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¢ , . PREFACE 7V .
/. DeAr CHILDREN, ; B R .
; . Most of. you love birds; and*would like to know .
ther all, especially thosé that. come to your garden every.
: “day. This book is written for you, so that you, lige Mollie
4 -and Tony in the story, may ‘easily get to know ydur friends,
"= . the birds in the garden. All the things spoken of—the
' ‘bird-table, the pea-nut feeder, the tit-Bell, the seed-hopper, -
i the lucky-bag, the coco-nuts, the nesting-boxes, and the
. ‘roosting-places,>can be obtained by you quite easily. Most
’\‘ of them can be made, but in any case, not gne of them is
© * cxpensive, and you could put them dewn on your birthday
\ 7 or.Christmas list, if you would like to do the same things, q
) .that Mollie and Tony do in the story. 3

| * 1 do hope you will make a bird-table, and buy a cocb-n’ut"
| and sdme ped-puts! You will have such fun with them,
|

l

- and'the birds will soon be tame, and become your friends.
. Write and l¢t me know what happens in your garden, if you
cin ¢ any. of the thitigs that Mollie and Tony do. I shall
lave to heas S :

‘Good.iuck from your friend,
e Gmp Bujfow
; | S
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s  CHAPTEK ONE ¢,

©  'The Little House in the ‘C_ountrir’

» b v
” WONDER what Upcle” Jack’s little house in the
country. will be like,” said Tony, looking out of
the carriage window as the train sped along.*

“I’s quite old, Mummy said, and has a most exciting
= garden,” siid Mollie. ““ There’s a pond, and at the bottom
i'.. there is a little wood with bluebells in the springtime.”

“1 wish Mpummy and Daddy were coming with us,”
: . said Tony. The two children had just said goodbye to
}‘. - their mother and father at Southampton, and had waved

" goodbye fo them as the big liner on which they were sailing

(] stcamed slowly away. ,They had gone to America for a

' whole year, and Tony and Mollie were to stay withtheir’

1. auntatd ungle in the little village of Meadowfield.
; “I guess it will be dull at Meadowfiela after living in
{ London,” said Mollie. “It’s a good thing Auntie Jane and
Cncle' Jack dre so nice? g 8

.« We shall*soonsbe thgre,” said Tony.. “It’s the next

! station.” el ; .

T!lcy weresmet by their Uncle Jack,,a tall, jolly-faced
| - man in boots and breeches like a farmer. He was waiting

with the pory-cart, which was a treat for the children. They
s¢rambled in, and Uncle Jack Lifted in thtir trunk.

“ Well, here you are at last,” he said. *“ Welcome to

Meadowfield rnd to Sparrow Cottage?”” e
Spatrow Cottage was a little brown hodse with a nice
thatcked foof. “ Whot a funny namel” said Mcllie,
r laughing, § ;
|
!




12 " Birds of 'Onr Gurdens
“ Well, dou’t you_ tnink it looks rather like a little brown )
spatrow, -sitting there ‘waiting for crumbs?” said Uncle =

Jack with a sxmlc
“ “] suppose we are the crumbs 27, said Tony, and thcy
all laughed. v
. “ And you are Jack Sparrow ! ” said Mollie to her uncle. ]
. “Yes—it’s a good.name, Uncle. I like the little brown
.house.” !

“ W2 only moved in 2 month ago,” ’ said Undle Jack,
““ But it’s quite ready for v1sztots Look ! There’s your '
aunt waving to you.’ \
" Aunt Jane had “opened the door and was ‘waving and
calling to them. “ Welcome to Sparrow Cottage, children 1 i

The two children ran to their aunt and hugged her.

Then in they all went, and Aunt Jane sook them up to their
snug rooms under the thatch. There were two tiny rooms
there, one for each child. ¥ '

“They do feel nice and old and friendly,” said Mollie, !
pleased. “ Shall I unpack now, Aunt Jane ?” ‘ '
f % No, come down and have tea,” said har aunt. “It’s

all rcagly for you—hot scones on a cold day like this.” ;

So down they went after they had taken off their outdbos
ciothes, and washed. There was » bnghg fire in un eld
brick fireplace,-and the scones jvere sitting in the fchf f,
keeping warm. The long,-low windcw looked out oti to
the garden.

There was a green lawn first, with beds on each side, and -
in the middle of the lawn was a pond. At the bottom was |
the little wood, its trees alinoct bare of leaves, for it was |
November. o

They all sat down to tea. The children rat-zo that th..y
could c=e the garden. 1t seemed strange to be looking out
ar-green grass and trees, instead of on *o woads full c£ buses
and cars.

> ")
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"~ The Little House in the Country . 13
““I¢ does'seem quiet hCl'C after London, said Mollie.
“] miss the-foar of the buses, and the cla{'g of the, tram

“ Well,, dear me, -I-wae thinking it was v&ry OISy hete
this afternoon,” sagd Uncle Jack. “% can hear the fantaii
pigeons coping next door, and there’s a thrysh up’ there
singing because he thinks he mxght aw wcll try his v01cC,
and that robin 61 the bush, has been carolhng ever since
we have been ‘in the room.’ °

“Really ?” said Tony, in surpnsc
heard aoy of that! Have you, Mollie ? »

© “Mo,” said Mollie, listening hard.® “I can’t hear any
birds at all. We didn’t in London; either.”

“ Well, it weuld be difficult to hear a bird singing in a
crowded London stieet,” suid Uncle ]ack “ But hete it

“ Well, I baven’t
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is one of the commonest and loveliest sounds‘“ Surely fou
can hear that tobin-now, Mollie?” &

- “I rcahy can’t,” said Ncllxc 5 A.nd I’m not a bitideat,
either.”. - YW \ .

v Jack, it’s becausé the childrer are npt used to listening

* for tht birds,” said Aunt Jane, pouring out mpre tea for *

Tony. “ When they have been here a few days they will
soon tune their ears up and Lear'all kinds of sounds. they
cannot near now.”

“ Well, I hope they will,” said Uncle jack “ They are:

missing a great deal, if they can’t hear the birds. But I+
know that a lot of people don’t hear them. Most*extra-
ordinary | ”

“ Look at that chaffinch | ” saxd Aunt Jane, nodding her
head towards the window. “Isi’t he 4 beauty ? ”

o

L]

The children looked out. They saw a few brown birds -5

on the lawn that looked all the same to them.

“ What’s a chaffinch ? ”” asked Mollie. “ All those buds
ook like brown spatrows to me—only they are dcmct thad
our London ones”

“My dear Mollie!” said Uncle Jack ‘quite shocked.

-

“In that little group of birds you are looking at, is one 4

cock «chaffinch, one hen chaffinch, two housa-sparrows, ofie
hcdgc-spartow, and, nearer the pand, &' song- -thrush.” %..°
“ Geod gracious |  said the two ‘children in astonishment.

“What! So many different birds,” said Tony. . But -
how do you know, Uncle? L w:.‘li they’d , come nearer, _

then I could perhaps sce that they are different.” :

“There’s a crow | ” said Mollie, suddenly, .wantmg to
shew her. uncle that she¢ knew one bird, any way A blg
blackbird had perched in a nearby tree, . | ¢

Unde Jack gave it a glance. “If’s a sackdaw;” he said.
“It’s not big enough for a crow ora rook” - .

“I thought crows and rouks were the same,” said Tony.
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.

“I once held a tiny chick in my hand and I lovéd it.”

@ * Jane, these children don’t know the first thing about
birds,” %aid their uncle. “ What afe we %o do with them?”

-

“ You must ‘teach them, Jack,” said Aunt Jaae at.once.

" They are sharp children, and would love to learn to make
iritnds ‘with the birds. Wouldn’t you, Mollie and Tony? *”

'--,f“bh, yes | 2"said Mollie. =““I once held a tiny yellow chick

in miy hand and I loved it—it was so warm and sof. I’d
love to make friends with all the birds here.”

“So would L,” said Fony. “It is silly to be sur-
founded by -birds and not know one from another !
Could you teach us about theém,' do you think, Uncle Jack 2
Daddy has often said what a marvél you, were with birds,
He has told wsshow you and he knew the eggs and nests
of all the birds when yon were boys, and how you used to
‘pick up-the tiny fiestlings fallen fromx their nests and feed-
them yourselves, and tame ther.”.
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. “Yes,” -sald Unde Jack. “ We had wohderfule tu‘ncs ‘e

* .= your -fatlfct arti I. * And we'f) havg WOndcr{uL times agam,.
this " year, y(v) and \Iqllm sand I. 41 shall have sbme fun
. * showing you @l Lknow.” * . . .
o.  “You can begid® to-morrow,? said, Aunt ]ane . It’sl
too late to-day-s-it’s getting dark already.” .
B *“ Right,” said Uhcle Jack. « Wc’ll ssart making friends
« with the birds to-morrow . mmmg, cHildren. And. we'll
brmg the birds close to us,so that you can ‘see them easily,
*and well, and will soon know. all our commonest birgs.” * o
®+° , +“But how will | you bring them close, Uncle ? asked
e » Mollie. o
- “You wait and see | ” said Yaocle Jack.
L]
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g CHAPTER ‘TFO .
 Making the BirdL’I'able,

ETER breakfast the, nevt morning the two children
followed Uncle Jack dutside. There was i« small
gardening-shed beside the house, and in it were all

their uncle’s tools, pots, boxes, straw, and many other things.
It wwas ‘aa exciting place.
“ What are we going to do, Uncle ? ” asked Tony.
. “ We are goiag to make'a bird-table,” said Uncle Jack.
“ We will put it as close to the window as we cpn, and then,

"

,when the, birds come to it, you will see them very closely.

Now, let me sce—we want a good stout pole—a long one.
Can you see one anywhesze about ? ”

' “There’s this old broken clothes-post,” said Tony,
pulling but ¢ long post that Aunt Jane had once used to
hold up her clothes-line when it was full “ef clothes.
{« Would this do?” .

¢ Yes—fige I” said -Uncle Jack. “ Just the thing. 1
thinky it’s long eneugh to saise the table oct of the reach
of cats. Now we want a’nice fat piece of wood that will
do for the top of the table.”

He soon found one. " It was a good strong piece of wood
that had once been the lid of an old box. Uncle Jack and
the children ook the pole.arid the wood into the garden. |

.“Now to -drive the pole into ‘the ground, just hete,
neir the wiudow,” said Uncle Jack, e dug a hole in the
ground and then déove the post down into it. " Then e and
‘the chiidren, packéd the earth back,:und stamped on it 0
make it firm. p ' : #

2 3 AW
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“Now we'll nails the top piece on,” saxJ Uncle Jack.
- Gct the hammer aad nails off the shelf in the hed, Tony.” ,

Tony nailed the top prece to the post and then shock
the table. , It was firm and strong. +/ * ; .

“Is that all, Uncte ? ” asked Mollie. » » ’V

“ Well, this-is all that is necessary,” said Uncle, “but *
I think wc’ll nail 2 little rim to three sides of the fable, so
that on a windy day the fooswwox’t e’xsdy blow off. We’ll
look in"the shed for three NALTOW pieces of *'wood to make
an edge.” -

Thcy had to use the saw to cut a
long piece of batten wood into the right
lengths. Then they nailed the three
pxcccs to the edge of the table to make a
nice rim. : 2

“ Why don’t you put an edge to
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asked Uncle. « ¢

.to scrape off the bits if the

' a8 e 4 ‘c § :
Se o Making the Bird-""able 19
the fourth sid'i;, on the front . 6 ¢

of the table??” asked Mollie. *

“Can’t you guesz?”

Tony could | * % Because
sometimes :you’ll want to
clean the table,” he said,
“and it would bé difficult « =

table kad a rim all round.” °,

“ Quite _ right!” said
Uncle® Jack. “ We must
clear the table of bird-dir,
and old bits of food eachy .
day, and we can easily scrape
them all' off this unrimmed
side with a piece of wood.
And now—one more thing
and the table is finished.”

“ What’s” that?*> asked _ 7

Molli led The children’s bird skle, with & vl
D L puae, round three sides, and twigs tor the

%, “Birds often like* to ; birds to perch on.

perch on twigy bcforc'imp— .

picg down tc the table,” stid Uncle Jack. ™ They are used

to twigs, and also they look pretty, sitting on little Eranches, «
waiting to’ hop down on to the table. We'll go and get

. some from my little wood.”

.- S6 down they went to the wood at the bottom of the
garden. Uncle Jack brcké some twiggy sprays from the
hazel frées there, and took them back to the table. With
small tacks %.¢"neiled the twigs to the back of the table.

“Thete | ” he said. “Our bird-table is quite ready.
It didn’t toke us'loiig to make, did‘it? It is nice and higk,
too so that no cat c2fh jump up on it and catch the birds.”
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“ But you haven’t a cat, Uncle,” said Tonjy.

“No, but: other pﬂoplc havc said Untle. P]enty
of <ats wans!m: into cur garden, ard we can’t really.blame
them for catzhing the birds, becaase it js their nature to

catth birds and nrce—but we.can privent them from"

catching the birds on owr table.” -
“Uncle! Theré is one thing the bu:l—tablc stxll needs,”
said Mollie suddenly. o
“ What ? » askcd Uncle Jack. A
“Food on it,” said Mollie. “Let’s go and ask Auni
Jaae for some.’
“ We'll have to hurry up with the food, % said Touny.
*“It’s going to pour with rain. Come on, let’s get it |

-
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> CHAPTER-THREE 1> |

-

'+ The Visitots . °

HEY all wént indcors and found Aunt Jane making ’
T a pudding for dhner.™ % .

R s “ We want something for the bird-table; please,
Aunt*Jane,” said Mollie. * .

.. W Well, ,what birds do you want to see first ?” askéd
Aunt Jane. , ;

“Oh! Do birds eat different food then ? ”* asked Mollie
in surprise. “I thounght tﬁcy all ate the same—worms and
things, you know.” ' =

“Indezd, they don’t!” said Aunt Jane. “ Some birds
acver touch worms, and other birds never take any seed.
Jack, what do you want to put on the table first?” . . °

“ Well, we haven’t any hemp-sced_or sunflower-seeds
or nuts,” said-Uncie Jack. “It had berenhe any, scraps

" T fo have, Jane. We can watch the birds that come for

~those; and then’ perhaps to-morrow I could take the children -
to buy seeds 2iid nuts. “We could go hunting in the woods
and hedges for berries tao. That would be fun | ” B
“ Well, I’'ve got a few crusts of bread over there,” said
Aunt Jane. “ And there are a few old dog-biscuits in that

- bag“that must have beloriged to the dog who was here

before we came. And there is a bit of cold potato in the
larder, That’s all you can have to-day—unless you like to
bave the milk pudding scrapings after junch. The" black-
bitds love those” .. pt

“ Well take all you’ve got,” said Uncle with a langh.
“ Mollie, here are the aog-biscuits. Put them to soak for a
litle while—the bi ds like them that way. And this very




22 Biras or \Qur Gadens

dry bread had better be soaked too. These crusts are not
sO b?d—t'hey are off this morning’s toast. They will do as
they are. Hare, Tony; take the potctos—that will bt 2> treat
for sorae of the birds.” gt L 0 . ' :

It wasn’t long before the bird-table nwas spread with 2
good feast—3oaked dog-biscuits, the stale potato, the soaked
bread, and the crysts. : b

“ Now come indoors ané sit quietly by the window and
watch,” said Uncle Jack. “I insist on your learning at
least four of our commonest. birds to-day. First of all—
where’s my bird-book? If you see pictures of the birds at
the same time as the birds themselves it is a great help in
remembering them.” ° (

Uncle got his bird-book. I had a good many coloured

. . e . | .
pictures in it. The children sat quietly on the window-seat
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' outside, For a long
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and watched the bird- e o
table, which *‘was just <@Pe

time, no visitor aPpea\'c,q .
at all, : I :
“ Be Ratient,” said
Uncle, when they began
to fidget. * All wild - i 4
i i B tron
birds and animals are N ThedHouse-sparrow, with his strong

s thick beak. -
*scared of new things, A g

and are cautious at first. 1 ¢an hear some sparrows on_the

. roof-talking about the bird-table and wandering if they date
to go down to it.” ? :

“Can you,, Uncle?” cried Mollie. “I can’t hear a
thing.” v :

“ Well, Mollie, sit perfectly quiet and think of the roof
just above you,” said Uncle Jack. “ You will hear the -
sparrows chirrupping there.” .

. l:m’;‘ony and Ml:)liliegs'.:i1 quite still, and listened. And. batlr
of them spddenly heard the excited chirrups of the half-
dozen sparrows on the thatch above. T~

“I do hear them now | ” said Mollie, delighted.” * But

=why ever coulgn’t I hesr them before, Uncle ? ™ SRiEn B
W *You Widn’t exactly know what to Jisten for, saxc!
Uncle Jack.” “ You ca train your ears to hear more anc
more sounds, you know, Mollie. It’s just a matter of alwazs
keeping them open, 4nd really Aistening. Ah—look | There’s

' our first visitor.” -

' A small brown sparrow lad flown: down to the bird-
table.~. He perched on a twig first and then hopped bolaly
down to the food. No sooner had he pecked 2 Ettle ap
than down flew the rest. ) 80 e

“The sparrews are always the first,” said Uncle Tack.
“ They-are not very, rriendly birds, but they are bold and
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The Sparrows come to the bird-table first.

checky. See how well they keep a look-out in case a cat
ccme,.. Their bright eyes are everywhere.” '
s hi thc'yﬁ?ioying their meal 2 said Mollie, pieased.
““ What thickpstrong beaks they have, Uncle Jack! And
look at the little white specks at the top of their wings.
What are they saying to one another ? It soungs like ¢ Philipg
Philip | * to me.” iy C oR - 5..*
“ A good many people have thiought that,” said Uncle
Jack, smiling. “And the little brown bird .is often called
Philip Sparrow because of his call. .Oh, Mollie |—why did
you do that ? ” ‘ :
Mollie had suddenly raistd her hand and rubbed the
window-pane. She had been breathing on it and cmade it
misty—but her sidden movement had frightened the
sparrows and sédt them all flying away, ch?rtrupping noisily.
“Oh, I'm sotry | ” <aid Mollie,,in dismay. “I didn’t
mean to frighten them.” ¢ 4 g '
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¢ Any sudden, sharp movement soaribirdé apd animals,”
said Uncle Jak. * You wilk always 8nd, Moliey that the
" pgople who ‘make friends with the wild creaffires dre those

- with gentlé moveme ts.';.nd a quiet Voice—nq, rdughavoicéd

. person with suddep, sharp movements ever gets” to know"

* the wild creatures well.” . h

> “ Look—they ,are coming back sgain,” said Tony. «
“ Kecp your hande do Mpllie, for gobdness sake. Oh, .
Uncle, what’s that big ‘t::a that has flown down right on to
‘the table ? e < v

“That’s a song-thrush,” sdid Uncle Jack. “Do you see,

his spackly, freckly chest, Tony ? You “will always know a
thrush by the freckles he vears. There is another thrush
too, much bigger, not so'n'\-at-looking as this one, called 2
mistlé-thrush or storm-cock}) He often sits at the top of a

-

* ) tree and sings wildly in a storm. That.is why we give him
* _the name of storm-cock. You can tell he is a thrush, like .
his cousin there on the table, because he, too, wears freckles

e e

on his chest.”
“TVhis song-thrush is very
pleased with thé potato,” said
{ Mollie. “Look at him pecking
Tap. He keepslookingat us
with his big eyés, Uncle—is ke*
afrard ? L
“No—but he doesn’t really
-trust us,” said Uncle. ™~ “ Ah,
‘look—here comes a bird who
really does trust us—the anly
one- of =wur birds who really
secms to prefer the company of
man to the company of birds.” -
v The children saw 3 red- ‘The Sisg-thrush, with his pretiy *
breasted iwbin fly dowsi to the | freckled breast.
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twigs at the, back of <the

+ bird-table. He perched there

for ?’. minute or two, flicking

his vifigs and looking side-

ways withhis big black eyes-
at the window-pane.

“ He doesn’t really like

. feeding «with the others,”

#  said Uncle Jack. “He prefers

" to have the bird-table to

== > himself. Ah—somcthing has

AN  frightened the’ birds -again.

The Robin looked at the children I think this time you’ll see

with his big black eyes. thie robin back first. Once

1

£ : " he has made up his mind

that it is safe, he will be on and off the table all day long.”

Uncle was right. The robin did come back first and

. pecked at the soaked bread eagerly. As soon as the sparrows

dew down again, he was off | He sat on a nearby bush and
warbled out a delicious little song. , I RO T

! o

" o
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. “His voite is very ereamy isn/t it,{ncle ? ™ sard Mollie. ":
. . “A vegy good werd for it, Molie,” ‘g0, ‘her®nacle. *
¥ Ydurtears are gettj gysharp aready.” oo | L
“Uncle | There’s apother bird—it’s -black—is it*a jack: *  *
¥ daw again ? ” asked Tehy. " o Ty
. “No—it’s much smaller than a jackd4w,” said Uncle.
“It’s an easy bird to remembes—it’s fugt a blackbird. See*
his yellow beak, ‘and his glossy black feathers? He's a*
.,beauty. He is one of our,mast beautiful songstefs, too—,
»  some people say the loveliest.of all our feathered singers..”
* WAll he sing now ? ”” asked Mollie., piss
" “No—not till the early spring days,” said Uncle. * Then. *
you’ll hear him—and all,the other "birds too. I hope your *
cars will be wéll-trained by then, because I shall want you
) to be able to tell me which birds are singing even if you can’t
¥ see them.y ; .
- = “Ill never be clever enough for #hat1” said Mollie. *
“ Uncle, that’s four bird¢ we know already. The red-breasteds
robin with his long thin legs, his bold black eyes, and scarlet
breast” The ljttle brown sparrows with shgir thick beaks,
and brown coats. The thrush, a big bird with a feckled
<Lhest and brown back—and—asd what’s the other one?”,
» i The blagkbird, silly,” said Tony. * He’s still on the
table, look. Doesn’t he gobble the potato ? ** . :1
L]

*“ Well, four birds-are enough to learn in one duy,” said ®
Uncle. Jack. ““To-mprrow we will go and buy some othér

" kindeof food.and see if we &an get more visitors still.” .
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Gomg ohoppmg Mor;e V181t0r8

HE next mormng Undie Ojack took the chlldl:cn
into the next towm in the pony-cart to do their,
shopping. They went first to a seced-merchant and

Jncle Jack asked for some hemp-seed for the birds. *

“ Won’t you have mixed seed ?” asked the shopman.
“ They like that.” p

“I know they do,” said Uz(lc “ But mixed seed will
grow in the ¢racks of my crazy-paving path and everywhere
else it blows, too—but hemp-seed doesn’t. So hemp-seed it
must be, please, or my garden will be full of strange weeds.
+T'll take a good deal, because it is chéaper that way.”

