
great_mereadius comnanlcs. Fr-Europetire™ sturnus vulgarts;
¥with hte-4r+desc8it green and purple feathere;~hie~long-polnied

wings.and.-short-sguere~tall 1¥ well esteemed Here he.nas. his

_."ﬂ‘% {AL st s < £ =4 - f
detractore as~w&11 28 hie admirers. F—ire—grue that ne=ts

are large and dirty, éhh hablts Uf=tire biﬁ'untidv, tﬁaﬁ he has

been known to kill wantonly the young of otner speciesf On the;
Fﬁhﬁfﬁg?rHgﬁﬁaﬁgsgfpgsvgggggggsto the bird 1life of eitleg; he

fl1ieg in formation XkXk® better than an alrplane squadron;

he xxmximkkxiexthexkiusbixd 1e a2 mimic as well as a whistler

and can imitate the bluebird and even the genfle Dew?aﬁjbegn

¥ e
of all he ware upon grubwormg and other pests- When you see

e

the-gubeck-sig -sag-of-a starling army over your lawn, e




Keats on Fancy

Ever let the faney reoanm,
Pleasure never is at home:
At a touch sweet plessure melteth
Like to bubblees when rain pelteth;
Then let winged fancy wander
Through the thought et111 spread beyond
Ope: wide the mind'e cage door,
£he'll dart forth and cloudward soar/
: '\ , TRy

Thurlov'e May

Nayl queen of Rxmwmer bloscome,
And TWlfilling flowers,
With what pretty musie
Shall we charm
Wilt thou have pipe and reed,
Blown in the open mead?
Or to the lute give heed
In the green bowers?

the hours?

Thou hast no need of
Or pipe or

THou hast the golden bee

: Ripen'd with Fire;
And many thousand more
Songeters, th;t thee adore, |
Filling earth's grassy floor

With new desire,/

us,
wire;

Thou hast thy migfy herds)
fame and free livers;
Doubt not, thy music too |
In the deep'rlverﬂ,
And the Wwhole plumy flight
arbling the day and night «
Up, at the gates of light,
See, the Yark Juivers,
[ i )

82aPNee oo/
75 hilgh commission’d
vassals;to attend
bring y in plte

ner,

send

her:

=~ o =
n

-

Send to Emma next blrthﬁay}
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Orioles.

Baltlimore oriole.

Common £R £

Nest suspended, usually without latefal attachment, among
branches at the outer swaying ends of limbs of trees,

poplars, cottonwoods, willows or elms, cometimes oak and

trees; 8 to 60 feet up, A deep purse shaped structuee, largest
at the botbom and contracted at the top, strongly and skilfully
woven of long strips mfrom the outer kxxkxmx covering of weed
atalks and the inner bark of trees., strings and yarn used when
avallable, & thick secondarf nest of plant down halr etc at the
bottom of the he Eggs 4-6, white, marked with irregular lines,
secrolls, streaks and a few dots and splotches of dark brown

black -and lavepder. Incubation erlod about I4 dayse.

Food animal matter 83m vegetable I6, Caterpillars make up more

than one third. Much fruit wild, weed seeds. liolest grapesa and

a little.

a beautiful orange yellow, orange red or red bird with black

head: black wings flecked wilth white, and orange

fore d;
Tail mostly orange yellow., ¥emale much duller. “range

replaced by dull yellow, black by graylsh olive, and wing marking

by 2 white bars. ‘oung resemble female.

Other name GOLDEN ROBIN,

Sight of pphdbeamong plum blogsoms,

Ary during first week of liay with tanagers and grosbeaks,

Males come first; take possession of old nesting slte, of ten the

o/

identilo: o. Femake often makes new nest by old one still




brewed and talked

Roger , XXpRaRXxXRXNEEXHRE Sue

veroenus face
Nnec wohmns 0 cowy

3t Roger had no need to
weens/ner brows again

that, uﬁef; OREXRX AR X XKL DX XX EXDREE WAon

dropped his yruenes and apr

isn't true

you ever tune in on

?Kxxxﬁxxtmxxﬁixxﬁzmﬁxx£xx"xge radio!" che faced nim aghast/

"Wxx¥x A nan named Winche told me all sbout you
oger, Kxxxxmkxnxxﬁtwnmyymm—”ﬂkwmvxaxxxxxm&kxﬁxxxxxr‘
he say?"
quarrel of vours,
Guarretedr—Lhat-yvou
reanlion, i
IXeEXXBRXXRAKX That's where I'm aying my money, too.,"BERxxX
B REEXXAMXREXHEXEXX
W&m@xxxxwkﬂﬁmxxxxxxyﬁmxmﬁxmm You sre?" she w
), XAEXAXXNEREXXREXmEXK "I think too well

know

Kﬁxxmxxaxxaﬁ;xukﬁgxxxxxaaxxxxwxxanz

"Do you reall vy think so2" Sue guexkxXX asked faintly

"Sure of it, Just stick 1t

3ﬁxgg%xxxmxxxxxhxwixxk&x&xx&&&k&xx&&k%&%ﬂ

Last




swinging in t e bre ze.

Nest marvellous plece of bird architecture bullt entirely by
female though male keeps cloge company and may gath gome of
the materisls, Cl weaving, Constricted to

oge
contents from falling out., Often lashed in summer

=
L

Pieces of gstring, tape and colored yarn. ANNIE JO MNAY

OF HER OWl DRESEES.