“ And is there anythmg else, sir? ™ askcq tbe shopman,
domb up a big.isagof hemp-seed.

es—have you .any Sunﬂower-secds ? » asked Uncle j
IaCk ™

““Plenty,” said t.hc shopmay. “Old Mrs’Btown s pirrp
has those, and I'keep a good store.”,

“TIf take the same amdunt of those then, please,” said
Uncle Jack. “A quarter of a hundrcdwclght That will
last us a very long time—and #vill be much- ChC'lpct‘thaﬂ ‘
buying a pennyworth at a time.”

“ Now we'll go to the fruit-shop,” sdid Uncle when they
bad put the two big bags into the cart. .

“ Are we going to+buy fruit for the birds?” asked
Mollie in astonishment. “ Do they eat bananas ad apples, =
Uncle?” Nt AL
Uncle laughed. * We’re ago'ir.g tobuy muts,” he said.
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“ % l’qa “nuts, which the tits lovc tho-.é I expect ‘you call
) them monk:y-nuts Btazd-nuts als M 3nd g S
mice big cgco-nut.’ -
When ¢hey dad alr 3 thmgs thgy wanfbd they” drovc
back home agairt.» “ Mre we going t8 put_ all those thmgs L4
« on the birdtable now ? ” asked Molhe
¥ No,” said Uncle Jack. ¢ No nuts to-day-)ust the *
seed, I think, Oh and same*bacon rind and a bone, if Aunt *
,)ane has any.”” .
Aunt Jane produced six smps of bacon ﬁnd, and a lazge
mutton $bonge with some fat on it. Thanks,', said Usdcle
“Jack.”® “ I think we shall tpmpt some more visitors to our -
bird-table to-day v

Food th:xgy‘bu may cns get for your bud-mblc Sunflower-seeds, *

pea-nuts, heffip-sepd; brazil-ttuts, and coco-nut.
.. i3 L ° ’.l
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The children scastered some hemp-seed, pn the tablc
and 2 good“miny sﬂnﬂower—sccds :Mollie put the bacop -
rind'cn, and Teny put the bane in the middle. Moze bBread
crusts 4nd. crumbs were scattered, .nd tho scrapmgs ‘of a
,rmlk pudding. ‘ o )

ow let’s’ come indoors and watch,” ssid Mollic.
“ Look, Tony—the sparrows are already collecting -on - the
roof and there’s the robin over therz.”

“ And there s the blackbxrd ” said Tony. Thcy are..
all waiting.”

Soon they were sitting on the window-seat to watch
The brown sparrows flew down., The robin flew up to the
twigs. The blackbird came along. and the thrush sat on a
nmby bush and watched to se: what _was ‘going on. He
had just cater a very large worm and did not feel hungry.

“ Ah—here’s a new visitor,” said Uncle Jack. o °

“ Where ? ” said Mollie, astonished. =

. “On the table, Molhc ”” said Uncle, * Can’t you see?”

«“ No,” said Mollie. ““ Can you see a new visitor, Tony ? ”

“Well—I ghink 1 can,” said Tony. “ But it’s awfully
like the sparrows, Uncle. Do you mean that little, neat .
brown bird at the end of the table there?” - 2

“sBut that’s a sparrow,” said Mollie. O, 3

“ Well, it doesn’t really belong, to the’spasrow famdy
'said Untle, “although its name might make you think it

does. It is called the bedgc-spattow, because in’ colouting
it is like a house-sparrow. But & isn’t a bit like the cheeky
house-sparrow, really. It is quiet and timid. And now r*sr '
Iook at its beak. It is much more like a robin’s, isn’t it
—hin and long—thqn like the blunt, thle bcal? of "&n
ordinary sparrow

“ Oh—now I'm bcgmmng to sce the d.tﬂ'crcnce, Uncle -
jack 1” cried Mollie. “Look how * ﬁxc..s its wings, Uncle
—it is always moving them.”

|
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Goring Stopping. . .More Visitors .. A1

{

“The -Hedge-sparrow is only like: the "House-spasrow in colouring—its
2 . is differénty and it is a quiet, timid bird. .
sl A . - ] n -
“You are sharp-eyed, Mollie,” said Uncle Jack, very
pleased. -“The bird has another name—shufflewing—

_ _sechuse of its fidgety habit of flicking its wings. It has

* a third name too—the dunnock.”
7 “Does it chirrup like ths sparrows ? " asked Tony.
%« Nbo,” sajd his uncle. “It says  peep, peep! >"and has a
Pretty, high-pitched little song which-you will oftén ‘hear if

you listeg.
4 come to itfo

Now,

ften und. you will get to kaow the hedge-sparrow

that it has found our bird-table.it will

very weil indeed. . He 1s really a dear little bird.”
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“ Oh, look—thex':-’,s‘ a simply Jovely bird |’ , cried Moliie,
and she waw so excided that she pointed. At once all the
birds flew away, the sparrows chirrup 13g inalarm. ; » .

"« Oh, Mollie, you are silly 1 * crie
_thiey’ve all gone.” '
“ They’ll .come back again,” said

<N
\

‘Tony angrily. “Now
Uncle Jack, “ Mollie

will soon remember’to tnove gently, Teny. Don’t scold
het. You'll forget in a minute, I gxpect—and off they’ll go
once mure,” "

“On, there’s that lovely bird back again,” cried Mollie,
seeing a pink-chested bird fly down to the table. “It’s a bit

The lovely Cock Chaffinch has a pretty pink -

chest,

ut the neat little hea is brown.

- like a sparrow, Unclé, because its beak is thick and strong—

but it has a different-
colouzed chest.”

* “It’s a chaflinch,”
said Uncle. . “In the
springtime its chest
will become a very
beautiful bright pink
indeed” Do you see
the bright white _
patch on its shoulder,
Mollic?” 1
* Ok, yes,” said

. Mollie. “ And look,
Uncle; there’s another
bird with him, witt |
that white shoulder-
patch—but its chdst
is light brows.” .
“That is Mrss,
Cheffinch,” said Uncle
Jack, 5 She doesn’t
have the pink chest
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Woodpeckers Rave

‘ric J. Hosking.
strong claws because they spend their livesclimbing about tree trunks looking for'food.

e

" A green woodpegkershunting for iscets,in the bark”f a tree.
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Here is a starling with & beakful of insects for ite young-ones. The nest is inside
the hollow tree.
“
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—but *you can -always tell her by her’ white shoulacr-patch

. and very neat appearance—almost as if she had just v&ashcd

o

and brushed herself rcady for a, meal.”

“The chafﬁn\.hcs ‘aZz cértainly much ncatcr-lookm’g_ than
the spuzrows,” siid Tony. “I can téll them easily. And
now, look*—there’s another bird—quite a big one—and
another—and another—all the same | ”

“ Starlings,” said Uncle. ““1 was wondermg when they

~would discover the bacon rind 2nd the bone. They love fat

of anyssort. Watch them squzbble | ”

The starlings did squabble. They were really very funny-
indeed. They wore blue, green, and purple feathers, but
these were not so bnghf and shiny as in the springtime.
They looked rather spotty, and their tails were short and
stumpy. They perched on the bone, pecked and pulled at
it, called’ angrily at one another; and tried to buffet each other
away with outspread wings.

They made Mollie 4nd Tony laugh very much. The
starlings’ voices were shrill, and not very musical, and they
certainly mide a great noise. '

“The starling is more of a talker than a sihger," said
Uncle Jack, as they watched the excited birds. “ But he does
tey s0 hard ¢n sing. He sits on a chimney-pot, opedS his
yellow beak, and ‘tries to. pour out a song like a blackbird.
But all that comes from him is "wheezes, chuckles, ‘bubbles,
and clicks. You’d laugh to hear him.”

“The starlings have scared the other birds away with their
noise” and "foughness,” said Mollie. “ They are like a
gaag of tough bdys scaring quicter children fsom thcxt
tec - Yt

& You’re right, ] Mollie,” said her. uncle, “ Thctc are some

_ birds, such as the” robih and the hedge-sparrow, who like

to go by themselves or in pairs—and there are others, like
the house-sparrows and the starlings, who love to be in flocks.
3
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_ The Stirlings wear pretty spangled coats and talk a great deal.

\

Now;.tell me—did you notice what food our rftw Visitors
ate to-day ?** 3
- “Yes,” said Mpllie at once. “ The hedge-sparrow ate
the soft food, the chaffinches ate the hemp:seed—and , the
starlings liked the bone and the fit.” ol 17 ne
“ Goovd, Mollie!” said-her uncle. “Did you notice
that the house-sparrows ate the seed to-day,too 7 Did you
sce how their strong beaks, and the chaffinches’ strong beaks
too, cracked those bard seeds  That is why thej have thgse
tkick, cone-shaped beaks—because they are mainly scﬁ&l_
eaters.” - 5,
“We know, seven common birds tiow,” ‘said Tony.
“I can say them to you, Uncle. Listen:t House-sparrow,
robin, song-thrush, blackbird, chaffinch,- hedge-sparrow—
and starling | ” -

o

\
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“ We are getting on | ” said Uncle Jack. “ Dox’t forp_t

the difference between, the ncdgc-spsm:ow and” the house-
sparfow, will you ? 2

“ Oh, no—if I rerrsmber that the hedge-sparrow' is thc

¢ shufficwing, and shuffles its wings, I shall always know'it,

said Tony.* ** Besides, it has a thm b&k like a robin, not a
thick brak like the other sparrow.”
“ How can you tell the chaffinch from the sparrow 7

-asked Uncle Jack, suddenly turring to Mollie. But the little

girl was not to be caught.

“1It has a pink chest and a white shoulder-patch, Uncie,”
she said. “Ha, ha! You ean’t catch me!”

“ Now wc’ll look at all our new friends in my book,”
said Uncle Jack! “ A picture will stay still to be looked at
—and a bird won’t. To-morrow we will put out our nuts,
and we-will hope for some more new visitors. There are
still plenty more to come. And we will put out a saucer of
water too—all birds dririk water, and a good many of them
love to bathe in it. You can get an enamel saucer from your
aunt, Mollic. Don’t-forget | .




,y 2 'CHAPTER FIVE ., -
The Acrovats on the Coco-nut

EXT day Mollie put an enamel dish of water on the
bird-table, as well as all the scraps that Aunt Jane
gave her. Before she spread the table, she-cleaned

it well, scraping it with a piece of wood. She scraped thé dirt
into a sheet of newspapet, and then put it into the dust-bin.

Tony scattered the hemp-seed and the sunflower-seeds.
The birds were waiting all over the garden for their break-
fast, longing for the children to go, so that they might fly
down to their feast.

‘¢ What about the coco-nut, Uncle ? ”” asked Mollie, when
she had finished.

“Yes—we’ll hang that up now,” said Uncle- Jack.
T Thcrc is « tree-branch just by the wmdow, and we’ll hang
it there. Then the birds will come right to.the window.”

“ What birds ? ” askcd Tony. . c
e “You'll soon see,” said Uncie. He wunt t:) the shcc‘ to
get his hammer.

““ Are you going to cmck the nut in half ¢ asked Tony.
“ Or will you hang it up whole 2,” - a

“ Well—which _shall we do?” asked Undle. “If.I
top the nut all round—like this—and then give a very hard
blow with the hammer, the nut will fall in twc halves faiily
evenly. We can then hang up the two halﬂe'—up::dc down,
not the right way up, though | ”

“ How funny | Wiy ? * asked Tony. R

“1 think I know,” seid MoLxe i It s because thc rain
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might“collect in the halves unless you hang ‘thein upsi.e
down—and-then the nut would go roiken.” *© =~ °, .7

“ Quite right, Mollie,” said Uncle. “ Now. if we doy’t
break the nut it half,”but simply make little holes at each
end, the birds wili not only be able to' use the nut for rood
—but, when it is empty, they will creep inside the coco-nut
and use it for a rdosting-place on cold nights.”

“ Oh, would they really #” cried Mollie, pleased to think

‘ of tiny birds sleeping in an empty coco-nut shell. “I could

put a few bits of moss inside for them, to keep them warm.”

_ “You could,” said Uncle. * Well—which is it to be—
two halves—or one whole

“1 think we’ll have one whole nut this time,” said Mollie.
“T’ll buy the birds another nut later on myself, and we’ll
cut that in halves.”

So Uncle Jack knocked a hole in each end of the nut.
There was coco-nut milk ipside, and Tony drank half of it,
and Mollie drank the other half. Ay

Then Uncle Jack took some strong string and tied the
coco-hut up to the branch that grew near the side of the
window. 'S

“In half an hour, at the most, you will see that the nows
Has.spread, and the Birds will come flocking to our nut,”
he<said. “Now—where “are those other nuts? Come
indoors for a moment, children, and do a bit of work for
me.”

_ They weat indoors. Uncle Jack gave each child a stout
n=edic and‘a long string. “J want yop both to thread 2a
long string of pea‘nuts for me,” he said. * Then. you sh2ll
each hang one outside your bedroom window. TI’ll.thread
one too, and }ang it from the front of the bird-table.”

So they all theaded the nuts busily. It was rather hard
work to push the needle through the yellow shells o: the
pea-nuts, but before verv long the three of them had got
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" stfggs ofeped-nuts ready.” Then Uncle ack ked thefee or .
& fo&zﬂ?&;ﬁm.' He L‘d'cach Jne toajpiec:?mg aboug _
a fgot long. , e .. N
© T Why .d:)n‘t you put the nuts lotse ore the bif d-table,
Jlike the seed ? 7 asked Mollie. oo o
“ you’'ll seor see,” said Uncle Jack. . .
®  They looked oyt bf the window—and +dear me, what a
ssight the bird-table was | ““IewAshoI could count how many
birds th&e are there, but I can’s, they keep movidg about so L7+,
cried Mollic. “ Sparrows—fus thf\lshes, Uncle—thes little * \
hedfe-sparrow again, flicking his wings as usugl—ever so
* many starlings on the old bone again | » L

. “ And the chaffinch has brought his wife once more,” |
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said Teny. “See the white patch on their y f
shoulders ? ~The robincisn’t there. HMe is
waiting.till the table is empty, then he w111
cat proudly by himself.”
: “Look, Uncle—what are those little
blue and’ yellow birds perching on the
twigs 2¢” said Mollie, suddenly. They are
new visitors. See—one is on' the bone,
pecking away hard.” .
* « Ah—that is one of the visitors that
will come to our nuts,” said Uncle Jack.
“It’s a tit. Look—here he comes to the
coco-nut now. I told you it would soon
be discovered ! ¥ 2
The tiny bird flew to the coco-nut. It
pecked daway at it, with its head inside one
of the holes. Every now and again it jerked
its head out and looked Guickly around for
enemies.
Then afother tit' flew to the nut, a.nd A string ofs pea-
. went to the other side. Then a third flew nuts ru=the birds.
“up, and stood on the top, chattéring away
crossly, raising the feathers on its head up and down, up
and«down.
“ Are they all tits, Uncle ? ” asked Tony, watching them
in dehght “Oh, look—that one has swung upsxdc down ou
- the string |
o ¢ cs—mcy are all tits,” said Uncle, “ and the tits are the
acrobats of the bird-world. Thcy can eat upside down am‘
swing about ia any position.’
~ “But, Uncle—:tney look different to me—not all the same.
Are you zure theyare 2ll tits?” asked Mollie.  Look—
that one has a bold, black cap of feathers on his head—but
that little, smaller one, has a blwe cap.”
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“ Gdod “girl, Mdflie,” said Uncle Jacksgvery sfleased.
“ Yeg™—although therX are thrée titseon our nut they are all .
différent. The blue-capped ene, with his yellow, green, antd
* Dblug- dress is ‘the little blue-tit 6r tbm-tit.* You will hear
.. Bim calling  pim-ini-im-im-im, pim-im-fd-im-im[” in the J
springtime. *Now look at the biggest tit of th¢ three—do -
* you see his lovelg Black head and bib 2" He is the great-
® tit, because he is so big. Yoft will hear him calling °tea-
. <cher, tga-cher, tea-cher !’ in the springtime, and sometimes',
‘ pink, pink | > very like a chaffinch does.” . i
* "“What about ghe third little fellow?” asked Tony,
* - watching him as he pecked hard ut the nut. * He is small and
his coat is dull.” 4 S
“Yes,” said Uncle. “Thgt is the coal-tit. He isn’t
so pretty—2&nd you will a/ways know him by the white
streak at the back of his neck. Do you seeit?” o *

*  «“Oh, yes,” said Molli. * Neither of the other tits have -

« that white n‘cck-sttipc. I shall always know the coal-tit
by that. Uncle, the three tits looked so alike at figst—but
. nownl can tell each from the other very tasilp.” * *
“ Thetf you are aJready cleverer than most grown-ups,”
«s5:4d Uncle Jack. . “ Hardly any grown-ups know she tits
front one anotl:nct. Look, any-&hér.c’s arfother tit visitor
- —which one is'it ? ” i % -~
a Tony took a quick look. “It’s a blue-tit,” he said.
*“Look at its pretty blue cap. You tan’t catch me,

Uncle! Are there many more’ tits who will-come te our. -

nut?” A 5 .
« “No- more that wi]l visit ‘the nut?” said -Uncle Jack.
““Bute some very prefty little tits visit my smhll wood eagh
autumn, flying, in flocks. They atre callgd Mong-tailed tits,
because they have such surprisingly 10ng tailss Look— 4
*heré is another coal-tit." How do I know*him; Mollie ? ”

“ Easy,” said Mollie at dnce. “'You can see his

. G
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white sireak st« the back of

. his head. What does hc say -

when he calls m sprmgtlme,
Uncle ?”

“He says ‘lf-hc, if-he,
¥ ifhel”” said Uncle. “You
will hea: them all calling and

singing later on. Get o’

xnow them well now, and
you’ll soon learn their calls.”

“ What gbout these pea-
nuts and brazil-nuts ? ”’ asked
Tony. “ Can we go and hang
them up ? . ‘

“Yes,” said Uncle.
“ We’ll hasze a bit more fun
then.”

Uncle Jack hung a string
of pea-nuts from the front of
the bira-tabie, and then hung
the brazil-nuts there too, each
dangling on its own bit of
string. Then they all “went
indowrs again to watch. |,

A bold great-tit was the
first to see the brazil-nuts.
.He szid “ pink, pink! » Sery
loudly and flew to the edge
of the table. - He locked over
it, down to the nut swinging
below, his head on one side.
Then, to the children’s great
delight and .astcnishment,
that tit hauled up the nut

A Great-tit, a Blue-tit, and a
Coal-tit enjoying their pea-nuts.
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" “Rand overhand” like a sailor, -till it pylled it on to
* thetaple, * it pecked & with jby. . . g %
“How clsver!” shid Mollie. “Oh, look—there’s z
: * blue-tity Upcles It isn’t pulling ap the nue, it’s. swinging
,on if, upside down. Look—the nut’s swirtging round and . §
round and the tit is swinging round too. It will get giddy ™ .
®  “Oh, no, it won%,” saig Uncle Jack, laughing. ‘It is
»an-acrobat, as I told you. Acrubags never get giddy. Now,
,see—th¥ coal-tit has found the pea-nuts. Watch it hammer .
4 away at the shell to get at the nut inside.” . 2
pee s Soon there were three tits on the string of pea-nuts,
* which swung and twisted with the weight of the little birds: -
* They soon tore away thie yellow shells and pecked at the
sweet nut inside. The great-tit flroppec} the*brazil-nut, and

R . bl b =
S— - o s % - ¥
o~  Anotlier tit is the pretty llttfe'Long-m'lcd tit, often %een in small families
’ or flocks ig the autemn garden.
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ncqtly h:\ulcd if wp again. Three othes tits peckeg uway 3

the big coco-mxt and reully, the childrea hardly koewr whxch

to-watch |
“It’s as- good as going to the c.incma,”'said Moll'ie.

+* Uncle, why doesh’t everybody hang up nuts in wintertime ?

“1 reallycan’t imagine,” said Uncle. _

* * o
o




' CHAPTER SIX -+

‘A Neat L1ttle Fellow

LL that day the chx]’dren *glued thcu' noses to the o
» window-pane to whtch the dozens of birds that
) ate and quarrelled and drank. “I do love fo see a
, “bird drink,” said Moll‘e. “Look at the rokin drinking,
Tony. He puts in his, little bfack beak, and then lifts his
head up high—and lets the water ¢rickle doywn his beak into
his.throat. He opens and shuts his beak quickly all the time '
as if he is tasting the water.”
“ And look—now he is bathing in our dish | ”*said Tony
excitedly. % Uncle, come and see. The robin’s having a
¢ hath”
But before Uncle could come, another small bigd flew
- down to_the bird-table, perching on the twigs first. The
cried but in excitement, for it was a new bird. ?
“ Uncle—quick | There’s a new visitor, He is making
the tobin leave, the dish. He’s standing ip &u_a water himse!f
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= on long legs. Who is he ? ” . .
* . Uncle looked. “A witer-wagtdil,” he said, “ One of
’ the ncatest and prettiest of all pur Lirds. He is dressed in
black and white, as if he were a little gentlemian, going out-
to an evening party | He loves to paddle in water—whici is
‘why we ‘call him water--wvagtail.”
" I know why he’s called wagtail,”. said "Tony. “ “His
tail is never still.” ¢
—~— “But he isn’t reqlly magging it,” smd Molli¢, watching -
= him closely. “ He’s modding it, Uncle, up and down, up and

) down; not from side to'side like a dog.”
44




A Neat Littie Fellow i

ée Yoy're quite right, Mollie,” said Uncle, “}e- shoulf‘
really be called nodtail, “not wagtail. ‘isn’t he a neat liftle
feilow! (You should see him in the springtim, darting aftes
flies, xunnmg forall he is worth, and then doing a little’jump

“into the air after them.”