Purse of Bagltimore orlole is a masterpiece.

loud clear flute like notes as blrd moves among the treetops,
Series of whilstled phrases rather than a complete song, some-
times sev; phrases in succegson, sometimes only a single

modulated beautiful call, Much varlatioj. Some notes pecullar

to individ ual birds. One heard incescsantly to utter Chewink

call. Peter peter peter, Nestlings are crybabies of bird world

Daybreak to dusk monotnous wearimeme lncessant tee-dee-dee tee-
e-dee., Male a second song period,

Like gorsbeak, fond of green peas




knx for Mr Grey,
from Maud Hart Lovelace/

I Wanted to be an Actress. The Autoblography
of Katharine Cornell. Random House, $3.00,

‘aom Katharine Cornell

introduction that Mlees Cornell's
fine architecture is planned.”
Her statement ies both'zxmx apt snd true.
als a life =20 ¥RREXXIXEREIXXNBRXNRERRAYXERX
go purposeful, =o intelligently motivated
mudd led

as a marvel in { hie/kxrikiek world, It shows...to
the analagv...that our ‘gr¥eat lady of the theatre

down one road from the Peglinnin asteadfastly

3 ’

refusing to be begulled; EBXERRXSEXBABAXAXERXRXAXXXAKEXBN
ANAXAARP XM E XX DR XX NEXYEEXX ERARX RAEXEEAXEXXBRX gratefully
accepting help along [the way and fortunate enough to find
love and happiness on the kkwrmmxhBirx same thoroughfare,
A progress planned,

She did not plan, perha

o the thes

acterse




S
BUE

eill

bkl o

rplllars

1eck;

round dark spEXXEEXBEpOis




c¢o gadly suggestive of
reddish halr tucked over her
lap. About three minutes
She would jump
would get ~eorge away,
three minuteg more,...

But gt two and a
the ladder back chalr, a slightly plump

3¢ not

net

a place to leave g jglass. fe T:ﬁAFQS?ing canapes.,

he look a forlorn fellow exile. He had a flower in

oL o

his coat and froild fwhich comes from theconsciousness
approval, In fgct, Karn had noted him earlier

P1 ¥ 4

a Wgler kroup. What was ®mhe dolng here, she

cheruplc emlile coldly, with a2

1'"fue ackeaf "1f I join yo.?"

enswered Karn, and to hercelf she sald: "Another

guarantee nothing. Even

She was gllent., however., Let him finda

|
\

convers=tional ning if he could,

He a young man to be at a ss for conversationdl

openings.

Ny h y

. -~

N SRLLE Qn;\v The \ -1-"»*-::‘ :

2

sald in a kindly tone,

looked at him sharpii.
Jee you are a smart young man,"
2 d 9 *

AT ema e
s4ddd nissed her 'cs'e, akbeog@h-ter-EmelbEtrwEETTIm

perfecinow;—and—shre-prided trerseif-on-her—stang: W




adowy woodlanmds.
ground,

3 e

«
U

uns




cayety

-he crowded room, feople were

jabbertng groups; or strolling, glass

intances on food and drink, But

'l'-e’:’l"i.t’l g o~ t Wk ~h f :_:._:“:‘_ 1 ( chic n cummer pnd




R.B.Roblin,

of Mexlico.

tree but

nest, mud;

greenish blue. Unﬁ?otteﬂ OF rarely

Sev broods

first brood

Eabt noxious insects; earthworms; and

on

large pf food, Famlliar

worms
'i; t 161

Letant worm,

=1 alr PO 1 1
agrx unmagrLed pack,

lo i
, yellow bill, bright reddish brown below,
and white, whlte eye ring, white
reveals

reas

of lMarch. >recedeg female by

varded carol;

TTAOACMHTAT TV
UcSUNAL L1 Y,




.;1-* Y X = \
doubtathat they tadmk ae she has them Ghabnke It ls thelr

thoughts and thelr hearts which  ghe interprets in thelr
was
singing speech, Dena tells Journeyman what 18/11ke when

first she f£ell in love with Langtry, Journeyman tells
. how 1t will be dn,
Dema/mExsxiX xwXiXx 5EXXIXE when [the spring comes,./RERHEPS

tupyxwpRiRnkLxnawExEaxdxxtx Whether or not they could have

galdxkx,what they s=ald, they ¢8UTd have felt what they

f elttHere. \V“”*”JMAAJU\

Thé novel does not have the hlig-sewwas of Mis
, .-.‘. \ A | _L - .'
Roberte "Great Meadow" or ker "Mime of Man." Yet fewwstories

|

she.has-told~have been better suited vo-her télents, ©

the poEXXX prose poetry which 1s ﬁﬁr medium. No author

cou;d have tahdébetter the ekmxgxaﬁﬁﬁex ballad of ;ena Janes




RBRobin cont,

Song period throughout
ligle robin may nakes bulky
string.

st worked down with feet and bill.,

aite down

and squirms

looking

clown,

bent, pulled out s

= |

slowly gulped him down.