“Yes—lie runs—he doesn’t‘hop like the’ sparrows,
said -Mollie, watching the wagtail run across the tablc
“ That’s funny. Why doesn’t he-hop ? ”

“You will find that those birds who live mostly in the
trm', such as the sparrows, nearly always hop,” said Uncle
Jack. “You see, they have to put their.feet close together
to hop from twig to twig—so they keep up the habit on the
ground and go on hop-hop-hopping there. But birds that
spend most of their time on the ground, such as the water-
wagtail and the fantail pigeons next door, préfer to walk
or run. ‘Seme birds do both. Watch the blackbird. You'll

* see him glve ﬁne long hops sometimes—and thcn he will
suddenly run.’

“1 ghall always look and see whether a bird hops or walks
or runf now,” amd Mollie.

'I‘he neat little Wagtail 1n his black and white dress.
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= The vwagtml is éur very smallest runnigg bird,” sald-

Uncle! ¢ Look at himipecking’awayat the bread. He won’t
téuch the se,el‘l" Hls beak is a0t strong cnough to deal with
baxd-sccd y

© “He’s having a bath now,” said Tody. Unclc, bu'ds
, are sweet when they are drinking or having a Bath. Look
* how he puts his hgad undes the water and tries to shake the

' dfops gver himself with his widgs.and head.”

The, wagtail was epjoping himself. The November”,
sun shone down on the bird-table, and the neat little bird
sfelt hot. The water,was ool and fresh. He scatgered silvery

2L

-




A Neat Listle Fllow 47

drops all pver kimself and the table too.” Some fcﬂ,uu to thf'
chaffinch who. primly shook them off.
* “ We, shall have to fill the dish again,’ » said Moliie
“How plcascd tife birds must be to find food, drirk, ard a
7bath all in the samé place, Uncle.”

The wagtail flew out of the dath. The robin at once
hopped dn and he, too, bathed himself “w The wagtail
shook the water from his feathers, and cried “ chissic;
vhigsic ! ”” very loudly ’ \

. “ “He said ‘chissic, chssxd'l ’» ksald Mollie, Iaughmg.
“Is Chjsmck,.whcrc he lives ? ” i\

“The others laughed. “ Well, if h\': lives at Chiswick, as
he says, he’s come a long way to get here,” said Uncle.
“Let’s hope he ‘won’t go back, but will stay with us to
amuse us with his nod-nodding tail and his morning bath.”

.

&
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=« "7 CHAPTER SEVEN, %
. Three Lovely Visitors.
e

HE children thoughs that the chaffinch was one of
" the prettiest of ‘peir yisitors, and they asked theis
uncle, if the resi of the finch family were as preity:
~ “ Oh, some are pret:ier,” said Uncle at once. “T’ve been
hoping we might get tae lovekest of the lot—the beautiful
bullfinch with his deep red breast and black velvet cap.
Then there is the dainty goldfinch, a fairy-like bird, who may
perhaps ccme if we string up some sceding michaelmas
daisies or thistle-hehds. And the clumsier greegfinch, with
the gold patches on his wings. He loves the wild seeds of
the fields antl hedges.” : :
® “ Well, can’t we go out and collect some ? ”” asked Mollie.
“It would be fun! .We could pick berries? tooe Uncle
couldn’t«we ?, The birds love those, you said.” y
.- " Very well. It’s a lovely morning, We’ll g0 out seed-
husting,” said Uncle. “ Bring a fin with you, each of you,
and I'll take a‘basket for berries.” = ¢ © 2 :
So off they all went.. It really.was fun. The children
beot down low to see if any of the half-dexd plasits had seeds
they might take. A good maay ©of them had. ’I‘l{eg soon
had quite a collection in their tins. “Uncle was busy too
He picked some thistls—heads ell of down and sceds Hc;
picked, sprays of hawthorn-berries and stems ful] of th
scatlet rose-hips. He picked up beech’mast from the .
of the woods. & o 1
*~ “The birds will kave a fine collecticn to

ch : »
said Mollie, shaking the.seeds ia her tin. cose from,
98




Greenfinches offa bird-table—and a blackbied wondering if there is anythi

a blackbird"has a look round|

o,

l ramees P,

ng for him |

Franees Pite.

A greenfinch sits on the Ennut .nnng. a blue-tit feeds below, and



Ervie J. Hosking

Fwo mistle-thrushes at thieir nest. Do you see their beautiful spcgk!:d breasts ?

Eric J. Hosking

o
A cock blackbird with his hungry youngsters.
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="+ * When there are ? great miany bernles, Aunt Jane &)ic\s .
“them and drfed them,” said Uncle Jack. * “ Theg she pises
. thcm.inacake.for the birds.” S8 (0
T “Ae bird-cake | ” said Mollie in surprisé, *“Of, hdw « , |
lovely! Do yoy think she would bake one foxi ur Jeirde* |
table ? . . %
“1 should think so, if you ask.her,? said Uncle. “ Last «
yeatrAtint Jane pieked and grietl elder-berries, yew-berrigs, .

* &<

privet-berries,, and mountain- berries. My wosd, you
* Sbegudd, have seen how the Qirds Ynjoyed them when they *
* were put into one of your aunt’s biYd-cakes | *’ i o o

.., neves knew there were so
do,” said Mollie. “I shall’ask Auht Jane to teach me to = ,
* make bird-cakes, to-morrosy.”

s Tw
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v Food you may xﬁ; from the woods and hedges for the birds—thistle- - ¢
heads, beech-nfast, E}ips, yew-becriesy elder-berries, and haw-berries.
4 o .
° o.. . ° a » S = —— ®
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Wihen the c‘hﬂdﬁn’s tins were hXif-full of wild’ seeghs;
£
nd Uncle rcally .cou{dn’t get any 'more thiszle-heads and
bcrﬁ@s_ into,his basket, "tHey wefit back home.
"s It was fuﬂ %o tie the thistle-heads and tHe bcrrja-sprays'
on {0 the twigs at - the, back of the bu:d—tabfe It was jolly
to tip the “wild seeds into a, shallow saucer and sct them by

T T R Y

the twigs. * .
“ Now we’ll seg if we get any of the other finches;” said
Usicle. _“ Come along ind .

Thay day they only ge€ one qew visitor—the goldfiagh,
He, brought with him thgee other goldfinches, the prctucst
- most fairy-like birds,that fhe children had ever seen. o
: The goldfinch saw thje ripe thistle-heads, and flew down
to the twigs. He loved the thistle-seeds. He called to
his companions,
“ twit - wit - wit -
wit-wit-wit]”

-

L B ..

It was a prettyy

liquid call. J’hey 3
all came d -
dawn *from

trecs, w1th a
pretty, perky
fifght. They
*hung on to e
thistle-stems and
pecked busily at
the heads: . .
“You can
easily tell the

@ye goldfinch from

\ * " dny other finch,”

Goldfinches—fairy-like birds, bcmuﬁd to . “said Uncle Jack.
s see or helr, “Do you see his

-
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.st'i',iking red,
" Head; and that

- band " on his -

".has” ‘ehe same

-shaped beak of

Three. Lovely Visitirs 51
white, snd bhck - 2 AR :
brillignt gold

wing?”
“Yes—and I
can tell he is a

finch because-he
thick, K cone-

the chaffinch and
the sparrow;”
said Mollie.
“Aren’t they en-
joying the thistle-
heads | ”

The pretty
goldfinches
pecked the down Two Bullfinches. They are loving birds,

| from the heads and keep tc one mate all their life long.

busily. Then,at Vit :
a"sudden noise from-the lané outside, they all rose together

“and flew to the tree, twittering.

“ A flock of goldfinches is called a ¢ charm,’”” said Uncl:
Jack. *“It’s a good dame for them, isn’t it—for they really

" ‘are charming.” ’

" The next morning, whilst the children sat at break-
fast, Uncle’ Jack nodded towards the window. “Do you
sce what I see?” he asked. “Mr. Bullfinch and his
wife | f :

The children stared in delight. Yes—there was the cock
bullfinch sitting on the twigs behind the table—and on the
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tble itself was his wife; pcckmg up the wxld seeds that fthe |
childrun had collected.

“Tsn’t he.lovely | ” said Uncle. He certlinly was. He
had 3 Seautiful brick-red brcast, very nch in coLout. and a
lovely klue-black velvety head.

“ He’s all red and black.” said Tony. * Oh, Uncle, did
you see that? He dew dqwn to the table and kissed his
wife |

“Yes, he did,” said Qaqlc Iack “ Bullfinches are very
affectionate birds. They 'teep to the same mate all theirife;
-and go about together the whole year round. Now, look—
they are going to have abath1”

As the children were watchmg the two birds, Unclc
Jack pricked up his ears and listened.

“I can hear the greenfinchés now,” hc said. “ They

Greénfinches on the bird-tible. They have & pretty: yellow band on
their wings.,



Theee Finches you can watch for—Greenfinch {top-left) ; Goldfinch
(cop-right) ; and Bullfinch.

-

are in the old asb troc, sitting in a flock. Look—down
they come | ”
As the rcenﬁnchcs flew down to the bird-table, the

 bullfinches ﬂcw off. They did not like being with other



54 Bip-ds; of ’L;l.;tr Gardens

bitds. The greenfinches.set to work to eat the seeds and the
yew ;barries. : : . - :

“T should know they were greenfinche even if you
hadn’t told e, Uncle,” said Mollie. . “ They have the usual
thic= finch beak—and" they are green. Bat what a pretty
‘yellow ‘band they have on ‘their wings! Not so golden as
the goldfinch, but vewy bright.” r SR

, ““ And there’s @ little bif of.yellow under their tail too,”
said Tony, who was gctting"és sharp-eyed as Mollie.

“ Your visitors have better table-manners than you have,

Mcllie and Tony,” said Aunt Jane, with a laugh. “ You’ve
let your bacon and €gs get quite cold—really, afiyone avould
think you don’t like the nice breakfast I’ve cooked for you | »

“Oh, Aunt Jane, we db,” said’ Mollie, beginning to eat
agaia. “But Uncle Jack’s biid-table”is more interesting
than his breakfast-table just at present. Aunt Jane—will
you make us a cake to-morrow ? .

_ “ Why, I made you one yesterday | ” said Aunt Jane in
serprise.

“ Yes, but this time we’d like a different sort. of take—
one for the birds,” said Tony. “ A bird-cake, Aunt Jane.”

 “Oh—so Uncle Tack has been telling you about my
maize-cake, that I make for the birds each winter, has he?”
said Aunt Jane, laughing. “ Vésy well, I’llbmake one for you
, to-morrow—and you shall help me™ :

“ Oh, good,” said Mollie. “ We shall have to make a
big one, Aunt Jane, because we havé such a lot of gyests
to feed now. Sparrows, robins, thrushes,. blackbirds,
hedge-sparrows, starlings, cHaffiaches . , .”

*“ Great-tits, blue-tits,’ coal-tits,” chanted Tony. '

“And wagtails, goldfinches, bullfinches, and grees-
finches | ” criet everyone together, - 3

- We do know a lot | ” said Tony.




* CHAPTER EIGHT - «-, .

Making the Bird-Cake - .

about that bird-take 7 Tony and I have cleaned

. the bird-table and spread it with food, aad put

fresh water into’ the dish. The birds are having a fine time
—but they szy they wou/d like a cake | * -

“ Dear me, you seem to understand their language very
well, all of a sudden,” said Aunt Jane, laughing. * Come
along, then, both of you—ycu shall make the maize-cake.”

Aunt Jane put a big bowl on the kitchen table. She
went to the store cupboard and took out some paper bags
and tins, Mollie peeped into them.

““ What’s in these tins and bags ? * she asked.

“ This is maize meal,” said Aunt Jane, shaking a large
amount of it into the bowl. “ It is very cheap. You can buy
it at any seed-merchant’s. The birds love it.”

She took another bag and opened it. *“ You know what
this is,” she said, as she shook-out the little brown seeds.

"*“ Hemp-seed | ” said Tony. “It is what we put on the
bird-table each morning.” .

“ Yes,” said Aunt *Jane., “ And these little, round hard
seeds in the tin are.millet-seeds. Seed-eating birds really
Jove those. Open the next tin for me, Teny, will you, and
we’ll put a little of the canary-seed mixture inside into the
bewl too.” ‘

“Can we help' to mix all the sceds together? ” 2sked
Mollie, looking into the bowl. Aunt Jane nodded. Then the

< N'OW, Auntte,” said Moliiec next morning. “ What

“two childseu put in their hagds and scrambled them about
5
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¢ll the seeds were all well mixed. They liked feeling ¢he

littls hard seeds running throagh their fingers.?

3

“Now 1 want you to chop up some nut; for me,” said -

Aunt Tane. " “ There are pea-nuts.in that big Bag"—and there

are »razil-nuts on the dish in the dining-room. Go asd fetch

"seven or eight, Tony.” "
Soon the childrem weze very busy chopping up the nuts
with Aunt Jane's dittle kitchen-koives. It was fun, though

they had to be very careful not to"cut their fingers.

“Now put the chopped-vp nuts into the bowl,” -said -

. Atnt Jane. “ You have chopped them up nice and small.”
Into the bowl went the nuts too. “ What rext 7”2 asked
Mollie. “1It looks a good mixture, Aunt Jane.”
“I've got some fat melting ifi that pan on the stove,”

o

The children helped to, make the }:lrd-e;ke_'
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said Aunt Jane. “Last week’s dripping. ‘Wa pour thit
‘over the whol? mixture next.” - e

" Let me | " cried Tony. But Aunt Jane shook Her-head.

“No,” she said, “ children are not allowed to play about
. with bdiling fat. [ shall pour it in. If I hadn’t anv fzt, T
would use boiling water.” . e g 6

“Aunt Jane, let’s put in a few currents too,” said Tony
suddenly, seeing a bag of rurrants on the cresser. I should
think the berry-eating birds would like those.”

“They would,” said Aunt Jane. “ The thruskes and
blackbirds nevet say ‘No’ to a currant. Very well, empty
some in whilst I get the fat.” .

Tony shook in a good supply of currants, and then he
and Mollic gave the mixture a last stir. Up came Aunt
Jane with the pan of-boiling fat. She poured it in carefully
over the mixture, stirring with a long spoon.

“There | ”” she said. “ Our cake is made.”

“ Do we cook it now ? ”” said Mollie.

“It doesn’t neced to be cooked,” said Aunt Jan-.
“‘That’s the nice part about this cake. I just put the whole
mixture into a cloth and let it dry. Then, when it’s dry, I
shall take off the cloth, and cut a slice from the cake whenever

ou want one for your bi:ds.”

" ¢ Will it keep, thea ? ” asked Mollie.

“*“All the winter,” said Aunt Jane. She took an old I
tea-cloth and emptied the mixture into it. Then she tied it
all up tightly, and gave it tq Tony to go and hang up in the

en-shed till it was dry.

“ Then you and Mollie shdil take off the cloth and see
your bird-cake,” she said.

“Oh, Aunt Jane, isn’t it easy to do!” cried Nollie.
“T’m surprised that more people don’t make cakes fc: the
. birds. It’sfun!” h
“They would if they knew about it,” said Tony. “I
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The birds pecked the cake to pieces.

shal! tell everybody now. Come and put it in the shed,
Mollie. Thank you very much, Aunt Jane | ”

When the cloth felt perfectly dry, in
the children unwrapped the cake.

“Oh, isn’t it lovely | cried Mollje, « Is hasd. and
knobbly—and look, you can see the seeds ahd the curran,
all over it!” . ol :.s

“It’s a funny shape,” %aid Tony. “But that ’
matter.  Let’s take it to Auntie and shoy her.” gasnt

They carried it carefully to Aunt Jane,
old enamel plate to stand iteon, * Now
Lirds a slice for their tab'e,” she sdid,
the first <lice, and Tony can cut a slice

Mollie cuta good slice, It really looked delie: «
wish I could have a bite,” she said, +  » - Lcucious. ]

* No, you mustn’t,” said Aunt Jane at onee,

-

"a day. or two’s"time,

“It is

B —
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not meant for children. It is always dangerous for Kitls and
boys to eat food prepared for animals or birds. For one thi ng,

* there might be Herries in a bird-cake—I often put them ia if
I have some¢ by me—and yew-berries, for instance, are very
poisonols to children.” %

* “Let’s put the slice on the bird-table,” said fony. So
they laid it in the middle. Then they.went to the dining-
room window to watch, 3 : 3

All the birds loved the bird-cake! The sparrov’s and
finches necked the seeds out of it. The tits pecked- at the
chopped-up nuts. The blackbirds and thrushes took the
currarts, and the starlings liked the fat. Even the robin
came to have a taste, It was fun to watch them all.

No new bird came that day—but so many of the others
came, especially spatrows aud starlings, that the children
really couldn’t count them.

“I think our bird-tgble must be the most crowded one
in the country,” said Mollie. And it certainly was | :

-
.
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R@ostmg-Places v,

BE weather became very ‘cold. Frost came each
‘night, and in the mo:ning the ground was white:

\ Aunt Jane kept a big fire in the house, and when the
children went ou: they were warmly wrapped ug. =+ - -

“ We shall have to put fresh water on the table ever so
many times a day,” said Mollie to ‘her uncle: “I put some
out this matning when I fed the birds; Uncle, and in about
twenty minutes time it was frozen again.”

“It is important to give the birds water in this sort of
weather,” said Uncle Jack. “You see, all the puddles are
fiozen, our gatdcn pond is covered with ice, and I expect the
lake not far off is frozen too. More birds die of thirst ‘than of
hunger in this weather. So many people are kind in giving
them food—but not evcryonc rcmcmbcrs to put out water
as often as they can.’

“ Well, Uncle, what shall [ do ? < askcd Mollie. "The
water freezes so quickly.” |

“ Do you sce how the frost has melted over there, under
that hedge?” said Uncle suddenly, pointing to. a bare
patch of earth by a thick hcdgc “ It’s 4 sheltered spot *.hcrc,
facing south—what about putting.a dish there, full of water ?
It wﬂl freeze at night—but it will be all right in the day-
time.”

“Good idea,” said Mollie, and she went carefully to
the. hedge, carrying the dish of water. Certainly the frost
had melted just there—so it mnst be a warmer spot than up

-
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on the bird-table, Mollie scattered some cmmbs'ncarby S0

‘ that the birds w uld see the watet and go'toit.. o e

{ " .Theéy were vary grateful. They soon discguered it dnd

| came to fake drinks. The thrush even had ae qlick bs,th
yind then flew up ta ‘the ash tree to dry himself. . .
~ Then thechildren began to worry about somctinng c]sc.

\ Their aynt had told them that she Hadeput an extra blanket
on their beds to keep theri,, warm at night—and that made
them think of tle birds.

"+ “Nobody gives #hem an “extra blanket,” said ‘Tony
“ Uncle, where do birds sleep at night ? »

- Usually In the thickest hedges and frees,” said Uncle
Jack. ““The evergreen trees are vety useful to the birds

: in the winter—because they are not bare like the other trees.

| But, even so, on a cdid night with bitter frost, some pdor

Bl T, e Roo:tiﬂg?’laces 4, 6

" . - . .
The birds cuddled together under thie straw thatch of the porch.

| . ,
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little birds are frozes; to the bough they ropst on. :l'he tits
are sensible—they roust in Lioes if they can. ' told you that
they ‘wouid roost in empty coco-nut shells, aldn’t I?° They’
will roost in ﬁower-pots t00.” » % a

“Uncle, have you any empty coco-nut ghells?” askcd Tony..

“Yes—I believe there are some old ones in the shed,”
- said Uncle. * We’Esget* those, shall we, and hang them here
and there in the zose-ramblers. AWe'll get some fower-pots
too, and you and Mollie shall ﬁnd good thcy-holes for thcm
in the hedges.”

Soon the empty coco-nut shells were hldden in the °

ramblers, here and there. Tony and Mollié found some

moss and dried it by the fire, Then they smﬂ'cd it into the '

shells.

“ It will be a kind of blankét,” said Molhc

Then they took some small flower-pots and tycked them
into odd corners of the garden—ir a hedge, in the fork of -
a tree, in 2 bush. They put each pot on its side and stuffed
« little hay inside.

“Turn the open side of the pot, away from thke cold
north and east,” said Uncle Jack. “ No bird will creep m
there if a bitter wind blows at him all the time | ”

The children felt pleased to thijik: that they had given thc
birds such wasm beds, when vight-time «came, for the frost
was bitterer than ever. Aunt Jane kept the ﬁrc piled high
for it was the coldest night of the year. .

“ Would you childrea like to'see somcth.mg rather:
lovely ? ” asked Uncle Jack suddenly, putting dovn the
book he was reading. " :

“ Oh, ycs—what is it ? asked the clnldrcn

“ Well, I’ve just heard a little scrabbling noise up in the
thatch,” said Uncle Jack. “ And tha; means some of our birds
have crept under the eaves and are rcosting there. I'll get
my torch and show them to yon.”
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Wrens love to roost in the thatch.

. The children put on their coats, hats, and scarves. Uncle
Jack took a torch and led the chxldrcn to the gardcn doer.
Over this door was a porch, thatched like the rest of the

house. “ Uncle Jack rdised his torch and shone it above the |

children’s heads.
7/ The porch roof was lined with wood and in the wood.
wefe little holes”” “ That-is where the birds get in,” Said
Uncle, Jack. ““They squmc in under the thatched eaves
too. Now watch whilst I gently miove ¢his loose board, and
we’ll loak into the'hollow place under the thatch of the porch.
Stand on the wooden seat thete and you'll get a good view.”
The children stood on the oldswooden bt;nch in the porch.

Uncle Jack deftly slipped ot the loose board and shone his

torch into the ‘holc “ Don’t make a noise,” he said, to the
children, e
They said nothing at sll—but their eyes grcw round with

‘dchght Cuddled together under the straw thatch of tiie
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porch werc. avout tyrenty little birds. Mollic counged six

tits, .There were a great many sparrows too.! They bhnked

at the light with their black eyes, but did nottmove.
“JIsn’t hat a lovcly sight ? ” said Uncle’ ]ack switching

of his torch and putting back the loose hoard.  “ Now T'll |
" show -you where the wrens roost. You havep’t seen the

wren on the bird-takls, but I expect you will one day.”

. Uncle Jack tcok the ch.ﬂglrcp. outside the dining-room
windcw and switched his torch On again, so that they could
see the thick end of the thatck. In it were small hales, some
going back a long way into the straw. a

“The cock wiens make these holes,” said Uncle, Jack.
“‘They begin a great, many nesting-places before they at
last choose one for their nest—and in the wintertime they
usc the holes for roosting in. “Look—can you see that little
brown wren cuddled at the back of the hole there ‘? o

Tits will often roost in a coco-nut shell

|

PrVPIE—

o
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Hol‘dmg thgic breath, the childres pccpgd into the holes
At thc back was a tiny wren, ltzttlcd by the hght “ It mudc
.ne movement at,all. t

In the next hole there was a l:ttlc wren tod 'Thcy'wcrc ;

el

“ Uncle, vould we see if there are any birds in our coco-nuts
and ﬂowcr-pots ? ” gsked Mollie. ““D&iet’s | ”
“ Well, see that _you aon't gct cold then,” said Unclc

“It’sa bitter night.”