hen they were gone, she lletened for a heart
throb in that tiny rigld body. She
on the bed, covered it warmly and ran to the
telepnone.
Fire department,” che told the operator. "Hello,
1117 ‘hie 1lg Betsy. Elisabeth Warner, XEmxxIkmxiazkixNshsx
mtnﬁxxhxtxxxhknxixxzmsxg&ﬁm;x Rob ?hiliipé' baby hae been
smothered, XExxxxx Thirty firee Lane...¥es, I can start
artificilal respiration, ¥ rememver,..”
She had known the Chlef since canilldhood. She and
Fob had a3wssee loved 10 vielt the stationx and admire the
great) trucks, XEEXEREXERNEXNERXEEERXENEXXEENECXXNERRXNEERX
Bill himself had shgwn and explalned the new resuscitator,
xxxxxxxxxxnxxxxik&ﬁksxﬁmnxnnxmsxtxx She remembered
XXXXXXXXXBREXXXAXEAAXNUXEEXX from flrst ald courses how

artificial respirétion was induced,

Back in Ehe nurcery she placed the baby on hie

11
eto ach, turned h?? head to the slde, began prohe pressure

between dlaphragnf and back,
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+thor ek ea very
thorn busgnes Very

awthorn? shining often lobed leaves,

Pruit often called
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the EXEXOEXEREXEIBM end oOf

o : t
ge RarnKarenson,
-~
=8, 8prang to her feet. She

ngte at the spectacled young

. : T = \
o

e e LS = ~3 L - : i
BXATAREL XX EXREARE REXADREXEXRAXXRAX X I X AR B RX X ExR&

PRXXPHEXEX XXX AXEEEXEAAR XXX E RN X X KM AR X EXBRAXX XX XX EX REERAN
Rt A

EARXEXXXXXX L
iI'“.]. 11
epoke %0 you becauge I'd lald a bet that could make
the boys gang up EXERXERXIXXXXEXDEERARXANRXEXIRXEIXXBRXXOK

IXXIXBANBXYPDRXAXEUENZX even on Orphan Annie 1if I gave her
Want to see me collect "

a rush.., .wers' s gy-moneys~Brtoks? ratcne’
"#r-youl Ilcten to me? L Aldnt recosnrae™
awolet——you becawse 14 rba--a—-bet-XHag-whica-taks
RYXEXXERERRX 1o JoRly well golng to pay that I ¢ould
up éven on_drphen Anmie
1

hrnan Annie.

snotfl out

2 X falr red nead sank to Yeorge'e coa

are ul, ¥px~¥eou-promtser me-that

fn—eix-weeke I " WonTad He-Epoadwayla-newest -prave.

n

man OY—& presc agent?®

"1t'11 be e=dotwof front page space,) ae-apreetr

"“You-dontt-forcet.uinat










Miss Hummingblrd,

Glean much of thelr food xxX by probing flowers while
hovering in the alr,

Ruby throat only humming bird in e US

Mites of the brd world courageous and not only filght
viciously among themselves but do not hesltate to attack
intruders many times their size. Wezk squeaklng or twlttering
notes usually, when exelted, delicate sweet songs from high
perch or during aerial e voltu ilons when mating,

Miataken hawk or sphinx moths.

" gems of the bird world" "glittering fragments of the rainbow"

Pwift flight,yfly backwards and sidewlse as well
poise in mid air on humming wings visible only as a faint haze
above their qulwvering bodles.
Common SR....Negt a tiny ocup bullt of pla W held together
and bound to the support by threads of tenaclous saliva and
spider web, and covered externally with b 1ts ol grey or gr

1ic

en, 2 white unmarked eggs.

C
Agide from £

h
1
a

ower nectar, the princtial part, animal food
e

specles, splders, plant.llce, small bees, tiny waeps and

gnaps leaf hoppers. Flain green upper parts,

Wings produce a humming sound,

Wings move so fast "seeme. to be suspended ln a circle of

unbeams" wings make a complete circle of lumlnous rays.

-

endulum gsct for courtshlp and to startle intruders.

urve like a pendulum attached. to a cord I5 or IS feet long

Fringed extremity of tongue aids in securing insects.
y St

Jewelweed and fire weed atbract them, late summer

Negt sad led dead one, fyrom a few




for Mr Grey,
from Maud Hart Lovelace.

Black Is My Truelove}ls Hair., By
Elizabeth Madox Robgrtse. The
Viking Press. $2.50,

Tt 35 citiang Anat % ipe Trom.an 9l kellad
should give the titlg  to this exquisite novel. # Black
Is My {ruelove's Hagir" has the quality of a pallad. Its
story of Dena Jages, who returns to her natlive village of
Henrytown undey the shadow of disgrace and of the threat
of death, ls /dramatlic, surely, but with the drama of
Robinhood or of Helen of Kirconnell. It seemg true but
remote, &a/thing finished and remembered, Dena's suffering
is rememberﬁd sgffering. “enrytown is a land held &a
w&ﬁﬁig;fauf;blé&*l;;d;“Eaﬁhed by the tender light of poesy.

futting down the novel, 1its rhytamle phrases
gt1l1lY sounding softly in the ear, one E;;é;;;&$ééwﬂew

times o s

refdlize. that 1t deals with modern/ sbateoppmmerkXIiRNERX

Yet/1te Henrytown 1c ieemmms authentic Kentucky. Ses

STMSK LB X TEARYREB AR sHmEwxgyE Telephones aééﬁ?éaiaé;;;-»
aigpes: and oll statlons gppear where 1t 1ls proper that they
ghould, But the author has seen these things as an author

a -hundred years hence might see them, She has seen the-mystery

and the beauty in tHem, The oll stations are dispensing




40 or RO feet up.
August gatherings among fireweed or Jewel weed,
Female ryby throat an accomplished architect for 1t 1s she wao
bullde the marvellous and exgqulislte 1ittle nest, wlthout the
leacgt asslstance from t me. Ihe structure so dailnty and
delicate; 1t seems ilmposslble that 1t should weather the st
co securely woven and anchored with splder webs and threads
r 2 weeks
young born
puny with sh
sts at first in cquirted into thelr throats but 1:
far down into

£

of infant. Mate d a t guarc y near by, Femalse
has plain white throat,

Above iridescent metalllc green, including

feathers; chin lores and cheeks black; & sgmall white spot back
of eye; throat brllliant iridescent ruby red when viewed from
in front, black when viewed from the siie, A broad whlte collar
just back of gorget, extending up on sldes of neck. A anlte

stripe thru center of Db'east. abdomen and under tall coverts

white., sldes of body green mixed with dusky. wings brown wlth

purple reflectlons. The bill of the young bird is lenzthening

during late summer and fall,




white of the waves and at rockesWnlch gleamed black when tue
lightning 1llumined them, Sue softly sald Atlel'e epeech:

"'T boarded the king's ship; now on the beak,

'Now in the walst, the negk, in everv cecabln,
'I flamed’ amagement...'" /
argund her, but onl Mith a ¥eie brotherly
pressure, Sue wag astounded at the ttémnr whlch shook her
at his touch, And precently h snappe A gnte on agailn,
"Better go to bed he £ald{ "I'll bunk hexe,
beside the fire, IRxXikmdxxzEmExXim/ The f Iinda comes in, I
¢an run along,™ |
"Goodnight," saild Eg;.

Warm under her blagkets, she listened to the wilnd

How differently they sounded with Chrie under hhe

woke with a start fo bright sunlight streamling in and a

agking, "Why worry®" Why worry, indeed!
/ o N~
Someoneilnockefl on—tke door,

"Tinda?"

- L} 3 L s el £ ! 1
Vo. It's Ghfis, Coffee on the gallery? "

h_.id}‘{“'\_,- q..—'-" \ 4

" You!'ve-mafte-coffee? Good how . With-youdn s JLff

To her ttripcﬁ_pajaﬂas, ghe added a striped robe,
They were trousseau ghrmente. "And very chic," sald Chris, when

came out on the éallery.;lt was flooded witn hot sunshine, The
spread a fan of/cerulean Blue. The smell of flowers was
overfthelmingly swegt...the sme 11 of coffee inviting,

But before Sue QOJI?IHQCEPﬁ lte fragrant invitation,
carriage wheels gounded on the sofit sand of the terrace. 2 florigd
young man took the gallery etairs 10 stepe at a time. He looked
at her with stupefaction imprint:«

"N~

Chris," cried
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FRATURES AND COMICS

THE SUN'S R@YS

About a Bird That Lives in an Oven

That's His Nest and It Has a Door and All—There
Are Other Winged Marvels. I

hunted in the deep woods,

are concerned-—exist

Storm Kin:

g’s Beau
Saved for $8




BOOKS

Life of a Sociﬁeformeﬁ‘
™ Who Once Ran for Mayor

s Albert Jay Nock Calls Henry George ‘the
Forgotten Man of Anglo-American
Civilization.’

HENRY GEORGE: AN ESSAY, By Albert Jay Nock. William Morrow
& Co. 32.50.
smplete |
ossibly : SRR N2
s a bit| Albert Jay Nock is his ability to put down :
nselves| startling fashion, Others have thought of the same ideas, but
rith the| . ows how to ke the charp. He is ally prettyv stro r
Lts wint | <n0Ws how to make them sharp. He is usually pretty stron :
g -”"‘ ac.| Popular taste in almost anything, and this has tended to make him out
a0 . : 2
Vater's| to the unknowing as somewhat of a radical. In truth he is a thorough-
going individualist, a man of considerable learning and impeccable
8ETee tastes. His individualism in such times as these m s him
sort of a radiecal. |
|

His opinions on Henry George Recent Authors
e mustiare not startling, however. His
f:;‘;:t‘;‘essay is chiefly about the pa.th'
ﬁp Ile;iGcorge followed through the world
bstroyed./as journalist and social reformer
tion be-|on the platform rather than about

and €on-|ipe doctrine he preached. But th

of a'point of it all is that Mr. Nock
> | feels the world lost a greater phi-
‘hanjlompher when Henry George de-
(;ka:?::;;cided at ‘41 to devote Ihis_ life _1_0
propaganda for the principles so

ot mhm_ihcautifully r;‘l";'-.rr’.«::ef'd in “Progress
bit tooiand Poverty. He had I'nul’ seven-
lead to teen years more, and should have

1 let the masses alone.

This lamentation for the waste
of energy and time 1 Henry
George’s life is reasonal enough,
land Mr. Nock does not let it crowd

One of the qualities that always make attractive the writi

hat the
tage of

ssay. The author's
ting was not to ex-
philosophy, nor to
ywut *“the hum-

ver certain

Elgin Groseclose, author of “Ara-
rat” (Carrick & Ewvans).

of

Geoffrey Househo author
“Rogue Male” (Little, Brown).




6 FEATURES AND COMICS

THE SUN’S RAYS
Bird Baths, Bird Houses, Bird Feeding

Suburbanites Take Up All Three Now That They
Fully Appreciate Singing Beauties.

Suburbanites are becoming more and more bird conscious,
That is the observation of this department which has
noted how many bird houses, bird baths and bird feeding
stations have appeared in the trees and on the lawns of
various pleasant towns in Westchester, Long Island and
New Jersey.