Tke Aree of them looked i mto the coco-nut shells. “In the
first one-a bluc-ut looked out at them. He had surrounded
himéelf with the dry moss and looked as cosy as could be. :

“ Oh, Uncle | ” whispered Mollie in joy. “Isn’t he warm

' and snug ? Oh,'Tam glad we thought of this | ”

The next coco-nut shell was empty—but in the third were
fwo tits——goal-tits this time, for Uncle Jack could see the

- white streak at the back®of their heads. They were cuddled

3

up side by side. One little bird opened its eyes in the sudden
light of the torch, but the other was too fast asleep even to
peep 4c thein | ‘

“ Now for the flower-pots,” smd Uncle “ Where did

‘you put them ? -

- The childres remembered. What do you ghiink s was
in Jne very first orie, down o the ground under the hedge ?
The robin! He had made himself very comfortable indeed
in the hay 4nd had his head tucked under his wing. His red
breact shone in the lxght ¢

.“We wou’t distutb him,” said Uncle and he switched off
hJS torch. In the next pot-was a wren, and in the next, two,
sparrows had squcczcd They flew out as soon as the light
shone. “Never snmd said Uncle. * Théy’ll go back again

when we’ye gone.”s

Only one pot was cmpty X That’s because you put it -
facmg the north,” -said Uncle, pushing it round so that it
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% The Robin in the flotver-pot.

faced the other way. “ The icy wind hlows from theenorth
to-night, and no bird will roost with that blowing in on him.
Well—what do you' think of the birds’ .sleeping-places ?
Rather a fine sight; don’t you think e ? o
“ Yes—it was lovely,” said Mollie,thinking of the rqbin
with his head under his wing, and the other tiny birds looking
ia surprise at the unexpected light of the torch.s * Listen,

Uncle! T'm sure I heard something stirring_ in this. big

yew bush.” . .

Uncle Jack cautiously parted ¢he greeg sprays and pressed
his torch inside. Cuddled close against the .trunk was a
song-thrushy with his speckled breast shawing up cleatly
in the light. Tle took his head from under his wing as the
light caught him. Higher up was ancther thrush, looking
scared. He hopped to the other:side of the bush.
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o Well—ve won i 3 dxstunb thcg',” ‘said uncle. ]ack
“ All over thé countryside to-mght birds are huddled ip thc
‘Warmest placesithey cap find—behind the ivy,on the wall’in
holes and nooks; in the thickest evergreens. And dew I
think we’d be sensible if we go'and do the sanfe—find our*
nice warm beds and cuddle down intp.them.” *

S6 indoors they went, and after a hat cup of cocoa and

milk they all went up to bed.  And when they cuddled down |
- .under their warm blankets add hugged their hot-wateg bottles,

the children thought gladly of the roosting-places zhey. had _

. given.the birds. It was lovely to think that a few birds were =

warm and safe that mght because of the children’s own'
kindness.
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"The Birds’ Chnstmas Tree

HE month of Dcccmbct was bxttctly cold—but just

[l .

as Christmas week Tashe along, the north wind -

'»  dropped and a breeze blew from the south-west.

“ That’s good,” said Tony, who was beginning to,know .

the winds very well. “ We shall get rain—and it will be
warmer for Chnstmas—though it wou]d he fun to have
some snow | ”

“ Oh, I expect we'll get some snow 1f these clouds stay
. very long,” said Uncle Jack. “‘They bring rain how that
the wind has changed—but if it gets any colder they will
‘sead down snow instead.”

“T’ve been trying to think what I can give thg birds for
Christmas,” said Mollie, “but I can’t think of anyt.hmg
except a new cnamel- dish for their water—and they teally
won’t notice that | ¥

“We’ll give them a Christmas tree. of, thcxr own,” said

Aunt Jane. “T’'ve ordered one for you two “children 4nd
I’ll order 4 small one for the’birds too. Uncle Jack and I will
dress your tree—and you shall dress the bird’s tree.’

The children stared in the greatest surprise.. Then thcy .

laughed. .

“You don’t really *mean 1t, "do you?” said Mollie.
“ I'venever heard of a tree for the birds before. Whatever
should we put-on it—trains and dolls and “drufns ?
. _Everybody laughed. *‘No,” said Aunt Jane. “Not
things like that, Mollie, as you very well know—but other
things that they will love and that will be a treat fot them.
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‘Uncle Jack will'tell you what te buy ifryou have any money
« for the birds.”*® o ¥ @t ek
* The childrei had two shillings between tHemewhich they
_ had saved ‘for th birds’ Christmas present. Uncle Jack
¥ took them shopping and they bought quite a lot of: things *
for the tree. . \ ,

Firbt they bougkt long sprays‘of millet-seeds at the seed-

merchants. They had already bought millet-seeds lonse by
‘the_pound for Aunt Jane t6, thake another bird-cake, but
now they bought the sprays in which the millet-seeds grew
—long, “seed-filled sprays, out of which the, ripe millet-seeds
dropped every now and again. _

They bought another»coco-nut. They bought a half-
pound packet of Osberne biseuits—the sort with little holes in
them. They bought some more brazil-nuts, but no pea-nuts
because tiey still had plenty in their store at Sparrow Cottage.

' “ Good gracious, Uncle | Are we going tq put all these
things on the treel” cried Mollie. “How queer it will look }””

The litfle Christmas tree had arrived by the time the
children were ready to dress it.

“ Cut up the coco-nut into pieces «about- three or four
“inches big,” said  Uncle. . So they did that—and then Uncle
pizrced each piece with a sinal] knife, and the children threaded
strchg thread ‘or string through the hole, tied it round the
piece of nut in a knot, and then Hungach piece of ‘coco-nut
from a. twig of their-small tree. Soon there were about
fifteen pieces’of coco-nut hanging from the tree |

“Now we'll tie the millet-sprays on the tree t0o,” said
Mollie. So‘she and Tony tied up“the three millet-sprays’
they had bought. They hung down,from the tree, their
little round seéds tumbling out now and again. They rvere

. simply full of seed-—Moilie thought there must be thousands, '

~ of seeds in cach spiay | R o

-

Then they threaded strings of pea-nuts and looped those
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e x'ound tire tr'cc too’.‘ ch n?;ade it lOOk mtﬁq: nicc.. .Toﬂy'
?. % thrfded dne ot two Short strfhgs ahd let them hang down .
seraight frog®astop bough. * J L
¥ °. 4Tyl Tvs looking fine,” "he "said, gteppifig back to
& ¢ the tree. “Uncle! Are you there ? WhaE do we do #
Jwith the biscuits ? . e
5 == Uncle Jack an.d Runt «Jane were im the othctf rbom
* drdssing a tree for the childfen? J0ncle Jack poked his head
« ‘round the door. “ The bis ?” he said. “ Why, t.hrg:gd. -
a hit of cotton through one of the holes in each biscuit,
* tie a knot, and hang the biscuit up whole here and thege on,
< the tree—the birds will soon kndw how to deal with them !"’
> “Oh—so #hat’s why we got. biscuits With holes in ¢

-
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- * The Birds' Christmas ‘Tree = w1,
them,” said Moilie. “To thread thtotighl Look--Tll get
2 ;::c,dlc'md do the threading, Tony, dnd you cin de the

ging.” .« L 3 o
Sooh the ttgg,,had ¢ight or nine biscuits hanging‘on it. .
% There was still room for something else, so they hung up -
some brazil-nuts too, and then Tony went to se€ if there
was any bacon rind in the kitchen, ~ :
He came back with foux_.lgizg' bits that Aunt Jane had put
_aside for the bird-table the nexi“morning. :
“ We'll tie these on the tree instead,” he said. So they

did. Then they looked at the little, straight green spike at

thie top of the tree and wondéred what to put there.

“ We can’t put a fairy doll there,” said Mollie with a
iggle. - e ;

S8 Let’s put 2 bone | ” said Tony. So they calied to Aunt

Jane, arideshe said they might go and take a nice bone from '
- the veal bones in the lafder. The butcher had brought them

that morning for Aunt Jine to make soup from. ° ., -

The children chose a nice meaty bone with plenty of
fat on'it. “TTHiey tied it firmly to the top spike of the tree.
Uncle Jack and Aunt Jane came in to see.their tree, and
* stood.still in delight and surprise. a

¢ ““ You’ve dohe it beautifully | ” said Uncle. :

‘8 It’s the Dest one the birds have ever had,” said Aunt
Jane. “Oh, Jack—we’ll give the children a few of our:
shiny tree-ornamients and silver-paper strings to hang on
theii tree. The birds won’t"take any notice of them—but it
will thake the tree look very quaint.” X

So shiny pink, green, yellow, and1ue ornaments made of-
bright glass were hung on the tree too, and then the children
carefully hung the long, natrow strips of tinfoil from many of
the branches, to give the effect of icicles and frost.

The tres looked really beautifuly Everyone was véry
proud of it. The children wunted to put it on the bird-table
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The birds enjoyed the Christmas tree.
e .

at once, but Uncl_é said no, to-morrow was Christmas Day
and Both birds and children wege td wait fof their trees till

\T then. ° o
= * . So, oni Christmas Pay, Tony and Mollie put their birds’
+ Christmas tree outside on the bird-table. "They carried it

carefully. The birds sat on the roof and in the trees and .
looked at the strange and beantifyl little tree in surprise.

g *  Fresh water was p®¥ in the dish. A great slice of the
maizercake was put on the table. A large potato, baked in
its skin was also put there, and a scatteriig”of sunflower-

. and hemp-seeds. .

“ Merry Christmas,’ Sparrows, robins; thrushes, black-
birds, wagtails, and finches | ”* cried Mollie.

. . .
- y '
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b Happy Day, blue-tits, ;:oal-dts,: great-tits, * hf:c{ge-'
. sparrows, and sstarlings{1” cdlled Toay. Then they .Uoth
went inside to leok at their owd presents. ¢ ©

: ) fj"/zc; Birds’ C/;mlmar “Tre F ?3 '

« ® '
But before they, had &ven unwrapped a single one, Mollic .
¥ caught sight of a bird on the Christmas tree! ¢The birds «

trusted the children so much that th

tree was somethinggood, So the rogh had come down t6
have a look at it. “oa g

. “See!” cried Mollie, ‘??;E's sitting on the vcry', very
top, Uncle! He’s better than a fairy doll. Look at him
perching thege, as if he thought it was his very own tree ! ”

The robin opened his béak, swelled his red throat and '

sang a very rich little tune,
“ He’s saying thank you |.” said Tony. -
Then down flew a streak of blue and yello%, a pretty

. little ble«tit. He hung on to a piece of coco-nut and pecked

* hard. Then came a great-tit and attacked the bone at the top.

The robin flew to a biscuit, and, sitting on the ‘next branch,

pecked away daintily, enjoying the unusual treat very
much! ‘O, g

With a scurry of wings, and loud chirrupping the bold '

“sparrows arrived: They, pecked with delight at the millet-
sprays. One sfnart liftle bird stayed on the table bélow,

were pullir:f at. e - )
+ Soon the trée was full of birds. Starlings squabbled
about the bone and pushed éach other off the tree. Another
robin’ arrived and sang angrily at the first one to tell him to

go. More tits came, and soon almo#.‘every nut on- the tree*

had its little blue and yellow bird, or a bold great-tit, peck-
peck-pecking away. . . _
The blackbird arrived, cocked his tail up and jumped
"up and down:to get a biscuit., The thrush arrived, and,
seeing the bird-cake untouched, rushed to get the currants

felt sure the strange

pecking up theseeds that fell from the millet-sprays the others

L4
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from it.~ There was.$uch a poise of chirrupping, tweeting,
calling, and singing, and such # scuriy and rush of wings ! .

? . o 3
. X A J(. "5 5 ‘
. .
.-

-‘. ’

© “I could"watch it all day,” said Tony ja delight, quite
. , P

forgstting his own presents. $ i
. V% “Qther people are watching it too,” said Uncle Jack,
nodding *his head towards the hedge that ran alongside the
lane. Sure enough, abdut a-dozen peopleswere there, peeping
in surprise over the hedgé ;’i//:he birds in the Christmas
tree. >
. “Do you mind them peeping, Uncle ? ” 2sked Mollie.
“Of course not!” said Uncle. “I love .them to see
your tree—maybe some of thein will go home and do the
same thing themselves. It would be fine if every family
remembered the wild birds at Christmag time and gave them
a treat.” *
“Now come and undo your presents, childref,” said
Aunt Jane. “ You’ve got a few surprises | ”
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Some Excmng Christmas Presents %

HE children began te undo their’ presents. ,Thére

was 4 bxg doll for Moilie from her mothct,, and a

train for Tony. There was a doll’s hairbrush and

comb for Mqllie from one of hcr aunts, and a small motor-car

for ‘I"ony

And from Aunt Jane and Uncle Jack there were presents
that the children couldn’t make out at all |

“ What’s this ?” asked Tony, holding up wWhat looked

like a littkz= wooden bell—but inside, instead of a clapper to

* ring, there was a small perch.

“ That’s a tit-bell,” said Uncle Jack. R ey

“ A tit- bc].l,” said Tony. “ What’s that for ? ”

“ We hanjgrit up “outside the window,” said Uncle Jack,
“ but first we pour melted fat into it. ,When, it is set hard

" we hang it up—and theg you can watch .the tits comie and

p&oh upside ddwn op “the little perch inside and peck away
at the fat they love.” o
* Oh, what fun | ” said Tonyy pleased. “ No cther bird

~except the ‘tits will be.able to get at the fat, Uncle, because

nonk of the ethers can swing upside down.”

» “'Quite right, Tony,” said Uncle Jack.” “ And now what

do you think this present of yours is#ollie ? *
“I don’t know,” said Mollie, puzzled. She held up her
prcscnt whicheslie had unwmppcd If you look at the picture

you will see what it waslike. :
“It has'a top and bottom of wood, and a middle of tin,

. with slits in it,” said Mollie. " What ¢an it be for ? ”

75
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Uncle Jack turned it upside down. These was a cork
stuck in-a hole underneath. Uncle jack took'it out.

_ “There,” ke said, “ now you can fill the middle piece
wgtp shelled pea-nuts, from top to bottorr, Put the cork in
again, ;hang the pea-nut feeder outside—and the tits will
.come and swing on the feeder, pecking at the nuts through
tne slits as hard as they can, all daydong.™ St

“ Qh, that’s a lovely idea | * aried Mollic. *I shall shell
pea-nuts to-day and fill the €ler. Then I shall cork it up
ard hang it outside. Thank you, Uncle Jack afid Aunt Janel™

“ And now, what is this?” said Tony, opening yet
another parcel, addressed both to him and to Mollie. “Is it
another sort of bird-feeder, Uncle ?

= 1+ “Yes,” said Uncle Jack.
< Tany) “This one is for the finches.
> It is rather like th® pea-nut
feeder, but the middle piece
is made of glass, not tin. You
fill it with seed., The seed
trickles out a" the bottom
here, where theselittle grooves
are in the wooden platform—
do you see—so the birds'can
peck up as much as tocy
»  * want”

trickling down as they peck
= it up, till the feeder is emptyi”
. bt cried Moliie. * Tha#’s a good

“ idea too 1 ” “ -
2 - “Yes—“Edt what you
This is a good ucd—ho‘mhnc may, but don’t carry away E

glars container in the mi fall .
of seers that trickle slowly out a¢ 1S the rule for ‘th¢se pea-nut

the bottom. - feeders and seed-hoppers,”

“And the seed goes on’
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said * Aunt Jane, smiling. .
* “ The nice par? about them °
is"that you can Iang them as [
6 near the window-45 you like,
for once the birds have found
them they will come all day
long’ dhd you can® see: zhe
different kinds, very closelx.
‘indeed.” | %
“ May we fill them and
put them up now?” asked
Mollie, who always liked to’
do things at oncg. o
“Yes, if you like,” said
Uncle Jack. “Jane, will you
melt somé€ fat for us to pour
into the tit-bell? We will be
shelling the pea-nuts for the

feeder.” A pea-nut feeder full of shelled nuts,

o,

 they were all very busy

which
down

" the pea-nuts whilst the. fat

e © °

°s

the birds peck out of the slit

x the middle. Bel it hangs *
the next half-hour, shelling s wood?,. tit-bell fuﬁv:)f fat. o

~melted in the ’pmomfhé stove. Aunt Jane set the tit-bell
upside down in a cup when the fat was ready. Then she

]

poured the fat into the bell.

+  “ As soon as the fat is set hard,

hang up,” she said. “Next time we
up’ pea-nuts with the fat—that avill
tits 12 " .

the bell will be ready to
fill it we will mix minced-
be an extra treat for the
& 4

- “ We’ll fill the pea-nut feeder now,” said Uncle. Hestook
out the cork 4t ‘the bottem, and Mollie and “Thny put the

' right down t6 thé end, and then,
corked it up again.

__shelled nats into the rhiddle pie¢e. They shook the nuts

when it was full, Vncle

Some Extiting Cﬁorislmafé: Presents 9 .1;7 :
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e

“ Tha?’s ready | * he said, ‘ e '
*Now for the seed-hopper,” said Mollie. “I suppose
it’s called a licpper because tne seeds hop oyt.” -
~Ine others laughed. “ You’ll Soon s¢e how the seeds
come out,when it’s filled,” said Uncle. He took out the
long centre:bolt that held the top, middle, and bottom
tugether. He took OIf th= top pizze of wood, and vhen let
the children fill thé glass hoppérfrom the top. They poured
in the hemp-seed till it was fiff—then Uncle screwed it up.
“And that's ready too 1” he said. “ This is the small
- size for gardens—but there is a bigger size for, bird ayiaries
" too. It is a uscful thing for féeding birds because it needs
no attention at all, except for filling when it is empty.”
“Now, can we hang them up?” asked Mollie, jumping up.
. “Where shall we putthem?”
“Well, now,” waid Uncle,
“you can hang them in -
separate places, if you like
—or you may hang them
all together,fie above the
other—because, you see,
each hopper, bell,. and
. _feedér has a*hook at the top
* —and a metil loop under-
neath—so you can hook
s8¢ themall together, like this!”
##%; °  Uncle Jack took thé tit-
.z bell, whose fat had now set.
He took the .seed-hopper
and the pea-nut feeder and
he hooked, them all together
—the seed-hoppes at the
p ~ top, the pea-nut feeder next,
4 Tit peeping in the tit-bell.  'and the tit-bellat the bottom.
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[ “ There | » he said, “what ° y .9 o, ~ c“'
about hanging, them * up like, © : ' -

“that, ‘one below the othcr, .

: because then we s,ha.ll see tits , .

(and finches and ’Spanows all o :

| day long, swinging togetheron £ ¥ -
' our feeders | ”

’ “ That’s a slmply splé..dld»

“

idea!” cried ° the chxldxe:’?‘,\
really delighted. ; b
Uncle Jack took them out- 4 ;
side.: "He hanimered a big nail “¥ix
into the wooden top of the
window, and then hooked the ¢
top of the seed-hopper to it.
All the three bird-feeders then
swung neatly out from the {
window-pane, ready for <heir
y feathered guests.

. A good collection of food for the blrds These feeders, hoppers, and
s can be Iang frora the window or in the trees, and birds lbcomc
to them ull ddy long.
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“ Den’t they look fine?” said- Mollie. “ Will the blrds
come 'scon, Uncle ? ” o ¢

“ We'll lang a bone under the tit-bell,” md Uncle Jack
= The tits wiil see that and come t6 lt—».},nd then they will

discover the fat inside and the pea-nuts abbve very qmckly ¢

We’ll take the bone away when they’ve found the fat.”

- So they hung a bune bcneath the hell, and thea went
mdoors

In two minutes the tits hadfﬂxscovered thé bone and had

come darting down to it. In two seconds suiey found ‘the

fat inside the bell, and, with mych calling and excitement, they

" began to peck at the fat they joved so much.” Soof “ther¢

were half a dozen tits all waiting for their turn to hang upside
down on the little perch.

Then two of them discovered the pea-nut feeder. They

stood on the little wooden platform at the bottem of the

feeder, and pecked with their tiny beaks through the slits at .

. the pea-nuts:” How busy they were!
Then, with a flurry and scurry of wings, down flew three
~ sparrows to the seed-hopper and began to gobble up the
seeds that trickled out, as fast as ever thcy “could. More

sparrows flew down, and soon, with the blue tits, coal-tits,
and great-tits below, “there wete about sixteen birds fluttering -

and feeding just outside the dining-room Window | o=
. - “This is simply lovely|” said Mollie. “I could watch
all day long. You did give us nice presents; Uncle | ”

“It’s a pity everyone tan’t*buy things like these,’ esaid

Tony. “ Pooplc vould so lqve to see the birds getting tamer
.and tamer.’ “-

= Anyone who cannot aﬂ'otd these thmgs can buy a

small wire basket, which is very cheap,” s2id Aunt ]ane

“ And they can fill it with all sorts of scraps, and hang it

“ncar their window. The birds will cofne and.pull out what-
ever scrap they like the best.”
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Three young greenfinches ask their mother for their dinner.
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fJ his hen chaffinch has just £nished making her nest in the fork of a tree
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: © "“Owr birds ure very-lucky'! ” said, Topy. % They yrve. °
) a bird-table, 4 coco-nut, a pea-nut feeder, « seed hOPFCf a

tit-bell, and coco-nut shells and flower-pots to zoost in [
“ And water.to drifik too | ” said Uncle. ““Don’ t."forget

c

& that—it’s vcry important | ” o) s "
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. "Fﬁe Bird that Plants Seeds
- 0,7’ ° b g

NE wild mbmmg aftct Lhristmas, the children
1ookcd out of the wjadow and saw the trees

., swaying to and fro in a great wind, ===

?The poor little birds on the bird-table are almost
plown away this® morning,” sald Tony. See how"the
wind fluffs their feathers the wrong way when they turn their
backs to the wind.”

“‘Can you hear a bird smgmg in the storm?” asked
Uncle Jack, coming up behind them.