This department has questioned blue bird has a housing problem.
English sparrows are all too apt|
to utilize the nestling places suit-
able for blue birds; especially our|
with robins, Xnglish sparrows,|bird houses, which is a pity, for|
doves and starlings. They have|the bluebird seems io enjoy living|
near man, ¥Fut out a bluebird]|
house next spring, wou suburban-|
whieh they are curious. ite! And put it out early, for lhel
Closest rival to the robin in the|bluebird goes about the Lu:-ain{‘ss|
of nesting around the middle of|
March. You will be well repaid
for your monegy and trouble, as you
outburst, two or thy “sne notes|know: the bluebird iz a charming]|
followed hv & arv-like trill [neighbor. He is very pretty with
: : hiz sky blue <o and rosy red
breast. His soft, mellow warble
is sweet, His disposition sweet,
too; maybe that's why spar
rows impose upon him. And he
raises at least two broods a year,
which offers good entertainment,

Speaking of entertainment you
can't beat the ecatbird! As- his
|name indicates, he knows how to
imitate pussy. But he also knows|
how to i € other birds. You
may often hear the calls and songs|
|of his feathered companions inter
is over, KExcept when moulting, {spersed with his own melody. Fo
he sin all summey the catbird—although not every-|

He asily lde >d by thal|body knows it—is a very fine singer|

¢ of his|in his own right. He pours forth|
reast. He nests on the ground,|a richly melodious flood, and some-|
or near it in low b s, and is|times sings at night as well as in|
often n flitting in and out of|the daytime, It is a pleasant ex-|
dooryard shrubs. His bluish white |perience, so we are told, to hear|
eggs, marked th brown, may be|a catbird sing on a moonlight night|
in your own mock orange bush.|
and the seeds of weeds,|He often nests in bushes and]|
our benefac-|shrubs near our dwellings, and|

vour sub-{the nest is often low enough so

its as a precious gift|that you may have a look at the
1ich continues the sum-|three, four, or five greeni blue |
I |eggs which are laid in May. If|

Another sweet singer ; 4 . h':i.:_\'”ll grow berries you may regent|
he's quiet j now . , . i8 the|the <catbird’s fondness for small
wood thrush, 1 rery spirit of &|fru but remember that he eats|

nmer twilight Is expressed by|many harmful inseects. And ke

with which he|really prefers wild fruit to tame.

tree tops. The beautiful| Most beginners in bird study like
phrases are repeated|the eatbird, for he is gratifyingly|
1in, first high, then|easy to identify, For one thing he|

er ending song \t-luir‘hijm:'r. forever changing his dress
often seems to be answered by an-|Male and female, young and old,|
other ris in another tree, so|the catbird is always outfitted the|
Pe ly are the intervals atfuned.|same in a handsome sober suit of|
It is a cause for thankfulness that|gray topped off with a black ecap

suburbanites as to which birds|

favor m, T + list does not end

other feathered friends about

affection of suburbanites is prob-

ably the song sparrow. His melodic

song as a har-
That seems odd,
denote a return
from the South. The
beloved little spar
vs here all winter. Nev-
hisg & epitomizes
: 1 both beca of its beauty
and cause of the moment he
elec to sing it. It comes right
along with the crocuses, before the
snow is off the ground., He doesn’t
stop singing, either, when spri

this cousin of the '‘mit does not|and relieved by a whisk of red
confine himself to woodlands but|behind.
lives and sings as well in .~:Lm(1_x-'i
tow And while his song is he ';-wli
at its best in the evening he sings|
also in the early morning ;‘m(ii C
oughout the day, He is a rich{for
red brown in eolor with a white|nic
black-spotted brea which makes|ste
him easily recognizable. He builds|a ¢
a large grassy nest in a tree and|five
three to. sid plain green-blue eggs|sep:
are laid in May. A second family|9, 1
if often raised in June. Good!|Yor]
There can’t be too many. thiushes.|the
And there can't be tdo many|mer
blue birds. So this depaitment|bort
would like to point out that, the|ders
el




a0 FEATURESWAND COMICS

THE SUN'S RAYS

Birds That Stay Here All Winter

Among Them Are the Snowbird, the Chickadee, the
Blue Jay and the Nuthatch.

the birds who summer hereabouts have left|
South., Others will be leaving soon. Every day|
reat flocks of birds winging away toward

and other flocks sitting on the telephone
lanning out their trips, or waiting for the leader

0, three, go!l”

1

overed |their young, then joining other|

avound | bluejays to live in company until|
A ng season, comes

|

he is bold and fierce. It must|
acknowledged that he occasion-

y rifles the nests of gentler birds|
both of their eggs and of their
young. He does not do this as|
frequently as gossips say, however,|
land he eats much also that is|
|harmful to man. The bluejay has
|fine qualities of intelligence and
|industry. You should see him get|
{to work on a nut that needs to be|
cracked! |
somebody asks wyou this

ter, ““What is that small gray|
black and white bird which|

s down a tree trunk, head

you can answer without
sitation, “The white-breasted|

= the nuthatch i=s the|

hich has this accom-|

He walks downward

greatest of ease (as was

said of C in young man
flying t 2, ) He walks

and upward too, search-

r eranny of the bark with

pointed bill for insects,

i a insect eggs. You will
notice that he is usually accom-
panied by his wife. The nuthatches
e extremely devoted; they stay
1ated all the year round. Yet
hen springtime comes Mr. Nut-|
1atech changes his usual ‘% ;mk!
vank" and woes his wife with a|
love song. They fill a cavity high
up on 1e tree with soft grasses; |
d five to seven white spotted|
are laid there in April. This

tive nuthatch family is one

ich you may become quite|
acquainted, for they come|
ytefully to bird feeding stations

+ suet, nuts and seeds. |

on and
rm and

to your




THE SUN’S RAYS
The Ways of the Gay Birds of Summer

In Vacation Days, the Visitor to the Country Can Be
Instructed and Charmed.

When taki that midsummer wvacation in the country
you may be wm}\mmted that you hear so few bird songs
City folks generally imagine that the glorious bird music

ing is prolonged into the mmmor As a matter of
fact, after _' » melodious mating of April and May and the
vocal domes v of June, many birds become strangely
silent.
this department how|on and on. Even through
don't know. They|mid-summer days, the red-eye kee
. He is easier to hear|

* his olive green tint
late August they |hlends admirably with the tine of

2 see them now

it is true, a bit|f ;
s they are molting| Quite as loquacious as the red-eye|
_ tare the baby Orioles. You probably
| know their handsome father. He
1ate the heat and |is stunning in Lord
fy homes, At I(‘n"fn:.- of orange and blac
| wife, though less decora
reason enough for being proud, Im
is certminly the world’s finest
woman architect. Her nest re-
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Lovelsasce,..feature T

York
the Mr.

The Mr ie ucually handsomer than the Mrs (in thne
bird world) but thls e particularly true b the Redstart

family

. You may ¢ > seen them both, if you are fond of wanderl ng

in the deep woods in the summer time, but you probably remember

only the Mr, He is that handeome little warbler wita dashes of

.

flame color on a black coat wnom vwou saw fluttering and dancing

1ike those daffoldile Mr Wordswortfi wrote about. Only the breewe
redgtart's
ion't responeible in the/xEmxaxxX® cace., It's juet hls nature

dance and drift through the alr in his seatch for

flies, gnats, hosquitoes and the other =small insecte of which
S hey
~bligingly helps to rid us. The Mrg is more soberly outfttte@ in
2 1N L} \

grey-green with touches of yellow ibut she too ls a dalnty
little bird. EEEYXREXEXIXXXXARKXXXEXEBEXAXAAXXIDMEXERXXAANEEXX
.
¥EAREXNEEXEMERXKXS nest 18 a stout secure little home and
'ind
XX®¥X you may/zﬁm as many ae five epotted eggs there in the

middle of May. But you won't , unlese you arge a good climhe; i'or
' | P s &

the necst is usually ®esme in a very lofty crotch of a vine-

v

tree,




Lovelace...feature

Birds Around New
Eastern Meadow LarkK...

Do you think that meadow larks belong only
grest Open spaces? Then you =re mistaken, for we have around
New York the Eastern “eadow Lark whoce appearance ls much the
same ac hle western brother's and who=e song 1c a. =t as
gweet., If 1 3 . qulite so thrillingly flute-like, remember
that we have the En . tate to b ou will find oup
meadow lark oftenest bn open prairie-like countiry. He 1s
a large bird, brown, with a ®istinct black crescent on his
yellow breast. If you canc ee him in flight you will note
white tall feathers. He often runs along the ground, and makes
his neet there, covering it well eo that it isn't eaglly

found. He comeg to us early, stays late, (sometlimes all

he eats HAXXKMIXIREXZEEXARR grassnopbers

hic zmmxXx®mxEX clear whistling

morning makes you glad you are allve.

———f -
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Lovelace,..featnre for Oliver.

.."Bereech Owl, indeed!"

otus asio a=io would pro-
bably murmur 1 he coul ndersta Englisah and should hear
the name which we have given him. His mournful ery 1s qulte
unlike a screech, Hoo-hoo-hno., Xxxxpuri® More like a bancshee's
wail,®® 1t gulvers througa the evening alr. If you've ever
heard an owl, you've probably heard the screecn owl for
he lg the most dzmExxizxxpRxEkExkim® common of his kind. He's
2t. Two tufte of feasthers stand up llke ears
im,.,.7"ilth hls yellow eyegs...a catlike appearance,
and female have no distinctive markings, a characteristic

unusual in bird 1life, They BIVETOf tefIr~trebdlon frcea =nd

hunt durlog-the alaht-but are -not stone -blind by dayllight,

“Hhey cat-mlee-mhloh-thev-eaten-neatdswwmlin thely claws are
falthful mates, and year after year come back to the same
hollow tree. There they sleep in the daytime and hunt by
night, mice, mostly, but alas one can often find feathers
in thelr untidy neste., Fréendes ff the screech owl clalms
that he only eate otuner birds when he needs food badly

F

for hie own youns: Of couree, people will do moest anythln

for their chlldred.




lovelace, ..feature for Oliver,

Birds 6F New York
The Fien Hawk...A Word to Hunters,

His formal nane is osprey, and he arrives 1n April,
Occasionally he spends the summer, but usually he goes on

north after a couple of monthe and passes through again, in

southward -bound 'wa
s llepurely way, J=eaekExSEsxExBeXx2® October. He is a

fierce lookine fellow with a hooked hill, and claws which
look ae though thev meant buslness, lhey do, too; for he
mwwrw® knows how to catch and hold the slipperiest of flsn,

He can.eight hie prey from a great helght, and you're not
Wow vE
apt to forget,..1lf yssjever W scen 1lt...lnex tarl 11ing
3 \._"_ - *'" _ . . "'-'TJ .
plunge he makes to catch . Havirng captured weisbees, he carrles

.