2c*h the children had much sharper ears now and could
hear, the voices of birds very well indeed. They listened—
and sure enough, in the song of the wind they could hear the
voice of a bird—a bird that sang wildlyand boldl§, as if he
were defying the storm.

“ Can you see fim ? ”* asked Aunt Jane. “Ican!”

“Yes—up at the top of that birch tree;” said To{y;
“]¢’s a thrush. ‘T can see his speckled’ breast. But hefsoa
wery big bird. Is it the th=ush you called the storm-cotls,
Uhcle ? ”

“ Yes—it is,” said Uncle; pleased that Tony bad .remefn-
bered. “Isn’t his sang lovely? So loud and ringing. *He
is called the mistle-thnith too—do'you know why ?

“Does he )xkc xmstlctoc ?” asked Molhc af(er thmkmg
for_a_mmut K

" “¥You v( guessed right!” said Uncla, ch_—hc is
vEry ford of mistletoe begries. He is quife greedy aver them.,
And, <o you know—he plmts the seeds for the mistletoe |

/]

—— T
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“The children stared at Unch Jack n sumnsc os Y«. ure !

joking | ”* said"Tony. I dxdn’t know ‘any bxr.d could ‘plant
seeds | o

“ Well—shallwe put some of our Chnstmas mxstlrtoe
out on the bird-table, with the green berries on it ? % asked «
Uncle. “Then we shall see the mistle-thrush closely, and,
pethaps I can show yow later on how he plants the seeds.
If it were not for the mistle-thrush and his fondness for the

grow in the woods |

Well, of course, the very next thing the children did was
to pull down the bunch of mistletoe that Aunt Jane had hung
by the front door, and tie it to the twigs at the back of the
bird-table !

Then back to their seat by the window they went, and

waited.” It wasn’t very long before the mistle-thrush flew

- down. He looked at tbc berries with his head on Sad thc, b

4

and then pecked them vigorously.
“ He’s much blggcr than the song-thrush,” said Molhc
“ He' looks quite a ‘giant next to those sparrowsl He is

clumsier-looking than the other thrush, isn’t he, Uncle—
“ not so neat and tidy-looking. But he has plcnty of freckles

ofi Lis pale breast.” °

“‘ Look, Uncle—he is mpmg his beak on the table-edge,”
ecid Tony “ Has he got something stuck to it ? ”

“ Yes—he has | ” said Uncle, with a laugh. “ The seeds
inside the_ pearly berries of the mistletoe ae very sticky.
They stick to his beak and he thas to tr, ‘and rub them off.
Now, watch! He has gone to that oak tree over there. Do
you sec how he is rubbing his beak againsi, that bough,
trying his hardest to get.the st.lcky seeds off 2. Well—}w -ie
planting those seeds | ™

“ But, Uncle—you can’t plant seeds on a branch1*.cried
Mollie .

t

; bcmcs of the mxstletoc, I am"afraid no more mistletog would _

.
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; ¢ “Yes, yor can,
said Uncle, “if they
are mistletoe seeds.
Have you never seen
mistletoe growing on
a tree, children ?
™ No,” they said,
puzzled.

“ Well_look high
up in that oak tree at
the bottom ‘af, the
garden,” said Uncle.
“Do you see that big
fuzzy-wuzzy  looking
bunch of stuff—rather
as if soméone had
e ‘thrown a small bush
The Mistie-thrush wipes his sticky beak * into the tree and it had

: on s hoagh. grown there? Well—
. that is mistletoe | It does not grow in ‘the ground. It likes

»

to send its roots down into the branch of a growing tree, so

that it can use the sap of the tree for its own.” Y

* Oh, how strange | ” said ‘Mollie.", “ Tncle, let’s gofcht
and see the branch the mistle-thrush has been standing “on.
T’d like tc sce if any seeds liave stuck there.”

They put on their coats and wert out. They went to
the bough on which the thrush had been rubbing Fi§ beak—
but there were no veeds there | *

“Wait,” said Uncle, “ we must look under the bough !
The seeds in their sticky juice trickle round the bough until

,#h7y are below it, sheltered by the branch iscdf. Yes—here
is a seed, iook—and another | ** !

Syre enough, the children could see two smalk seeds from
a mistletoe-berry sticking to the underside of the bough.
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.the bark—there—and
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“They could even see the sticky. little tf4il the seeds had »ade

as they trickled slowly round the Bough. Mollie fouched,a
seed. It was very, very sticky—as $ticky as flue. She weiit .
to the bird-table’and squegzed a mistletoe-berry between her
fingers. It was so very sticky that she could ndt get it off,*
however much she trigd to wipe‘her fingers on‘a twig neasby
pretending she wad a bied | .* =~ 3 :
*“The bird is clever—but the mistletoe is clever«too, to

- make its rerds so sticky,” taid Mollie, wiping her fingers .

on a handkerchief. “ What happens next, Uncle ? ” o

“ This tiny seed sends out a small root, or sinker, as we
call it,” said Uncle. “It pierces right down to the sap of "
the tree—the juice, yourknow—and then, with the food it
gets from the sap, it builds<up two tiny green leaves. Then
more and more leaves grow—a flower comes—and that,
in turn,”makes berries
for birds to eat and,
plant!”

“Uncle, will these
seeds grow into mistle-
toe plants?” asked
Cony. At 3
+ “ Quite likely,” s3id
Uficle. “We will press
them very firmly into

later on in ‘the year. we
will come and see if any
leaves are growing,
shall we? Then, in
years to cofné; when -
the mistletoe bush .is P :
very big om this oak . geoem-cobk loves to sing in the rain
tree, 1 shall be able to ~  and wind.




\ . ¢ Ve ’ o &..1 o ‘_,r/
‘ % ‘ PR L sl § ,.
36 Bsz of Cur Gara/em ? PR
pxck/ my’ own mistleloc for Christmas, mstyad of - buymg ){
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L e I shall «pldnt mistle: oe-berries on our trees at home,”
said, Tony. “ Then we shall have mistletbe too. Why, I
*-suppose everyone could have mistletoe if they liked, Uncle |
That is—if they knew the stcry of the msde-thmsh and how
_ it plants seeds.” . ot
““ Tirra-lee, tirra-loo | ” sang thc mistle-thrush wildly,
. from the top of the tree. Ancther rain-storm was ‘tushing
ups and the trees were swinging to and fro as’if a giant was
" shaking them. - .
“Quick ! Come indoors before we get soaked,” "said
Uncle. 1
“ Oh—can’t we climb a tree and sit at the top in the wind
and rain, ahd shout and sing too?” cried Mollie. “TI’d
" love e to, Unclc I’d simply love to! Let me be a stérm-cock
I(u. Uu\.n. by
- .# Certhinly not!” said Uncle, and hurtied them both
‘indoors |

b}
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& ~ CHAPTER THIRTEEN * &
A" Little Bird- with a Big Voice

VHE New Yeat came in, and the weather grew eolder
N JE s'funny,” said Mollie, shivering. “ The day$

o are geeting longcr buc the winter scems to be getting .

colder instead of warmer.’
“Don’t you know the vld saying, Mollie ?” asked Aunt
Jane. “ As the days lengthefi, so the cold strengthens.”
“Well, it’s a true saying,” said Mollie. “It’s getting
- colder and”colder.” She looked out of the window. * Even
“the bitds look cold, Aunt Jane. Do you see bt thcy
look? But it is because they puff out their feathers to ke&p
them warmJ ”
“ And that makes them look real little balls of fluff1” said -
g mt Jane.

“ How do their feathers keep them Wa:;m ? ” said I‘_onv
suddenly “ There’s no weight'in a feather at 311—1I shouldn’t
havé thought it would have kept anything warm !

Uncle Jack kpew the answer,” of €ourse. Thére really.’
‘was pothing he didn’t Know qbout. birds !

“ Feathard don’t keep the cold om,” he said. * But they
do keep the warmth sz ! A pird's body ‘s very hot, and the
feathers withf their tiny, downy hairs will not allow the
warmth of the bird’s body to escape. 'I‘hey,hold it m—cnsc
to the skin—so'the bird i is always warm | **

v “I see,” said Mol “How clever! That’s what my.

‘woolly vestddes, I suppose. It doesi’t keep the cold out,
but it does keep the warmth o{ my body in 1 ”

’
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. - % Listen,” sdid Tofiy, cocking up. his hrad like a dog.
“ There’sa very big bitd in the garden, I can hear!” -
“  They all listened. A very loud. song indeed came from
+.sotnewhere in the garden. It went on for a little while and
-+ endedewith a loud ringing call. Then another bird took up
« the song and answered, also very loudly, ending with exactly
the same ringing notes, 5
“Good gracious! It’s louder even than the mistle-
+ thrushy I do believe | ” said “Mollie, in astonishment. “ It
 rhust be an awfully big bird, Uncle ! ” E
g “ Well, as a matter of fact, it’s a very smal! bird ! ” said
Uncle, smiling. “ Very small, indeed. You haven’t seen it
on the bird-table yet, but you saw-it roosting in the thatch.”
“Uncle! You don’t meas the tiny wren, do you?”
cried Tony, in surprise.
e “ Yes—the wren,” said Uncle. “ And look—it has flown
T g on to the bird-table,
just to show you what
a little thing itis!”
The little brown
wren had darted to tie
auie, and had tal/:.; 12
quick look round at
the food there.
Another wren on the
thatch sang - loudly
again, and “the wren
on the table opened
its beak and answered,
ending with the lend
RSy ringiug call that
A | W seemed to be the

The Wren is a small bitd with a stumpy wren’s‘own particular
little tail and a very load vcice, song-ending.
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A Littie Bird with » By Voice +8g -
“Yes,” seid Mollie, £ it was thy: Wren'singing so loudly
Unecle, what 1 very loud voice for §> small a bxrd =
" People are always astonished, when they. hear such a
tremendous voice coming from such a little thmg, » said
Uncle Jack. ) '
“1 shall always know a wren when I see one because of

his funny, stumpy litt!¢ tail,? 'said Mollie. “I-like him.
He’s a dear little bird. We haven’t seen a great deal of him,

*.Uncle? Is he shy—or rare 2” o

“Good gfacious, no!” said Uncle. “ There are. lots

. of wrens about, and they are not in the least shy or timid.

But as they hunt for tiny insects under the hedges, behind the
ivy, and hidden places like that, we don’t notice them as often
as we might. In fact, whea some people see them scurrying
through the undctgtowth they think they are'little brown
mice, not the little brown wrens | ” ..

“It didn’t eat much from our table,” said Mol "as-
appointed.

“ Well, it is very clever at finding little, hidden-away
insects,” said Uncle Jack. *“ And, unless the snow is deep

“Zon the ground, it does not come to the table as often as most

jirds. We shaifsceemore of it if we get some snow. Now—
tht is one more.bird to add to our list, children |
Can you say them all? Mollic and Tony could !
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'CHAPT=R FOURTEEN
' Footmarks in the Snow

HE next week the north widd blew hard, and leaden-
grey clouds gathered slowly in the north-east. The

.. house was cold and dark, and Aunt Jane had to pile *
logs on to the fire, and light the lamps early.

"« We'll get snow to-night,” said Uncle. “ The birds Won’t
lik< that.”

“But we shalll” said Mgqllie, thinking joyfully of
snowballs and snowmen. “ Snow is great fun|”

Uncle Jack was right. Snow fell in the night,.silently,
slew i, nd when the children awoke che next day there was
a strange ligne shining from outside into their bedrooms.
They leapt out of bed and ran to the window,

“ Oh—how beautiful | ” cried Mollie. * Everywhere
is white | It’s like magic!” £

The dazzling-snqw reflected a white light into their rooms /
Everything was changed and differenc. The trees stood
perfectly still, their boughs coveted with snow. The roofs
cof the cottages nearby were white. The grass was covered
with a smooth, unbroken blanket.

“Quick ! Let’s get dressed und go out!” said- Touy.

So they washed, flung on their clothes, did their kLais,
c'eaned their teeth, and rushed do'wnstairs. Into the garden
they went and danced along the path, their feet leaving
footp.ints as they went | ¢ 6
" ““It’s e Fairyland 1 ” cried Mollie. % And isn’t every-
thing stul, Tony ? It scems as if the garden is waiting for
someone—or something. It’s a lovely feeling.”
90
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The. snow began to fall gcptly ng&in > The’ s:{f)wﬂnkcs

- floated down, Tirge and feathery. |

® “ They are like big goose-feathers,” said Mpllvc catchmg
, Some on her hand. They melted at once. “ Look up into .
% the sky, Tony. It is a queer feeling to see so many thousands
of snowflakes falling, fallmg from the grey misty sky.”

They both lookéd uprinto the falling snow. Then thcy
heard Aunt Jape tapping at the window. :

“ Come in to breakfast | **-she called. “ Good gmmous !
Didn’t you put your Wellington boots on? Naughty
childgen’l ”

“QOur feet aren’t wet, Aunt Jane | ” cried Mollie, stamp-
ing the snow off her shoes on to the mat. “Uncle Jacki
Look at the bird-table | We shall have to scrape the spow

off it for the birds.”

“Yes;” said Uncle Jack. “ They will be pleased to have

* our pea-nut feeder and ‘seed-hopper to-day. No snew ¥ i

those, for they are protected by the thatched roof above.”.

After breakfast the children cleaned the snow from thc ;
bird-table and spread it again. They emptied the snowy
v ater and put some more into the bowl. They shook the
stjw- from the esz-nut.. The birds sat in-the bushes fiearby
and watched. They were loqung for their breakfast.

" ™ Poor things ! They can’t possibly find any insects
or any se¢ds now,” said Tony.* “ The snow has hiddep-

i evegythm g! They might be able to find a few berries—but

that’s all.” I’m glad we can feed them. I should hate to think
of ‘them starving out here i in thessnow.”

“ Uncle—look at our footprints in the snow,” said’
Mollie. “Those are yours—the great big ones, Ux;clc 1
These are mifie; the smallest ones—and those are Tois
And look—here i w€re Tony fan, because his nmtpnms
are a bit further apart, and deeper thap when he walks.” *

“ What a lot you can tell from: footptmts, Mollie,” said
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* Uncl¢ ﬁpk. “§ caf gll something too. Joookl . Whose
r * ® fooiprifitseare these? R e . .
. S 'The chid®n looked They saw, the marks made by the
. twd feet of a small bird. The fget were cfose together, and |
« % ‘made quite a little trail around the bird-table. | a
SR o %o I’s"a Bird that hops;” said Mollie. “ You can tell
*  thdt becduse its fect are close togethter in the prints. I%expect
it’s a sparrow or a'chafilnch.” © * .
* o “Right, Mollie | ” said Untle Jack. “Now here is the-
3% print of a bird with much bigger feet, look—and the feet
- * ,are not together, but in a ling, alternately. That eans 3
* big bird, that walks.”
', = == “It’s one of the fantail pigeoas from next door,” said *
Tony. “Isaw one walking round the table this morning.”

L “ Come into the field behind my wood,” said Uncle.
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“ We ’ay see some mote prints the ie“Linteresting/onés, too. ’
- Birds’ feet aré¢ very different, you krow."” o ¢
* They went through, the little gate that ted.from Uncl:
 Jack’s garden to the field. They hunted about for dther.
" prints—and they found plenty | ° o '

‘:’Look here | ” said Uncle: “ Here is 4n interesting
The children looked dotwn and saw, clearly marked in
- the snow, the three-toed oot of some small bird—but
behind each footprint was another little mark in the snow,
.as if.something on his foot had cut the spow each time he
walked. '

“ That’s the print of @ lark,” said Uncle Jack. “He Has’
a long heel-claw growing at-the back of each foot, so that he
can steady himself as he runs through long grass—and the
heel-claw shows clearly in his print.”

“Then there are latks in this field,” said Tory. “*We
shall hear them singing in the springtime ! ” —~ ° %

“ Look, Uncle—here’s another footprint,” said Mollie,
stopping by the sidé of a small stream that ran through the
eld. “Isn’t it funny? It has three very.big toes—and
tie print looks~wuz-if the toes are joined together with
something|” . . . §
"o «Tps a duck’s footprint, silly | ” cried Tony. “Its feet

are webbed, aren’t they, uncle?™ - ¢ 2,

. .“Yes,” said his uncle. “All the three toes are joined
togethét with skin—and thé web of skin shows in the snow-
print. And do you see how thz duck waddles ? ™

“Oh, yes!” said Mollie, looking closely at ‘the foot-
raatks. “It turns its fect in very badly indeed—it went
waddle-waddie>waddle .all along by the side of: the
stream |’ PR : ~

“ Look—there’s a funny trail of footmarks | ™ said Tony
suddenly. “ You' can’t tell which foot is which—because

one
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the trail is.j ]ust on: lohg singls line,-Uncle | Isita hird with
one tuot? ?

“No,” said Uncle, | wughing. * That’s the print made
by » moorhen, Tony. It is a big bird, as you can see by
its footemaris, ‘and as it often makes its way through thick ¥
weeds and reeds, it has a habit of always putting one foot
& down exactly in front of the othet, 30 as to get along easily.
So its prints are in one long line, making it seem as if the
bud had only one foot ! ” €
3 “] didn’t know that birds’ feet were so different,” said

: Molhc, surprised. “ Why are they, Uncle? O feet are all|
the same |

= = “TII tell you about that when we get home,” said Uncle.

“ Come along, now—Aunt Janewill be wondering what has
happened to us |
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'CHAPTER FIFTSEN ‘oo .
All Sorts of Feet' . e

(4]

THEY were soon homg Aunt Janct was busy in the

kitchen, so the children went to sit on the hearth-

. rug’ in fl;om of the lovely wood-fire that cracklccj
SO chcerfully and sent bright flames up the chnnney

-Usicle Jack got a pencil, a ‘rubber, and a Writing-pad—his

. very biggest one. =

“ Oooh |—afe you going tp draw ? ”” asked Tony, pleased.
“Yes,” said Uncle Jack. ““Itis easier for you tG see what
I am talkigg about if I draw for you. Now then—you want

. to know why birds’ feet are so different. Well, we knaw

')

one set of feet very weli, the feet of the bifds that hop.
Sparrows — chaffinches — robins — thrushes — sta:lmgs
And we know why they hop.”

“ Yes—because they live in the trees and jump from twig
toytwig,” said Mollie, at once. “ And their feet are so- -used
to jumping, that:ethey go on jumping, or hoppmg, when-they
lcav; the trees and go to the ground |

Y nght 1” said Uncle. He drew a little foot, with three .
toes in frodt and-one Lehind. ““ This is a chaffinch’s foot,””
said*Uncle Ja.pk. “It has three jointed toes in front and one
behind so tlat it can’ easily hold the twigs, and roost safely
at night. It is the foot of a percher, A perching bird.” :

“Now we’ll have a swimming bird, Uncle,” said Mo{h

‘1 know it hag wyebbed feet. Draw one | *™*
So Uncle Jack carefylly drew the webbed foot of a duck

 —three toes, joined together thb sLm and a small claw ar

spur behind.

fc
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.« “Bwimming birds have webbed feet to
help*theln to swim {vith, of &surse,” he said.
* s« They jct like paddles or oars in the water
N, —the bird pushes the wattr away with its
57 4 webbed feet, the push sends it forward, and 4
A ’ "+ we say it is swimming along. It uses first
—  Tinch (percher). One foot and then the otiter.” ¢
: ‘¢« Why do® +a duck waddle so funnily
- . on land ?” asked Tony. J :
- . “It can’t help it,” said Uncle Jack. *“lIts fect grow so
. far back on its hody, to help it in its swimming, that when it
walks, it has to waddle.” e
= = “Uncle, the moorhen is a water-
bird, isn’t it | ”* said Mollie suddenly.
“ But its feet are not webbed 1”
g “'That is because it runs and walks
.. a food deal, as well as swims,” sdid
« Uncle. ““It could not walk easily on
* land if it had webbed feet—but it
. finds it hard to swim fast with its®
unwcbl?cd fest, Mollie. You must  Duck (swimmer). %
watch it next time you see 1t SWim- —w ‘
ming, and you will see how it nods its heall to and fro fie
clockwork, in its effort to swim along ! ” o
o «* +._  “Oh;yyes—I remember noticing that when I saw a moor-
hen on the lake in our park at home,” said'Mollie. . 8
Uncle Jack was drawing anbther foot. * This 43 thé'foot
of a climber—a climbing bird,” he !
: said. " What do you notice about
. it, children ? ’
D" g -] “ Why, it hds_two toes in front
7 W) 21d two &ghind, as well,” said ,
' Mollie, at once.r “And 1 guess I
Woodpecker (climber). «kiuw why! A-‘climbing bird wants

.
¢ .

-




=50
ki Jokn Kearton, A, R, Thompuon,
The clever Ifttleblue-tit chooses a nut for The gpcm-tit is.a handsozpc fellow. You
himself. 2 will hear him call * Pink-pink!"’
o

Jobn AMarkkam

The pretty little long-tailed tit and her nest. How do you su, pose she
’ gets her .ail inside?



This pird wagtail has made hisYiest in the thatched roof of a house
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_in front—and sharp, strong claws to
“ help it too |

Al Sorts of Feetl's 97

feet that .won’t slip easily when it
climbs up thevfunk of ‘a tree—so it
has the same number of toes behind as

“Mollic, you are really getting
very ciever,” said Uncle Jack, pleasea.
“This is the foot of a woodpecker,
who climbs along the trunks of trees
all his life, searching for hidden insects.

He needs well-balanced feet and strong (sm?cﬁﬁggﬁm'

f:laws—and he’s got them | All climb-
ing bi_rds have the same sort of feet. Watch a tame parrce
climbing about its cage and you will notice it has the same

wa of feet.” ’
“ Now draw some more, Uncle,” said Mollie. “It’s as
good as doing a puzzle |

Uncle Jack drew a strong, stout leg, rather short, with
three very strong toes in front and one behind.

“ It looks a bit like a hen’s foot,” said Tony.

“You are nearly right,” said Uncle Jack. It belongs
to a partridge—a scratching bird, like the hen. Scraiching

" tirds like to scratch in the ground for their food, so their

legs are usually short and strong and their feet are strong,
too. Their claws are often
blunted with Scratching,
Hens scratch—and part-
ridges, pheasants, and
pigeons. Now let me see
—that is four diferent
kinds of feet, .c far.” |
“ Yes—perchess, swim-

mers, climbers, and :
scratchers,” said - Mollie, -+ /  Edgle (bird of prey)

.
-

.
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e e who Tad 2 very .gocd F:lcmory I shouldnt , * ks,
hin®-fheryare any more, Uncle.” 1 @% P
l \' “Oh, we, $econly done half1” said Uncle Jick, - .
g to draw againf The ch!ldren watched. ¢ oo
o oo’ “OQh, Uncle—what a great,” crucl-looking (darter). 4
o foot 17 said «Mollie. “Sq strong—and with
* + %Such awéul claws I shou]dn’t like’ to* be caught in zhay
a3 fobt .
Tl‘;ats what many little ,-m!xmals think,” said Uncle .
This is an eagle’s foot. The eagle. uses its feet'tor
7K catch its prey in. It suddenly drops downwards on its small
. %victim, and grips’ it tightly in it$ clawed foot. “That i ‘why' -
. Semit-has such sharp, strong claws. We call this the foot ofa .
<3 bird of prey. It preys upon, or hunts, other creatures.”
“ The dwl does that, too, doesn’t it,” said Tony.
e *  “Yes—and the hawks,”” said Uncle. * 'I'hcyoaﬁ have
" & *the same kind of feet, and often the legs of a bird of prey -
* * sarcyfeathered fight to the toes, so that if a rat, for instance,
.should try to bite its captor’s legs, the tluck fcathcrs protcct

» it from the bite.”

* °  “There arg a lot of good ideas in thc wortld of birds,
aren’t * there,” said Tony. Oh, Uncle—what a ting,
weak-fooking littl¢ foot you atc,dra\vm nowl' Whose is it ?

“I¢’s the fodt of a swift, a biggl that lives nearly all dts
\- r o 1ifG dastmg through the an'” said his
% uncle. “It hardly, ever' comes to resy, *
%/ and rardly uses its feet for anything.” It
does not perch or climb or Walk—sb is
feet are weal*and feeble. Do you see
how all the four tocs point forwards ? ”

“Yes,” said Mollic., o*1It couldn’t

walk ‘Y: if it tried! ® Doesn’ 't it use

its footXor anything, Wnclq _]zck g

It *Nate its four toes together and 4
v'"" SO o\— o £ . T
b s y 3




"D:ﬂe bird-fect drawn by Uncle Jack. -
They are (1) Bagle, burd of prey ; (2) YVoodpecker, climbet ; (s) Plov=r,
: O e red s (8) Dack,

wader ; (4) Fiiich, percher

99

t ¢ ) Part:idge, scratching bird ; (6)
swimmer ; (7) Swift, darter; (8) Mog:’l*n, swim:gncx and

er.
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Kestrel and the Sparrow-hawk are birds of A
R i Yk Tl e o

“ makes a sort of hook of them to hang itself up by when it
wants to go to sleep against a wall or cliff,” said Uncle
Jacke “ Swallows-and martins have the sime kind of fet
_.tbcy’ are darters, or darting birds—pbirds that live thei
lives darting through the air, instead of walking, perchisg,
7 - » swimming, or climbing.”

; Uncle Jack dréw another for%. ~
with a fong leg, “ This is the ig
and £oet of a wader,” he siaid.
“ A wading* bird, that wades in
the water for $s food. The her on
does that, and the flanlingo that ycou
. hive seen at the Zoo, and the littl e

lover. All of them have gooc|
(,.mh:m?:uhen. : E)ng legs to raise them abovgo the
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water, and their feet are flattened undcncat.h hclp thcm t6 -
wade on mar$hy ground:”
+ “There! Those are the different fcet off tq_c blrds yox./
. will see in our countryside,” said théir uncle, showmg them .
= the whole page. “ Each foot tells a little tale of the bird’s
life, and says, ‘I am the foot of a,bird that loves a tree-life ! ’,
or, ‘ Pam the foot of a bizd who prefers the water|*” '

““ Uncle, what about th¢~eighth* sort” of foot ?” . asked
Mollie, counting the feet. "*You haven’t done the, cxghth
rlave you forgotten ? ”

“ No,” said Uncle, * but the eighth kind of foot isn’t
seen in our country, so I haven’t drawn it. It would be the
foot of a runner—a bird. that runs more than it flies—a big
bird, such as the ostrich or the emu. You’ve seen pictures of
huass ¥ expect. They have long, strong legs, and only two
toes, shott and thick, to help them to run fast. I won’t draw
them hcrc, because we shan’t see their feet as we go‘but
walking in our countryside.”

“Draw the moorhen’s foot instead,” said Mollxc.
“ That’s a funny foot, I think, judging by the prints we saw
in the snow this morning | That shall be the eighth foot,

* Uncle.”

= So Uncle Jack drew the moorhen’s foot for her—a’ large

fost with very long toes—and then he pointed first to one

picture and then another, saying, # What bird does #hat foot

“\ong to ? What does #hat foot say ?

NenAiid do you know, Tony and Mollie got each one righe!
| « ¥ knew all about the:perchers, the swimmers, the
[ chilnbers, the scratchem, the birds of prey, the darters, the

«ders, and the runprs |
cir How many do you know? Cover up the names at the
ssottom of the pictere and see |
n . - N\
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CHAPTER SIXTEEN *

The Beaks tell a Tale too

’:[‘HE next day' therc was 1a¢re snow, and the children
had to clear the bird:table well. The birds sat
looking cold and hungry, and were very pleased

indeed to see two warm potatoes that Aunt Jane had baked

in their skins. They were given a good slice of the bird-
cake too. :

Mollie touched the string of pea-nuts, and found that
they were nothing but shells | Every tiny bit of nut ha” == _..
pecked out !

“ Good gracious | ” she said. * The tits have eaten every
pes-nut. We must thread some more for them. It’s a good
thing they have the pea-nut feeder to eat from.”

Tony looked up at the pea-nut feeder<—and then he lodked
again. “Mollie! The birds have eaten all the nuts from
there too! Just fancy! We shall have to fill it again. These
is plenty of seed in the seed-hopper, though.” .

“ And still half the fat left in the tit-bell,” said Mollie, ‘
looking up into it. “I should think we get all the birds of
the countryside here now, Tony—they-eat such alot1” _ne

They built a big snowman that morning and Auet jid 5
gave them a funny old hat of JJoc'= Jack’s for his head, arj g¢
scarf for his neck. The birds dili nt+ seem to mind hinl ¢q
all—except the fantail pigeons next ator. They had bep
coming for geed ‘now and again—but when:they saw t
snowman they flew off in alarm! + - Lz

“ Now you must really come in,” said -Aunt Jane, seeing

ne children rubbing taeir hands in pain: * The snow has
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| chilled ‘your hands. Don’: get them warm. 90 qU,iCkl,Y; or’ *
| - you will be inge=at pain.” : Wl ke M

* Uncle Jack whas reading by the fire, smoking his PIPC/

The children, their coats, hats, and bbots put a¥ay, wenf to .

" join him by the fire. > o
' “Uncde! Do some more drawing for us, ‘please!™
begged Mollie. *“ You ar&so geod at it.” e .
' “ What shall T draw ? "l:qsked Uncle, ‘putting down his
L book. * Birds, I suppose | ™ '

. “Draw some different beaks,” said Tony. “I expect
they tell' tales of what birds,do and eat, don’t they, just as
the feet do?” ;

“Yes, they cettainly do,” said Uncle. “Now, where s -

that sheet of paper that I drew the feet on? Ah, here it is.
: Nuw-++vhat shall I draw first ? T’ll draw one you know very

well | 7%
He drew the short, strong, cone-shaped beak and head
of a small bird. : B

“ Chaffinch | ” cried Mollie. “I know why he has 2
| beak’like that—becaiise he is a seed-eater, and needs a very
., strong beak to husk-seeds. I watched a spartow Yest'efdﬁ)'
. .~ trying to crack a big seed, to get at the kernel msxdc...-Hc

.pat out the husk, Every day the table is full of the dry
" husks of seeds.” - ;

“Yes—that is the beak of a seed-cater,” said Uncle Jack -
™\You can always tell ssed-eaters by their strong, short beaks.
No~wv—=here is quite a different kind of beak 1”

* He drew a tidy, thin J*elesbeak and a small head. The
hildren looked at it in/ilence. el

«] don’t know y#hat bird that is,” said Mollie. “I can
cinly say that e doesn’t eat seeds—but must eat something
. wery soft and smalk” ;
| : e You are-right there,” said Uncle. “It is the beak asd

head of 2 swallow, one of the insect-e¥Ming birds. You havt

Lo e N
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CHAPTER SIXTEEN ¢
The Beaks tell a Tale too

F{VHE next day therc was 1agre snow, and the chﬂdren
had to clear the birditable well. The birds sat .
looking cold and hungry, and were very pleased

indeed to see two warm potatoes that Aunt Jane had baked

in their skins. They were given a good slice of the bird-
~ cake too.

Mollie touched the string of pea-nuts, and found that
they were nothing but shells | Every tiny bit of nut ky“—‘-—-
pecked out |

“ Good gracious | she said. “ The tits have eaten every
pes-nut. - We ‘must thread some mote for them. It’s a good
thing they have the pea-nut feeder to eat from.”

. Tony looked up at the pea-nut feeder-—and then he lovked
again. “Mollje! The birds have eaten all the nuts from
there too | Just fancy! We shall have to fill jt again. Theie
is plenty of seed in the seed-hopper, though.” '

“ And still half the fat left in the tit-bell,” said Molie,
looking up into it. “I should think we get all the birds of
the countryside here now, Tony—they.eat such a lot | ”

They built 2 big snowman taat morning and Aune an€
gave them a funny old hat of Jlas'» Jack’s for his head, ard 2
scarf for his neck. The birds diti nc* seem to mind hir at
all—except the fantail pigeons next aepr. They had beeh
comjng for seed now and again—but whenvthey saw the
snowman they flew off in «larm | ‘

“ Now you must rcally come in,” said -Aunt ]mc, seeind
na children rubbing ¢aeir hands in pain. “ The snow ha¢
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chilled “your hands. Don’t get them warm: 20 quickiy, or”
- you will be in geeat pain.” _ h . %8
“ Uncle Jack whas reading by the fire, smokjng his yfpc.a/
~ The children, their coats, hats, and bbots put away, wenf,to .
" join him by the fire. v e :
“Unde! Do some more drawing for as, pleasel”
begged Mollie. * You ar&so geod at it.” SRive
“ What shall I draw ? *tzgsked Uhcle, ‘putting down his
book. “ Birds, I suppose | *™ ’

" “Draw some different beaks,” said Tony. “I expect
they tell tales of what birds.do and eat, don’t they, just as
the feet do?”

“ Yes, they certainly do,” said Uncle. ““Now, where ‘is
that sheet of paper that I drow the feet on? Ah, here it is.
Nuw=++vhat shall I draw first ? I’ll draw one you know very

wcll l ”»
He drew the short, strong, cone-shaped beak and head
of a small bird. ; %

“ Chaffinch | ” cried Mollie. “I know why he has a
beak'like that—becaiise he is a seed-eater, and needs a very
, strong beak to husk-seeds. I watched a spacrow yesterday
trying to crack a big seed, to get at the kernel inside. ..He
.pat out the husk, Every day the table is full of th¢ dry
husks of seeds.” . i
“Yes—that is the beak of a seed-eater,” said Uncle ]acsz
xNou can always tell seed-eaters by their strong, short beaks.
L Ne~v-2hete is quite a different kind of beak 1 ” y
l - He drew a tidy, thin V=evbeak and a small head. The
children looked at it inAilence.
~ «T don’t know pfnat bird that is,” said Mollie. “I can
cnly say that he doesn’t eat seeds—but must eat something
wery soft and smalk” :
- “You areright there,” said Uncle. “It is the beak ard
head of a swallow, one of the insect-eMing birds. You hawt

ﬁw- = —
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5] <. = seen the swallows flying hizh in the
< {a’%‘f}:‘_.\ “  air in the si:mmerti;né; hu‘gnting for
E 3 . AeREN insects. Birds that, hunt insects 6n
R LI the wing have ‘weak, short beaks,
B because they have no need to crack
. Chaffinck (seed eates). 1o0q geeds, of peck at hard nuts.
But they do need to be able to grien their beaks very widely
indeed, so that they may catch irvects easily.” .

“ The robin eats insects, tbo, and so does the wren—-
and the blackbird and thrush,” said Tony. * But they don’t
_have weak, feeble beaks, Uncle.. They have - LA
longer, thinner beaks than the seed-eaters, I
kdow—but they are not weak.”

“ Ah, but such birds as the thrush and
blackbird ‘eat all kinds of things besides  Swal-. -

' insects,” said Uncle. *“They need a (nsc?ceaten). -

stronger beak than the little swallqw has, who ecats nothing

- but insects on the wing. They have a sort of in-between

beak—not so strong or so cone-shaped as the.sparrow’s
—but not feeble like the swallow’s.” * K

Uncle Jack.began to draw a big, long beak, a head, and a

< - long néck. “This is the

s y - beak ofa heron,” hesaid:

« “What does it tell youd?”’

“It’s a fishing bird!”

cried Tony. “A bity

that_fishes for i3 {cad

.must hive a long beak to

’ itach the fish, and 2

\ shd*» one to stab at it]”’

A \ “Right,” said Unclée

K . sack. “*“ All fishing bird 5

b have long, sharp beak:

Heron (fishe). like this. The kingfishe1

S S
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has ope t0o. The heron has s e
long legs thit raise” him
4bove the wates and 2a,long
beak to reach the fish. The

" kingfisher does not need
long legs, because he dives
for His fish—but he neetls 2 -

long, strong, beak, In ti¢’ : 3 5

spring I will take you toh Kingfisher (diver). Do ypu see his

'ﬂ*:c ]agkc and let youywatcb longg,ﬁ stron olrxl:i]: ilm?:r’ t00, 'ﬁs.h‘s

" a kipgfishet. fishing.” . 5 {

“’Good,” said Tony. “Go on drawing, Uncle. That

is three beaks, so far—a seed-cater’s beak, an insect-cafer’s

. beak, and a fishing-bird’s beak.

Draw another, and we'll guess
what it is.” '

Uncle Jack drew one that
both the children guessed at
once. Can you guess it too?
You will see it crdthli Eaagc(i)

Duck (diver “ A duck ! .A duck!” they

' ( : . bothcried. ‘fThat’scasy,Ur.xcle.”

“ Yes—it seeasy,” said Uncle Jack, smiling. “If is the
otak of a diving bird.. Diving birds néed spoon-shaped
beaks with holes in them, so thatsthey.may burrow and scraps
bout in the fud at the
Yo, of ponds and*

v

| streams.” o
“ Why does a ju’:'k’s' s
beak have ' holes ipit?” ¥
asked Mollie, puzzled. .
“So that the waterand
mud can -strain cut of its

beak, as it burrows,” said ‘. Pagle (bird of prey). T -

e
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Lnde » ‘6 The duf'k lsznts for water-insects, fillingits” beak
o nud as it dovs'so. The mud and wq,cf flow out of
) e s besk—but the insecs ate efe behind and
swaltowed | -

“ Well, I didn’t know that before,” sald Tony, “and I
have watched-the ducks on_the pond in thc park .at home
hundreds of times1” * .,

“ All diving birds have these Atmnge b&ks ” said Uncle
Jack. “ They are flat and heirow, and are &mged with
hairs, One of the funniest beaks is that of the spoonbill, -
which, like the duck, hunts in_the mud for small water-
creatures. Its beak is exactly like two wooden spoons put
together |

“Draw another beak, Uncle,” bcggod Mollie. “ You
must fill the page | ” =

Uncle Jack drew a big beak and head, and the «tfildren
gazed at it, thinking it was a cruel beak. (See page 105).

¥ That cruel-looking beak matches the cruel-looking
‘cg you drew before,” said Mollic suddenly. “Is it a bird
of prey’s beak, Uncle ? . ’

“Yes, it is,” said Uncle. “This is an eagle’s beak—
and that was an eagle’s leg. Flesh-eating birds have these
hooked, pointed beaks, sharp and strong, which are used
for tanng at théir food. Hawks have beaks like this toa:

We call them carnivofous
birds, or flesh-eaters—o 4
‘birds of prey, as- 7774
uolready saow.”

“You’ve got room
for o‘xc more beak,” said
Mollie. * “Just there, in
the right-hand top gorner.
Draw a big, funny beak,
Uncle.” -




T/xe Beaks tell a Tale Joo 07
Sa Hu: uncle btgan dmwmg agaxﬂ-dard it ccrtamly was ”

a curious-lookirg beak. /

* “This bird pas a big bcak, and underneath is a pockct
said Uncle Jack. “It uses'this pocket to store fish in. The.

" pocket is made of very elastic skin, that can stretch tremen- -

{j
:

dously. When it is full of fish it looks like a market-bag full
of gobds | What bird is%e? ™ -

“ A pelican 1 ” cried Mellie. “Ive séen one at the Zoo.
Its pocket-beak was full, andvit did look funny I .

“ Well, there you are,” said Uncle, putting the drawing
~into Mblhc s hand. ““ A sheet of beaks and feet! And they

each tell a tale about a bird’s ways. Whenever you see a

bird, look at it well, beaks and feet and all—and see what you *

can guess about its habits.” -
T “Thank youl” said Mollie, taking the drawings in
delight. You ve drawn eight legs and six beaks.”

“The beaks of a seed-cating bird, an insect-eater, 2
fishing bird, a diving bird, a flesh-cates—and a bird with
pocket-beak | ” said Tony. “I know them all. Do you,
Moilie ? ” .

“ Of course | ” said his sister. And she did |
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CHAPTER SEVENTEEN
» What the Birds Say
o 5

HE snow melted away.*“The warm winds came,
and the garden grew green again. It’ was the
beginning of February. :

One morning Mollie woke up early. Some sparrows
*were chirrupping loudly outside, and she listened to them.
Then she heard a great chorus of-many other birds. They all
sang and sang and sang. She tried to pick out their soigs
and pretty calls, but she couldn’t. @S
“ 1 simply don’t know which bird i§ singing which song | ”*
she said, quite crossly. “ Now Uncle could Jie here and say
< Ah—that’s a blackbird] Oh, that’s a chaffinch—and
there’s a tit.” But all I can say is ‘I’ hear the sparréws
chirrupping, but the other songs are just a great, big lovely
noise.] I wish1 knew which was which.,”
Mollie told Uncle all this at breakfast-time 2nd he laughed.
“ A great, big lovely noise ! ”” he said, « Yés, you are righit,

+ it is. And separating.outthat great, big lovely noise into

its different single songs is just as interesting as listenip~J
to a4 band, and trying to make out the different instpp """
the piano, the violin, the “celle.sz: 3 the gegps '

“ Well, Uncle, can’t you helpus? ™ askcé Ton.“'y’ who had
also heard the noise that morning, >

*“ Of course,” said Uncle. “ And this is = 3 folendid time
of year to learn the bird notes and ca))s: beciuse i&n the.spring-
time every bird is happy, and is Sinéin "= ¢ and loudly.

3, PR . - g ga' Y .
I 1"" fake you out into tie gatden after Gt A wwe’ll listen to
v 108 °
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‘' ‘What *he Birds: Say Tog

the birds” good-night songs. They are near'y as beaatiful as

~ their mortdng ckorus.” ] 2 3w

* So that evenig the children went into the garden in the
golden light of the sinking sun, and listened. £
“ Now do you see¢ that bird up in the top of the «sh tree ?
asked Uncle. * He is singing loudly.” v
“ Yhe blackbird? ” sab Molle. * Yes.”
“ Now listen to him,” said Uncle. ““Most people can’t
tell the difference between a thrush singing and a blackbird.

1 shall be proud if yox can | ”

~  They all listened to the blackbird. He sang slowly and
' ““beautifully, and his song was pure and liquid. He seemed
really to sing a melody, and he went on and on and on,
hardly ever repeating himself. :

* = really seems to me to be thinking of what he is
singing, %nd to be listening to the tune himself,” said Mollie,
pleased. ®

“Yes, he does. But listen when he comes to the erdsof
his tune,” said Uncle. “He will probably make a horrid
noise—a kind of explosion or hiss.”

He did! The children laughed. Then the blackbird
began his song again, loud, clear, mellow—and once more
ended wéakly with a horrid poise. : :

** His voice is like a flnte,” said Tony.

“Yes,” said Uncle. * And wow.listen closely, please..
uar song-thrysh is over there—see—in the birch tree.
Wt Clavos | Otice about his song ? p

“ Ju-dy, " "dy“fudy | ”-se=5 the thrush, in a clear voice
very fike tht tblackbir®s. " Mind how you do it! Mind
how you do | Pritty-boy, pretty-boy, pretty-boy | Coo-
ce-00 | Coo-ct 00l Jug-iug-jug!” 2

« Ves—he's levely” too,” said Mollie. “But what I
I i notice abcut Aissong is—he repeats his little scn*gno?s.
The blackbird doesn’t repeat himsel{ he goes on ana °n

]
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But the thrush kccp., saying thmgs two ot thiee times
. ovet™ " ¢

<l

* “Your.cats are getting as good as mme, Molhc,” said
Unele Jack, very pleased. “ That’s just how you can tell .
a thrush from a blackbird at once, when they are singing.
Their tone is different too—but some thrushes .are much

" better siugers than others, «nd might easily be mistaken for
a blackbitd or even a nightingale.”

“ Quick, Uncle—there’s ofif chaffinch on the hedge,”.

said Tony. “ And J¢’s singing too—loudly and cheerfully i
And now there’s another answering him. And aqothc:
somewhere in the
distance. The song
is the same each

time. It’s v

Don’t they %l rattle

it out ? ”

“Thechaffinches
have been practis-

“ing the last weék or

two,” said Uncle.

“Theu song always

sonids to me like

this—* chip — ckip

—chip, cherry-erry-

erry, chippy- -yord-

EE-Q. l _’ » o
N e ) p_ Chlp

A ch1p,3d.hen-y erry.
nexry,  chippy-you-

EE‘V e l " rcpcatcd

Mollie,

The Blackbird is one of our most bm.nful « “ Whisper it,”

J o singess, . saiid Uncle, “J¢
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sounds’ more like the
song then.” So Mollie
whispered it “ Chip
—chip—chip, chermy*

' erry-erty, chippy-you-

EE-ar | %,

And a thaffinth ° o,

nearby looked at her
and cried loudly,
* chip — chip — chip,
—~<herry~erry-erry,

¢hippy-you-EE-ar” _

That made them all

laugh. :

= “Tincle, that’s just

like theo chaffinch’s
~ song,” said Mollic,

whispering the words

again,
““Most chaffinches
begin their song with

=& -
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* a loud *chip—chip— The Thrush is also a lgvd; singer,

chip!”” said herfugcle, the Blackbird, h

Yalike

¢ repeats himself, singing the

t i -
“aad they love to end®  S3molttle tune two or fhree times over

e
it with a little rattling cry of ¢ chippy-ygu-EE-ar | *, It is easy -
have really learnt it. We shall heaf
the .~ ches carolling loudly now, all over the garden.
You will $3on kne® their ng.very well indeed.”