1t off in hle clawe® always, for some strange reason, Wwith the
3 . : ] = 2

hesd forward, Hle nestc are near the water, 1ln trees aXEXEXX

or cliffe; there are often a number of them together. They
moXes odditioms to The

are bulky untidy affalrs, and he T — b I T T b R
from year to year. The fish hawk 1= of ten
the victim of carelese hunters, They should epare him, for he
eats only fish, and more than earns hls keep by that specta-
the
cular swoop wsmmem from sky to water. Tell xmmx/hunters in
your family to watch out for the fish hawk and to leave him

gtrlctly alone,

i W e




Lovelace. ..feature for

Oliver,

Birds of New York
‘e White-throated Sparrow...Will he sing for

the Worlds Falr?®

vour musical education 1s lncomplete 1f you have

failed to hear the white-throated sparrow sing., He uses thls

vicinity as a stopping plac

on his liesurely migration to
narts north, and if you watch out you may 8ee (and hear) him
during April asnd May. He arrives agaln toward the last of Sep-
tember and tarries a few weeks., He ie a hand ome bird with a

|

crown of bl

;1ly recsembles
als

cousin, the white-crewn. But nils distinctive
markinge are the touch ol

yellow on his face and hls easlily
noticed walte taroat. in undergrowth,
of ten with other sparrows, food on the ground.
ﬁnx‘dnﬁn he sings he eglngs frou branch, and ais s ong will

make you sit up and listen. It 1s even better after he

arrives at hies northenn destlination. But en route it 1s
. g 1 _

plenty good enough. @pg_notec form a song which you can whistle,

and in Canada they have made up words for 1it, word: compllimen&ary

to thelr wountry. Maybe we can glve 1t our own words; tle

1t up with the Worlds *alr,

=i K







tham usunl

on peevish townefolke vacatloning in the country. The bird songs
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ere —.fj‘u-a

Wi K

waer
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Lovelace...feature for Oliver,

.r('.“.\ LY .=-I\
Birds ®f New York
The Wood Pewee...Who doesn't know all the answers

Hot summer afternoons in the countiry are acgoclated
for many of us with the plaintive guestioning song of the
Pewee."Bee-a-wee?" he acks, "Pee-a-wee"? He xnows variatipns
on this theme, which he often .singse, especlally at twilight,
\ \_.“ h.i 8 a8 on '_‘ 1 8 W I.'.‘,f ‘\_ J..L’I_.
pxxxux/bect known £0x that wewsdedenmt questlon which the
woodland never snewers, He lives in the woods, arriving in
May, after a luxurlious winter 1n the tropics, #rs nest is
a\c*evv
&pwervidy constructed, belng patched with lichen and bullt,of ten,
x5% on a lichen covered branch. He gets hls llving mogtly in
the alr, catching and eating more Varle}ties of flies xRaERW

ig g fly catcher ,
and bugs than you or I could name. For the peweeX/11ke his

larger, more eoclable cougin, the phoebe.Xx The ERREEXED

RExuEXEXKE pewee's whilte eggs wear a wrest o of brown but

the pewee himself is a soberlooklng llttle olive grey bg1”<L

word, iMaybe he wishes he knew more of the answers.,




Lovelace...feeture for Oliver,

Birds of New York
The Red-eyed Vireo...He never gete through talking,

The red-eyed vireo talks too much, and that's 'the trtuh

Lt. All day and every day throughout the summer, his conver-

satlonal song goes on and on. Even through those torrld_mid—
red-eye

summer days when most birds naven't much to say, the/¥Xxzm
Keevs on glngineg. He 18 eacler to near than to see, for his
olive green tint blends admirably with the tint of follsage,
And he always livees in treec....infﬁrech, én chady lawnsg,

clty parks, Hle wife bullds 4 marveldous nest of bhark and
twlgs, Tinlshed off with birch bark, licaen and cocoons, shaped

like a @mup and aung securely in the fork of g branch. The vireo

1s a good citiden, eatling mang hsrmful lnsects and larvae. We

can forgive him for being a bit of. g bore, He winters in the
troplics, And perhape he is talking about his travels, when he
glnge on and on like tanat, forgetting to etop,

——— YW -
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Lovelace...feature for Oliver.

/e w el
Birds of New York,
The Eastern Robin...Did you know he was & Inrush?

Those blg Flump brilliantly-breasted robins which

early in March announce tne arrival of spring are all
males. The male robiln makes the porthern Jjourney cseveral days
ahead of the female., When the female arrives, however, ste
repays the male for hie preliminary scoutlng by building
alone and unaided, that nest whlch you may find almosk any-
where around your lawn.,.in a tree or under your eaves Or
out in the garage. She carries the mud in her blll, combines
1t with leaves, grass, twine or what-have-you, stamps 1t all
into place and even eits down and squirms around to make the
gest just right, Then - it to dry before liming it
with graes and laylng the three or four greenlsn=-blue eggs.
sSon g
Nothing can equal the ric§ joyful -welsedwm of the r ob1n “esong
on a chill April morning or evening. You know 1lt, oI course,
But do you know that hils membershiv in the tarush family

accounte for it? Migratory thrusn is ~ne name for your old

friend Eobin,




Lovelace,,.feature for Oliver,

A ¥ e
Birds of New York,
The .8fanling...Central fark's Baby.

New York City ha< a pecullar claim upon
for from I00 starlimgs imported from Europe and looced in
Lentral Park in IB90 have sprung the vast armies of these
iridescent, long- winged short-talled birde which have swept
our country ae far weat as Minnesota. They have thrived,

and np wonder. They make thelr loose neste anywhere. The
( , y

a
eave of a gkyscraper sulte them as well as/hole in a tree;

if they have to flgnt off Engllish sparrowe or a flicker, all
the better., They have two or theee broode a year. And after

the young are ralsed they move 1ln great compan'es, strong,
adaptable, agerescive, The gtarling has his detractors, who

eay that hle nests are untidy, that he raide orchards and has
been known to kill the younz of other specics. He has his claims
to our admiration, however. ie glves varlety=E to the bird

life of our cities, he flles with spectacular skill in form-
atlon, he 1 g mimlc as well as a whkstler, and he wares on

many insect peste. Homeownerc who ece a sgtarling aramy 2igwagging
over their lawns should he glad that “entral Park welcomed

thies immigrant,
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Lovelace,., . .feature for OCliver.

Blrds & New York,
The Bluebird...Help him with his housing problem]

[he Blueblrd has a housling problem. Engllsn sparrowse
are all too apt to utilige the nesting places sultable for
bluebirds; especlaglly our bird houses, which 1s a pity, for
the blueblird seems to enjoy living near man, Put
bluebird house, you suburbanitel! And put 1%
the blueblrd goes about the buslness of nesting FEEEEEEEN
around the middle of March, You will be well repald for your
noney and trouble; the biuebilrd ia s charming neighbor.
Speshonibnneepiows He 1s very pretty with his sky blue coat

and rosy r ed breficst, RAME Hlis soft mellow warble 1s sweet. Hils

sweet too; maybe that's why the anminrmesimnm
And
esparrows impose upon nlm{ Re ralees at least two broodse

2R RNEHRERRE RN RN OA NN T NN T AN R X T RE N PR X N R0 nn

year
LR
shexmpxhrx which offers good entertainment. ‘m

T R s a ®. In addltlon to helping the bluebird wilth
hies home in the spring, you can help him in the winter by

=

EXRRMEXX X RNXXERXRRXRXRXNXRX/Maintaining & blrd feeding station.

He usually winters here and sometimes wlshes he hadn't.







lovelace...,feature for Oliver,

P ¢ surend

Birds «# New York,

The Northern Flicker...Excellent Alarm Clock,
Common on suburbasn lawns as well as in open country,
fyom March until October, and occasionally seen about even
in the winter, 1s the large handsome Northern Flilcker; hls
famlly name 1s woodpecker. Although he may wake you to® carly,
by the nolsy drumming with which he loves to welcome the dawn,

you should be glad to have him around, He has a good appetite

for undecirable insects. When you think he is posing, with bent
e
head, on your lawn, hc ¥ really,sending hls long tongue down

on a search for ante., In addition to belng thus useful, ke 1=
amusingg at courting season, going through all kinde of antlcs
to attract his lady. Male and female are both handsome with
black creccents on thelr breaste and dashes of red on the backse
of thelr heads, The€2::;; qulte sultably, boasts a small black
mugtache, From five to nine white eggs, in a hole in a tree

on your lawn, may mean five to nine slarm clocke, bye and bye.

- -










Lovelace., .feature for Oliver,

e e

Birds ®F New York
fhe Ruby-throated humming bird...A Mount for Thumbelisa

“

You can't believe your eyes when you catch your first
glimpse of thls unbellevab@y dainty little bird., As a matter
o1 4 , your eyes often do decelve you, ror when &ou think
you are gseeing a humming bird it may be only a sphlnx moth,
Both nover asbout flowers in the same ethereal way. Granted that
you ske seelng a humming bilrd, wewewesn, tne mgle wlill be more
brilliant than the female. Hie green feathers have a brighter

he wears a ruby necklace., The wings of the tiny blrds

hum snd .thelr bodies shimmer in the sunchine as thelr long bllls

search the flowers for nectar; they eat many sorte of ey

W

ingette too, The male ma’ be the na— nandgomefor the two but

phewfemme G more industrious., She sticks together with her

'r“ ‘ (=W ¥
own saliva the tiny cupehaped nestg which Lc)eomemed the most
X : A

enchanting in all the bird world., And after the two wialte
eggs are hatched, she takes all the care of the infants,wno
naked and with short bille and are gquite a care,
The only reason Hane Chrigtian Anderson didn't glve hils
Thumbeliea a ride on a humming bird is that these charmers

are all Americans. The old world does not know the specles.




Lovelace,.,feature for Oliver,

/Y‘%' T (J.
Birde &® New York
The Phoebe.,.You heard him the first time,

Even if your repertolre of birds ig limited, you

| A=

probably know the'Phoebe, You both saw and heard wise sociahle

el

=
™

?{fe whlle you were taklng

that vacation in the country. You gaw taem si1tting on a wlre
fence, perhaps. wagging thelr talls (yes, they do) , and

making freguent darte 1into the alr to nab an insect-tidblt,

You certainly heard them telllng you thelr names from dawn

to dusk, "Phoebe,..phoebe..,phoebe", until pou probably

wanted to anewer, "Yee, yes, I heard you the firet time, "

But you must be friendly to the_?hoebe, for he is very friendly
to man. i1e often returne year after year to tne same flarm; he

loves to build hls bulky
PXXixEXKix/neste about our EEaxm barns and outbulildings,

althouzh an overhanging bank or ledge of rock will serve him,

e r eturne in the spring earlier than the otuer Flycatchers

who winter 1in the tr a. He wintere in the southern part of

our own United States and arrives promptly in Marcna, just one
behind
jump/shEx@x®R the 1lnsects, He 1a friendly in every way, but

just about the friendliest thing he does 1e to conflne his

dlet almost exclusively to harmful buge. You ion't have %O
]

say "Shoo-fly" qulte so often, §f you say "welcome

o

" to0 the

Phoebe. e
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Screech Owl..."Sereech

(‘l:f“‘

"Screech owl,
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