] hear, when onee yoy

sing, but they never can
—7&’5 just beginning.”

A

“Look, there’s a sipr itig on our chimney,” said
“Is ke going to sing 150 ? »

" “Well—I expect he’ll try to, poor chap,”

“I¢ won’t be mfich good though. « Starlings do their

. Listen to that fellow up the

Tony. -

AN



f‘ R s

' ;--'1.1.5' ; Bfrds o_[ Our Garlem f'{ \‘\<

ol Thc e‘tarlm opened his hnght yellow beak and §y-clled
P \hxs fironts But no beautiful seng came.
Qe N thc;! ssplutter, click=click, skeeze, ,skcc/czc kick-
. . kick,%eece, chick |  sang the stafling, fhaking a most éxtra-
_ . ‘ordinagy cellection of noises. The children laughcd at him, ~
e _But he wént on and on trying.
* **  “Heeprobably thinks B is spgmg tnarveﬁously"' said
* " : Uhdle,Jack. * Well, he is an sxcellent imitator, if he isn’t
. ,'a good,singer. I once heard #starling imitating the noise. -
* of the ice-cream man’s bell so well, that I kept ninning cut
«® to see if the ice-cream man wap there. And then ¥ foundngy
. %that it was a starling on the roof, making the bell-noise™—x
»  *< agtin and again!|” .
3 «] wish 1 could hear that,” said Tony. *Look—a
chaffinch akain. Is he going to sing ?

-~
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nch has a merrygattle of a song™-he sings “ ¢
cherry-crj-escy, clnp;\v you-EE-ar l i




C. W, Teager.

o - Este J, llonmg..
A perky little’cock house-sparrow. Do The tree-creeper hunts in the bark of trees :
= vou sce his black bib? o for the small insects he lovesq .,
| o . - L L ®

The nqat hedge-sparrow. *Notice how unlike
+ more like g
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Eric J. Hosking. Eric J, Hosking i’
" A robin loves to build her nest in some- A robin bringing food to her young '
thing, belonging to us. Here is a nest ons, Both parents work hard to
inside an old watering-can | eed them,
‘ ’

Eric [. He
«y Can )'o’u see their open beaks asking for food r

1
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‘The chaffinch dida’t sing his song. . he dew te the bird--
tab'f! and shid “pink, pink i’ yery Jondly inded. *Pink,
Pm » “' . - - ‘“ "’ i
*Oh—he said:* pink, pink 1% then and dido’t sing the-
song.you told us;"™ said Mollie, . G
“ Bluds sing sougs, and have call-notes and ala.tm-notc§
too," 'said tlncle.” “ That is tihe chaffinch’s call-note.” He
always says ‘pink pink!” foudly.- Because of that, some
- countryfolk call him-the spink. Now listen—what is thai
bird ? > * \ : 5
Thiey listened, and heard a loud song with a bold, ringing
ending. “The wren,” said Mollie. “I’d know tha: loud
vigorous song anywherg | ~
“Good,” said Uncle. “And now listen to one more
- singer—the robin. He is always the last to bed, and although
it is how getting dark, he will sing just one more song
before he goes to roost.” S
~ So they listened to the robin’s short, fich songs zery
creamy and sweet. Then, as he spied a cat in the distance,
~ stfiking down thelane, his song stopped and he began to
cry * tick-tick-tick | very loudly indeed.
™ ‘““His alarm-note,” said Uncle. ) N
“It’s like 2 big clock being wound up,” said MolKe,
e It is,” said Uncle, “Now you’ve heard songs, call-
notes, and alarm-notes. And, if my ears are right, there’s
your aunt’s call-note.too. Listen !” ¥
It was. “Jack! Tomy! Mollie! Whatever are you
doing out therz? It’s getting dark and cold. Come in at
once I » -«
“The call-note of mothers and aunts,” said Tony
sclamnly, -ard they all went indoors laughing, ..

>

. A
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- A Few IVJ(ote Sgggs g’
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HE children soon knew .he songs of all the birds
they had listened to with Uncle Jack. They began -

to listen hard by themselves each day, dnd soon *

- found it quite easy to find out whi :h bird was singing, * .,

- “Hye learnt the wagtail’s call, that you told us before
Christmas,” said Tony to his uncle. “ He says *chissic,
chissic!’ and he has a bright, sweet little watbling song.”

“Yes—THe has,” said his uncle. “ And the hedge-sparrow =~
uas a dear little song now, too—have you heard him yet ?
it is 1ather high, and he sings it as if h¢ is insisting on some-
+hing. I heard him yesterday.”

“We'll listen,” promised Mollie. * What about the tits,
Uncle? They are calling all over the garden now, and I
do find it so diffigult to make out which is which.”

“ Well—there age the three diffefent kindg putgida t1i€
window just now,” said Uncle. ,*“ We'll listqu‘a’d' see what
they each say. Ah—did you hear’thgt ? # & s

“Pink, pink !” said the great-tit loudly. “Pink, pink!”

“ That’s what the chaffinch says,” said Mollie. y

§ The great-tit says it too,” saitl her uncle. “ MNow listen
to him. He has gone to that tree—and he«is calling * tea= =
cher, tea-cher, tea-cher, teach |’ “Isn’t it a funny up-and-
down song ? /

“It sounds lik¢ somebody sharpcning‘ 2 wo;‘ somg
thiug," aid Tony. . % g e

““Hdw queer you should say that,” said Undg, Jact.

“ P*ople often call him‘i’nc saw-sharpener | 7/

/ 114
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“Now the blus-it is sa: i6g) scmething,” said, Mollie.
“ Listen'l He is tinklifig i» o merrily”™ a”+ 0o

¢ Pim-im—im~im-im,!~ Pita-ify-ir-im-im | ?*"sang the little
blue-tit in a -inklifg voice, Thee, as another tit fiew to-
# his coco-nut, hc urred angrily, raising up 2 little bhie
crest of feuthers on fis head, © Tee-tee-tee-tee] ”*he scolded.
“ Pim-inr-im-ifn-im,? and “tee-tee-tee-tee | * seid Nollie,
i . * Thank you, blue-tit—we know what Jou say now | 2 *
||+ - And, as if the coal-tit wanted her to hear bis voice too,
" he called’ out loudly fromsthe pea-nut feeder, “If he, ifshe,
" if-he, if-he ) » - ‘ ‘
"~ “Good,” said Tony. “ Weve heard you all nov, aiid
l} © we'll listen again and again. Soon we shall be able to say,

& - e > 5

| "he little Wren hds a loud vi rous song. The Great-tit cr'es ¥ pink,
pink ™ cathes like‘the Chafﬁnc%o does. The Blue-tit cries * pim-im-im-
. = + im-im, ” and “ tee-tee ze-tee.”
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just as Trele doss ' AE! Did gou heaf that Coal-tit calling?”

Ohg, thet’s a chafinch carolirg gaerrily in tae garden!’

“Near me, theie’s the 7rey againg with his loud voice !’
Ah. 1 can hear the sterling clucking nd ¢licking on the

chimnev |”” 2o’

Uncle jack laughed and Yried to pull Tony’s ngse. “ You
are cheeky,” he said. “ Tl pull your beak, and mrake you
sound vour alarm-note | ° ot

But he couldn’t catch Tony. *I haven’t got wings, but
my legs are as good as a running Yird’s | ” he shouted, as he
tore to the bottom of the garden.-

Mollie slipped her arm into her uncle’s. “I’m awfully

‘pleased you've taught us such a lot,” she said. “I feel

proud to think I know so many garden birds néw, Uncle, and
can even tell their songs.”

“ There afe many more to learn,” said her uncle. “ But
once-you’ve learnt a few, it is easy to héar and learn the others.
Yo re both getting very good indeed | ”

La !
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Nesting-Time—and” Nesting-Boxes
s = i L lb ; ° < ’
NE fine,"warm spring-day Uscle Jack took down the
bird-table. “The children were very sad, but Uncle-

a0 was firm about ft\

“No,” he said, “ no mare bird-table!| We have fed the
birds well all the winter, and now they must work fos-thcir
living, and give #s a bit of help! There are plenty of insccts
about, and I sée greenfly on my rose-ramblers already. The \
"birds must help me by clearing them away. If Ffeed them
now, they will not work for themselves and® their young
ones.” ! SESE

“<Sodown came the bird-table; and the seed-hoppes and ..
feeder were no longer filled. Mollie and Tony felt quite

‘dost’with nothing to do.

« . What can we do for the birds now ? ” they asked.
=24 Well, you ean still put down water for them to" bath.
in,” said Cgio,, “ And, if you like, we'll go and buy two
nasting-boxes, one for egch of you. You <an each choose
a place to hang them, and we will see if the tits negst there.”
“Oh,” how “lovely ! ” cried Mollie. “I’d like that®
‘She and Tony and Uncle Jack Went to buy the boxes tkat
very day. Thers were nice ones, made out of bored logs,
with the bark'left on, and others, just plain boxes with a lid
that jutted over the nesting-hole to protect it.
All the.beges Had lids or roofs that lifted up so that the
children could=c. wher a nest was begun. Each had a sm-l
hole Tiear the top for the birds to enter by. D

‘Mollie Cnose a box made frem a ].g, and the roof of it
1y



A Tit pesting-box hung by a tree- REIoR N
trunk, with agtit-bc]l below 1o attrace Uncle.  “Birds do net like

the Tits.

. 7 ¥
Bigds of ur Gardgns

sa, Was a pit of.wood witk the
“ tjv;{l: still on. Tony chose
" zhe gther kind of box. They
" tcok the;n home proudly.
: “ Ne.ting-boxes must be
rain-proof, and must be as
near the usual colonz of iree-
‘runks as. possible,” said
Uncle,jack. *“They must
logx matural to the birds,
who will be scared of any-
thing that looks unusual.
Now—where shall we put
them ? ”

“High up in the ash
tree?”  suggested Tony,
withqut thinking,

“Oh—I suppose y.u
are thinking of climbing up
to the top every day to see
if the birds are nesting in
your box?”” said Uncle Ta<'..

Tony laugh 2. *“ No,”
he said. “Thac was silly of
me. I must put my box
somewhere low enough for
me to look into, of course.”

“Yes—and you nuust
cloose somewncre shaded,
but not too dark, and you
must not place y-ur box
facing to the. south,” said

grear heat on Qi uest.”




Nestirg-Time—and., Nesting-Boxes Fois

" Méllie soon found a gom."'&.\cl- for ‘aers. She put is -

‘against a big’ post up which gl=) 1 rgse-tamblery thickand

green. The rambler shaded ¢hd b, but did-not make i
too dark and airless.. Tony cit\ e 4 birch tre¢ tfunk foi'his

» box, and put it there/shaded by some nearby greenery. Both

children lifted up the lids of their boxes and peeped inside.
They=we=e quite efapty, of coursg, but how they hoped-that
one day they Weald be full of baby birds ¢

Tony nailed a litile perch to the front of his box—and

Mollie had such a good'idea. She took the tit-bell, which

still had some fat in it, and hung it up under her nesting-box.
““Now the tits will come there for the fat, and see my b=s;
and nest in it,” she said.
“Oh! Ido wishIhad a tit-bell too,” said Tony, looking
quite gloomy. o .
“ £ bone will do just as well,” said Uncle. * *“ Hang one
up beneath your box, and the tits will visit that too.”
“$o Tony hung up a big bone—and Uncle Jack, was P
perfectly right—the tits found it at once. They went to the

cit-bell t60, under Mollie’s box, and soon the two children

&\wcre in a state of great excitement, feeling quite certain that
tix~hirds were going to nest at once. S e

’I‘Hc"é‘n’&:‘%‘%& found Tony’s bone tooy and one starling
noked his head inside the hale of the box, and then began to
talk about nesting there. . . % ,

“ Oh—I wast tits, not starlings | ** cried Tony. ¢
'+ “Don’t,worry,” said Urcle. « “ The hole is too small for
the starlings. They will just argue with the tits, and then
fly off when.ifey find they ean’t really use the box.”

" There was a fine quarrel. The tits shouted angrily at the
statlingsy and,thegiarlings called the tits all the rude names
they knew, Waich was quite a lot. But at last the bigg.r
bird™dew away,, and the tits decided to take the boz tor
themselvee: * .



DU !

(A T

. - Birds df Xpur Gardens ¢ :
! gy, They are g_m ‘.at—!.l-.s Vi :sad Tony hap;,dy “Aten’t 1

‘; Tuckys Uncle?” -

“1 think" Mollie 15\30113 o be lucky too,” said Aust
jan‘ ~ «] car see two hlue-tits ori her bpx 1
Weli, it wasn’t long before the blve-tits and the great-
tits made their nests in the two boxes—and to Uncle Jack’s
grea: dchght a pair of cc>a.l-ntc choss an cmpr.y cocasgat shell Y
to nest in as well |
Thc children watched the birds. Amhcy made their nests .
of bits of moss, grass, and hair, banging in the pieces all day-
long. Uncle _]ack allowed the children to lift up the roofs
taelatay and pecp inside, so that they could see exactly how '
- the nests were getting on.
“ 1 haven’t seen you lift up the roof of your coco-nut yet,
s to sée how your coal-tits are getting on, Uncle,” said Tony g
' slyly.
“T’ll squash you inside the coco-aut and make you look F
- .there for- youuself,” said Uncle Jack. Tony laughed. - e
was sure his birds would finish their nest first, and he was
pleased.
The nests were soon made. One day when Mollie was .
picpinig at hers, she said, “ How does the nest_pet, ol at

S pretty-cup-shape, Uncle ? It didn’t look to m-=- it the birds
were trying to make it that shape. when they btought th~ *
- bits in.”

“ The birds make it that shape by getting on to the nest,
and working their little bodies round and round in it,” said’
Uncle. “It is just the shape and size of their small bodies—- \
and very comfortable it is, too |

“ Are there other nesting-boxes bcsldcs thcse ?” asked
Mollie. .

“ Oh, yes,” said Uncle. “ There ai= open-Z ttmted ones for ¢
robisa to build in, and there are special borss made fr: owls, . ‘

-
\
Al

woodpeckers, and others. We will tiy these anviiicr year.”
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A Robin’s nesting-box, with an open front.
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'Inc next, gmat

¥ . excitemeat was the
A laying of eggs. The,

great-tit laid hers
€rst, then the blue-
t]t, and then the
coul-tit. Torpy gave
a sheick of delight
when he lifted up

” the roof geatly one' .

morning and found
a white egg, marked
with a few reddish
spots, in the little
nest.
“Thefirstegg!™

. he said. 1
“Yes—and it

likely to be the last
if you shriek like

that,” said Uncle |

}""' ~*You will have to be extra carcful now, in lookins, -
into the box, or you may make the birds "-e~irt their

eggs.

_ Mollie found a whltc egg, dotted Wlth pnlc red- brown
in ther box, and inside “Uncle’s coco-nut wag anotier rcd-
spotted white €gg | All the hen tits had’ begun to lay.

The great-tit laid six eggs in Tony’s n&stmg-box.
The bluec-tit laid eight for Mollie,-and inside tu> coco-nut
shell the coal-tit laid seven. The children were simply

azli ghtcd

“Twenty-one new tits for the garden in dle summc.r

Uscts 1 ” cried Mollie.

The ben birds sat close on their ne:ts mch Gy 2 ;w, and

— ™
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¢, caterpillars dis-

Nesiing-Time—and, Nesting-Boxes 12 3

the cocks brouf;ht fond to thf:ﬁ}«\-grcenﬂz, grubs,.and catez-
- pillars of all kinds. If Moll:# ¥>bked it at hes ‘Eluertit, it
hissed at her, and pretended ¢ peck. o %

“Don’t be afraid, iittle ‘lﬂi)zd,’-",said Moliie. “I<%on',
hurt you | ” e, A ¥ B A

Another great day was v{hcn the eggs hegan to hatch
out .into_queer, tiny babies, agly and blind. The children
could hardly*believe they whald- ever grow into preity,
feathered bitds. = \

» © But day by day they grew and altered—theif downy
- feathers came, and it was not long before there were a great
mafiy fluffy yellow babies in each nest. - e

Then how busy the parent-birds were all day leng.
bringing food to
. their  twenty - one R
children! The o
_rose-ramblers were
sciipped  of  their
greenfly.  The

appeared. The flies 4
Yoot danced in the
morning 2neven-
ing sun were caught ¢
by the hundred. In
their sharp beaks
ythe six tits took
hurdreds of insects
to their yopay ones.
“Now you can
see what a gmet
deal of gead I8 A SN < A
dolienDy the birds “Fips
in the ;;rf:-;’.bzfﬁc,” The Coal-tits’ babics in the coco-aut shell.

!
N\

)
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id Ungle-Jack. - “Withdut hem our piants would be reined,
our cx3ps dcstroyed; Qur tfcglsvrtg.tippqd of their leaves. They
¢, péck at out fruit-budi, some*mes, it is true, to find grubs

*'Zn'cx%,';’ and the§ do spoil sorhe ofeour pegs and our autumn

fruit—but they do far mor= ghod than hirm.”

_, One day the blue-tit took ger young ones from the nest.

They sat on a nearby twig in $ rows fluff§ yellow tabics as

swéet as anything sould be? Mollie was wVerjoyed. To

think they had grown up in her nesting’box !
. g ~*

The fluffy yellow babies of thi. Bluc-it™"
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Nesruing-Time—and Nesting-Boxes 125
' Soon, the gaiden was full & ‘g}.zy tits being taught to fiy

-and to feed themselves. The clij};!;:eh lc%v'.ed them and watrhed

them eagerly. } .t ) ) .

“ Why don’t more people jut up nesting-byxes and-kird-
tables ?” wondered- Mollie. We've had more funand
pleasure out of Uncle’s gatdetrbirds than we’ve had out of
any tow.! ” ey ‘4 S e

y'I'hc nesting-hoxes were nce empty and cold when. the
young ones had flown—because the tits went back™ there

s£ach night to roost | Th children saw them there ogie night

when they went to look with their torch.
THey lifted up the roof—and cuddled icside was a rroswd
of tits, fluffy, cosy, and snug—a happy little family together |

-

4
e
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a . 0 The Lp"';:ky;Bég A

“T [NCLE JACK, all the birds ate buildiug their nests
* now,” said Mollie, one day. “ Do thev all build

them of the same stuff'as the tits used ? .
e Oh, no,” said Uncle Jack. “Different birds=use different
. things, Mollie. Big birds, such as the rooks, use quite long,
strong twigs for their large nests. The blackbird uses small
twigs, besides roots and fibres, and lines his nest with mud,

.and puts a soft lining of grass over the mud. The.thrush

builds the same kind of nest but dogsn’t bother to cover his
. mud lining.” . . ;
" “ What else do the birds use ? ” asked Tony. “I saw a
sparrow with a feather in its beak yesterday.” -

“Birds use anything and everything they can find thai
will sfiake a good nest and a soft lining,” said Uncle Tac's
“ Moss, dead leaves, grass, wool, hair, feathigrs. fur—any-
thing that is handy and usable. But df yoli want to know
what each bird really likes, why ndt hang up a lucky-bag ?
¢ “ Whatever’s that ¥ ” asked Mollie.

. “It’s a net bag which.you, can stuff with all kinds of
nesting-materials,” said Uncle Jack. “ TPl get one of Aunt
Jane’s old ones and then we’ll stuff it full.” . '

So, with one of Aunt Jane’s net shopping-bags, the

children wandered out to the fields with Jincle Jaclto find
nestihg-material. ? v o*

- “ Here are some nice dry oak-leares,” said Tony, stuiing

them into the bag. 5 TN R e
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The Lucky-Bag 127,

““.And hete is somé old. dey #s¥ said Mollie, -, , * “us2
“.There are some clumps o ghterl-wsol caught a2 the
black-berry brambles over tlere,” said Uncle Jack. P
som¢ in—and look, here are som'e‘ feathers®from a*'pird -
killed by a fox—parfridge feathcrs s’ . BN
Into the bag they all went. . When it was almost full they
wentohome again® Aunt Jars ;was emptying her catpet--
sweeper, and Mollie pounced orf the fluffethat came oug of"it
at once. “ Just the thing | ” she said. “ Oh, and Uncle—
mould theylike the hairs out of my hait-brush, do you think 3*
»  “Sure to,” said Uncles i z
So Mollie combed her brush
well, and stuffed the brown
hairs from it ‘through the
holes of the lucky-bag,
“There!” she said.
“The lucky-bag is quite,
que full | What do we do
with it now, Uncle ? ”
¢ We'll hang it up some-
here,” said Uncle Jack.
y hung it from a bush §
near the widdgw—and’ it 12
s not long before dozeps * gl
of birds discovered it. 4,
How Carefully they ex-
imined that_bag to see whats
they-could take from it to
help in the bﬂ‘xﬁing of theis
nests |, The tobin dragged ol o
out the dead, Jeabes. Ttge
sparrows wen off with, the . S
futRxagd o shme 3%, B o1 ey b o
hay that Tony Timd pushed  rout and use for their nests.

Jhre
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ws.  The wagtail tock sorae: hairs and thé hedge-sparrow

was ‘excited to find the shieep’s weol.

o, Each of tnem flew off with. their treasure in their beaks,
where;they went, ghe children guessed
where to look for their nestsy o

. “Yes,” s2id Uncle Jack, ya lucky-bag is a great help in
discovering not only what Lirds like for their nests<—but
where they are building: ther 1. Every bird flies straight to

its nest when it has something to tuck into it. We must

have a hunt around and see whose nests we can find.”

The children stuffed all kinds of things into_theie lucky=

bigg, as the birds began to empty it. They put some bits of
- Aunt Jane’s mending-wool, strips of raffia from the garden-
shed, pieces of tissue paper—anything they could think of |

The robin took the raffia. The tits took the wool, and the. -

~chaffinch flew off with the tissue paper! “ And *now,”
said> Mollie, “ it’s about time we say the nests that we have
- helped to build, Uncle. Come along | ” '
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C. W. Teager. . .Gilpm.
The bolds black rook. Do you see his The jackdaw. He & smaller than the
strong bare beak § rook and has a irc)hpmch at the back

15 ("'l

R S—

H, Marrey Salmon
Three birds enjoying the biri-bm ’ll- 2 starlir. 3 looks as if he needs a dry towel !



Eric J, Hoskin

The swallow and her nest in the bam,

ud under the eaves.

The house-martin and her dleverly
L .
; B .



o R, e A o“. » 0‘. ) ‘ ¥e
X Ll o 4', ‘\. .
. . o (] ¢ : l, .,
i e T ¢ : . /.;' ) a0
- - o & . . po ..' ..
- R — . . 3. __\ -
CHAPTER. TW’ENTY-ONB N s

NCLE _ JACK knew eof many nests in the gaxcfcn

“ Oh, why didn’t you tell us about them ?” 2iked ,
Tony “ We would havé loved to’ s«.:; t.hem,

The Ngsts in the Gardea * = : N

"Uitled ” I

%7 didn’t want to havc you poking round the new rests
whilst the birds were laying their eggs,” said Uncle. * 4 .
bird will easily desert its eggs, you know, if it is fnghtened -~
Then they grow cold, and will not hatch. »

“ But Uncle, we have learnt now to be very quiet whert

=we go round looking*for things,” said Mollie. “I mever
, male quick, sudden movements now, do 1?* And we both .
} talk\hfy qulctly, Tony and I—we don’t squeal and shout

an§ more.” = .
= “Yes, that's true,” said Aunt Jane, who was hstemng
| ' “The children are real bird-lovers now, ]ac'k Shovz them
a few nests |

“ Very well,” sdid Unclc Jack. “ Come along ru

show you one of the most beantiful sights in the wotld—. ‘
L and it is in my gardep ! ”

The children followed kim. *He took them to a hawthom
hedge that ran round the garden. It was just breaking into
leaf. A small bird flew out of the hedge as they came near,

“.The hedgc-sparrow I”” said Mollie, knowing him at a
glance now.e “ I¢"it his nest, Uncle?” -

“Tt is,” said Uncle Jack. < Look!” He partcd the -
thgs and, the children peeped between them. They saw a
little nest made of twi,'s, grase, and moss, beautifully lined

Q LE L]
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"R the cluster of blue
' eggs in the cup. “To
l think that the little,
A dull-brown hedge-
| sparrow sho lay
eggs That colour.® I
CAA K PR never saw such ay,
O FIX perfect blue | ;
A cluster of H 1 it v . * Well, T am glad
the noveucﬁgﬁg’n"f:'&wtﬁf gvsvc::ld.n : o{ you think it’s a lovely
l & b ; SR sight,” said Uhcle
Jatk, pleased. “ Look—here is an old nest, made by a
thrush last year, hidden in this shme hedge. We¢’ll take it
cut and have a look at it.” —
., He pulled it out. The childten looked at it eagerly,
It was made of root-fibres, grass, moss, and dead leaves, al]
interwoyen very eleverly. Mollie pulled®a leng piece of
grass out. . .
““Uncle, look—that long bit of %}ass was waoven in and

ST ol A
& ' ;
rdens '

Wiy hair and wosl,
And Inside the siest
were ,;I four o .th(:
protticst eggs the
children had ever
scen,

% Uncle! They
are as blue as the
sky |” cried Mollie
in delight. “* What a
marvellous, colout|”

“It’s beautiful,”

' said Tony, gazing at

the brown nest and

1 out almcst half round the nest.” she %aid. * How could the

r
R\

"
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: *'".nhoweavc it ig §nd out like thﬁt? ﬁp Lagsn’t hanas .
’ DQ:;I\IIC ude h's feet ? ¥, L-kk . MY .
- - 0,” saig Uncle, ack- “He onl uses —ahd
with his cleve) bgak hc']mavcé thig 111airvehot!lsl;n ncsbteacnkm E
r it strong, light, andcomfortable Birds use nothmgbu't théire -
beak when making their nests.” ¥
*““Who teaclies them how. to do it?” ashb&‘Mollm.
puzzled. 8 =8 - .
“ Nobody,” said Unclc laughing. “ Every blrd je-borr,
! < ‘with the knowledge of how to make its own nest, .nd when
P tﬁE right time comes, it knows, w1thout being t<( 1d, that lt,o!-
mast look for twigs, leaves, moss, and s& on, and must find
a good place, and wgave there a sttong little nest fgre

”

e T o
“1t’s like magic,” said Mollie. . :
“It is, rather,” " -
= said Uncle Jack. “It% .

will find this Magic all
over the wortld, in
birds, insects, ammals
and even in ourselves.
Butterflies use this,
magic when they w:mt
to lay " their eggs—
because, glthough they
.dé _got know that 4
hungry caterpillars will
come from their eggs,
they secke and find
exactly the right leavas ©
to put their eggs on—- My )
so that the caterpillars. The chitdren looked eagerly at the old nest.

a ngfrpagic that we !r,'.«-:'Jg' -y
m&m‘ stinct.” You R A
T B\ ot

o
P L4
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132 Bivds of Cur Gardens

may find foodpls % as the.y hatch. ilLe buttcrﬂ.es”ﬁm\
the right plant, y ¢ fnsfinct,’ you sge
: “ Bo spide¥e-have that magic-nstiect too ? ¥ asked 1ouy
“-ij ooursﬁ\ said Uncle. “ No one teaches them how
to mah'thcu marvellous webs. ' Instiact comes to their

w and by fis magic they find themselves able to weave
webs ifffh& most perfect way,”

This thrush’s nest has a mud'lu;xng,” said Tony, lookmg
. at it Bgain
M’ said Uncle. “ And, as I told you before, thc

blackbird, *whose nest is very like the thrush’s, adds grass
to his mrud lining. ° Look—there is an old blackbird’s nest
in that tree. Tl get it.”

The children looked at the old nests and saw that the
blackbnd bad added a neat grass lining. “ Now I shall always
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krswthe differends fIbdwe:n, the nests, said, Tony, © 7
“pleazed; - * T8 RS Y
“ Where does the mbin aest?” asked Yi6lie, logking |
round. “ He is such a friefidly little bird that T should have
thought he would build near the house.” B R~ T ”
“He loves to build in something that once b&len edto, N
us, his‘friends,” said Uncle. “ Hs will build in old Sbgots in° %>
the ditch, old saucepans, tinsy kettles*—anything like that”" - .
“ What funny places to choose ! ”” said Mollie. 5 Yinat ,
+has owr robin chosen, Uncle ? ” : o :
* ™ Iil show you,” said Uncle Jack, and he led thcﬁ: to the ~
bottom of the garden. He kept his roller there—and do you
know, inside the roller, the robin had built his nest | "
“ What do you think of that | ” said Uncle, as the children . N
bent down to look inside the big roller. I haven’t been
able to' roll my grass for ages—because the robin has made it”
his home ! ” $ >
e hen robin was sitting close on her gréy-brown égas.--”
She Mvrot move, but looked at the childen with her brighs
bla¢k eye. HerTest was untidy—dead leaves, moss, and-kay -
®:pread out from it, but it looked very comfortable.
*“ I suppose she has made her nest just the same cup-shape
as all nests are ? ”” asked Mollje. - .
“ Just the same,” saig Uncle Jack. “ All birds get into
their’ nests and work their little bodigs round and round te - «

- -

* make them a cdmfostable cup-shape. Then the eggs will
not fall out,” e, .

“Lknow where the sparrows have built | ”” said Mollie,
‘and she pointed up to wltere a pipe came down.from the-,
caves of the housg. “ Just behind that pipe, Uncle.”

“Yes,” saéd hef uncle._ “ Sparrows oftes build somewhere
abqut the housew-untidy little things they are, too. Just
look at those long wisp's of hay hanging down by the Fipe
Why don’t the lazy little birds tuck them in neatly | -
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The Chaffinch builds a neat, pretty nm and when the eggs hatch

. »both birds age very busy foedmg the babxes ,
a

The children laughed. "It seems as if bitds are like
children, Uncle—some neat and udy, and some untidy !’

-said Tony. -

“Now I’ll show you the chaﬁinch’s nest,? said «Uncle
Jack. He took them to an apple tree, and ‘these, in the fork
between the trunk and a branch, was a, small, very neat nest.

“Isn’t it beautifully madc 1” zried Mollie. * Moss,
wool, hair—all closely pressed together—and lined with

s
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Terdirems from our NedlAba —.and ch aok.Tmy e If’s 80t 3
“somie_haits f?om my hait.bfush’! Ondg, thosc.a!gmy-%\vn .

= hairs there.” e -
It really was a eice f’ecﬁng to think that the ch Ch’ .
y pretty eggs were lying cosily on hairs grown on Déellie’ss ©

own head. Mollie felg as if she had helped to mal!e‘the n&t g &
She béked at it closely. » , . - (.

“ Look—the chaffinch Mas decbratetl its ndst outsx(“ e2s
- - with scraps of white bark | ” said Mollie, in surprise., Dxd - 4
-1t do it on purpose ? 3
X Qh, ygs,” said Uncle® _]ack “The chaffinch [ovcs to ]“ .
- make its nest pretty. Once there was a chaffinch wh® built 4

»  its nest in a yew bush ngar a church door—and it decoratedees

its nest with the bits of confetti-paper it picked up from the 5, "
path ! oy x

- L - "
ow - . o0 -
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“ How odd it= nes must have lo.)kc:h ” cried Tony.

it did,” saxd his uficle. “Asd now for our last nest
- -tht. wren’s.” B
] know! In a Bole'in t'ﬁc thatcal ” cried Mollie.
@ Pve ~¢en him going in and out. 5

So Moiiie showed the nest—and then Uncle ]ack showed
ner two «i0re wren’s nests at the batk of the house. In’each

.5t was a bright-eyed wother %vren, sitting on four or five

tiny *ggs. :

“You remember I told you what a lot of nests*the wren
makes before he decides on one ?*” asked Uncle Jack.”,  All
these uesting-holes here—three, four, five, eight, nine—
Inok, ever so many—have been nmdc by the wren. But
when he picks the one for his eggs, he lines it cosxly with
hair and feathers and moss and then sticks to that dne.’

“Well, I"ds know something about nests now,” said
Moliie, pleased. “ What a lot of places nests are built in,
Uncle. Holes, hedges, trees, thatch—and garden-rollers ! ™

-
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. A Bit About Eggs: . * « °
s - . = ) gg ° 3 D ° } ,:-
< HY are eggs thee shape otheyeare ? 7 asked Teny, %
. “vhen they had gone indoors again. ““ Why .
v are they oval, Uncle?” Y, - 5
o )2l ghow you,” sai®’Uncle. “ Go and ask ouf aunt e * °
. fof four few-laid eggs.” So Aunt Jane Was begg d for four s

. hen’s eggs. She gave them to the children, and they ook
them to the "dining-rodm. Uncle had made a sort of nest o -
out of a small rug. He took the eggs and put them into®™ .
the cosy hole. “ Now look,” he said, “if ¥ put the eg@s .
. e with their small ends pointing to the middle, see how £osiby
. they all fit together, and how little room they take,” o o o0®
. h, yes,” said Mollie. “I can see that if a bird" had
b#z eggs, or Fpreat many, to sit on, she would have to patk |
& them into as small a space as possible, or some wou be ©
left out in the cold | After all, she isn’t big*enough to coyer
a large number of eggs, unless they are packed well together.”
< Quite right, as* usual,*Mollie,” said Uncle Jack. * And
there is another reason for thg oval shape, too—cspcciallx %
when cpgs are mych thinner at ohe end than the other.
Look—here is an egg rathersthin at one end. TI’ll sgt it
* Norr the table-top, and give it 2 push. It doesn’t roll off. It
*  simply rqlls round and reund.” A
% What-use is that ? ” asked Tony.  * s b
“« Well, gsuppose you were a bird like the guillemot,”
said Uncle Jack, “a,bifd that lays its egg on the Bate cliff- «=
ledge, with the sea crashing far below. No nest fog it~—no

protection—and. the wind howling around. A rpund egg
137
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S | would at oacerroll -
¢« . off-bdt an egg ~
this shape,* nar-
sower at one énd
than the other, «
simply rolls round
and round on*the
little ledge, quite
safely.” A
“ Very -clever,” "
said Tony. “And*
1 suppose thete’s
a reason for the
colouring on
eggs, Uncle Jack
—the queer*lines
and dots and.
speckles ? 7
“Of Zrse,”

A.Cuiflemot’s egg. Its shape makes it roll round ?aﬂ" his uncle. i

and round so that it is safe on the rocky ledge. i SPeCkICd DL %

- , blotched eggs
lying in a nest are not neatly so ecasily seen as plain
white eggs would be. : y

. The different markings on
birds’ eggs are a kind of
‘camouflage,” to hide them.
You know how soldiers
camouflage buildings and
guns in a war, by painting
all sorts of queer markings
over them—well, the bird

2 Plover’s eggs neally arranged so that
does the same for its cggs ! all the narrow ends 4 int ingmrds. thus

They are.laid marked with . taking up less room.
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A Bit Aéout Eggy
" spots specklcs atd lmts, and are ver;, dlﬁﬁcult fb{ an cneny
to see.’ o
«  “But there are whxte cggs, ? said Nfolhe, at once. . Tnc
owl lays white eggs, and®so does the kmgbshcr, betause 1
v have seen them both.” * "

“Yes,” said Uncle Jack. “ But both those bxrds lay tnqr
egds in dark places—the owl down in a tree-holé, and the
kingfisher at the end of a tennel irr the siver-bark. Esnemizs
could not see,them, so there is no need to camouflage them,
—-but the birds themselves do need to see them in the darku&ss

” =50, the gggs are laid white in colour and the birds see them
caslly when they go to their nests.” o

“ It seems as if there is some very clever reason for ev;rv

little t}ung,” said Tony thoughtfully,

’

“ There is,” said Uncle. “But it’s got to be thought of.” 3

“ Well, who thought of all these clever “ideas ? ” askcd
* © Tony. “The birds didn’t. Who planned everythieg for

thqm, Uncle? Who worked out the shape of their eggs, -

and Jy markings, and how to build nests ? ”

o « Ah, who'P”esaid Uncle Jack. “Tll leave you to think .
g that out for yourself |
2 % c °
e ® .
* e - > ‘ L2
o g 5 < z ° x a
o ‘e .
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CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE

, ¢ . . ' e X . o
‘s ..~ -A Few More Visitors

I - e . e

E OW <hat the children kaew the common garden
birds so well, they were always on the look-out for

- pew visitors. And one morning they saw two big "

* black bird: ‘walking solemaly over the lawn. gl S

“Look! What are those birds ? ” asked Tony. * They

.are not the same, because one is smaller than the other.”
~ ““The big one is the rook,” said Uncle Jack. “ Do you
see hi$ long, strong bare beak ? You may always tell the
reok by his bare beak at the base, where it joins his head. A
crow,; who is very like him, has a feathered base to his beak.” -
¢ What-is the smaller bird on the lawn ?” asked Mollie.
%A jackdaw,” said her uncle. “ Can’t you hearshim
. saying ‘ chack, chack!’ The rook says ‘caw; caw.” Now
look—the jackdaw has just turned away from us—do you see
the grey patch af the back of his blue-black head ? The rook
has no grey at all, he is black all gver.”

“ Good,” said- Tony. “Now I shall always know a
rook from a crow, and a jackdaw from a rook. Bare bcak
fof a rook—feathered beak for a crow-—and"grey patch at
the back of his head for a jackdaw:” 4

“ Who is smaller than the rook,” added Mollie. “ Areiv’t
we getting good, Uncle ? ” g .
© %] don’t know,” said Uncle Jack, with a twinkle ir his
eye. “I'll just see: Do you notice those two hirds on the
lawn, further away than the. rook and jackdaw? What are
they ?. ™

“ Well, one of then is easy,” said Mollie. “'It‘s just a
140
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A Few More Visitors 141

blackbird. But I don’t know the oth..r— jt’s a v"ry datk

; brov n—a bit’ like a thruch.”

“1t’¢ a blackbird tpo,” -said hcr unc]e et But a ben
blackbird | Ah, yeu’re not so’good as you -thought you
were, Mollie. You dign’t know an ordinary blackbird.d *

Mollie went red., “ You caught me tkere, Uncle,”,
she s&id. “1I really hadn* noticed that the mother Biackbird
wasn’t black, but dark-browa. No--I'm not so’good as I
thought I was.”

“But you’ 're getting better every day,” said Uncle
Jack.” “Now look up in the sky? What's that =peck up
theré?” <

The children saw a tiny black speck far up in thc blue
sky. Mollie laughed.

A Rook with Lis strong bare beak—and the smallcr Jackdaw. He hns a
grey nape to his neck,
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', “Oh Uncie_! }}ow can:wc pdssibif see a birdwso far
awes,? 7 0 St T y ~'
. “Your ¢rs can tell you, if yous eyes can’t,” said Undle
> Jic S hinln 1P T w w R
" They ell listened—and down to them fell a loud, sweet -
‘warbling, song, that reminded Mollie of the singing of her
~canary dt.home. . ® g
. ' *1¢’s a sky-lark | ”sshe cried. *“ How silly of me! I
~ know that a sky-lark flies right up.into the sky to sing his .
lovely song.” :
“Yesand I’d like you to iisten carcfully to the sohg,
pleasey” said Uncle. “It has such a lot of “§” in it—a
gibilant song we call it, because it seems to have so many
¢S" sounds.” Listen!”

They listened. They
heard what their © uncle
meant at once. Tony begae, -
to try and whisper the
song. ¥
“Sweesy, sis-sis+sis-

>

swee-0, sis-swee-o | Swee-o,
| swee-0, sis-swee-0! Yes—
" there'are a lot of ‘S’s’ in the
lark’s song, Uncle Jack: It’s
lovely, 2ad sibilant. What a -
«nice new word. _Sibilant. 1
like it. I shall make tp a
sibilant sentencg. Listen.
Snakes higs seftly. Snakes
hiss softle, That is sibilant,
The Sky-lark sings a very sibilant - E‘J\t;eliicll?’?said"UnElc

song. Listen to it and see how full ;
Et;)f *S”? sounds it se¢ms to be. Jack. *“Now see—the lark

S —— THEEEL g A — e —m——

swee-ol” he said. “ Sis-~

1
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The Tree-greeper huats for sn#ll infects in the bark :
” P he is bringing one to his young Onres,Of trees. Here

e » L]
is swooping down in circles, He is comih 'd hi v
in the field”y o ke ac 1 st
“1 shall watch where*he lands and then go and find it,”

Y said Mbllie.,
“You won’t be able to find it,” said her uncle. *The
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Lurk lands a good wayrfrom lus n‘cst-;'—n;igi"nrns to itethtough

the Yong grass, so that né one cees where it i8.” % '

o “Birds .a‘rg too clever for mey’ said Mollie.” ‘POIi, o
look—there’s“another bjrd we dén’t know, Uncle—it’s like

a little "rown mouse, running up that tsee-trunk | ~

*¢1 was*wondering when you or Tony would notice that
bird,” said Uncle Jack, smiling., *“ He has been In®this
garden every day for at<least two months—and you haven’t
seen him !

=

* “ Well, he isn’t easy to sce,” .said Tony. * What is his "+

pame ? 7 X o
“ Fis name tells you what he does,” said Uncle. ““He

. creéps up the tree—so he is called a tree-creeper! Easy,

isn’tit ? He creeps round and round tree-trunks and branches,
hunting for the little hidden insects that he loves to eat.”
*  They all watched the tree-creeper. He was a smal? bird,

"
1

‘brown above and silvery-white below. His beak was longs -

and curved, to help him to probe in the bark for his food.
He let the children come quite close to him, for he yas not
a bit afraid. Round and round the trumk<hé went, in lictle

darts like a mouse. When he had finished hunting round < _

oae tree he flew down to the foot of the next one, and began
to go Gp that in spirals, too. .

“ Well,” said Tony, when the treé-creeper flew to the
pext garden, “ That’s four. more birds we’ve learnt to-day !
Rook—jackdaw—lark—and tree-creepegd® * i

“ And one more,” said Uncle; smiling at Mollie. “ The
ben blackbird | Nan

S SR
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CHAPTER, TWENTY-FOUR

* Cuckoo ! ” s

NE fine warm mormning, in the middle of April
Mollie came rushing indoors in excitement. ' Uncle!
». Aunt Jane| Listen, there’s the cuckoo!™”  *

“Theydll listened. And, on the spring breeze, came the .

pretty double-call. “ Cuck-00o! Cuck-0o! Cuck-0o!”
“ Yes—the cuckoo’d back again,” said Uncle Jack.

“I'm glad,” said Tony. “I love his call. It sounds like

summer.” >
“It does,” said Aunt Jane. “But I can’t imagine why
we give such a welcome to a bad bird like the cuckoo | ”
“Bad!” said the children, in surprise, *“ Why id he
bad ? ©

“ Well, the cuckoo is very lazy,” said Uncle Jack. “X¥ie

is the only bird who doesn’t build a nest forhis eggs.”
“ Well, what does he do with them then ?” asked Mollie,

in surprise. s .

+“1 know | ” said Tony. “He puts them in some other

bird’s nést.” . ~_

““ But doesn’t the other.bird-turn out the cuckoo’s egg ?
asked M#ilic.

e No,:’ said Uncle. §‘The cuckoo is clever enough to
temove one of the eggs from the nest, when its own egg it
put there, and the bird doesn’t seem to notice the stranger
egg!l” Py e : v

8. 1 wish I could see a cuckoo’s egg in another bird’s
nest,” said Mollie. 5
10 45
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. “ Well, yon may perhaps be:lucky ehough to dovo,”
said Mncle Jack. “ I\l keep a watck and see if'T think the
cuckoo is fayiig near hete.” g P g

Uccle Jack did keep a watch. The cuckoos sometimes
Aew over the garden, and the children were surprised to see
what big birds they were.

“They, bave dark bars gcross their chests,” said ‘Tony.
“J think I should krow a cuckoa now, if I met one.”

‘.

Jack. ““There is one down the garden.”

He took the children to a big Bush, and parted thegieen®
twigs. .In the middle was a hedge-sparrow’s nest, ‘with her
pretty blue eggs.

“ Another hedge-sparrow’s nest,” said “Uncle Jack.
“This, I think, is the second batch of eggs, or else a very

-’",')‘U;/v- e~
W s Wy T2
= = ;-,{;\!, Ui

/ ‘Ille,y-l"’?’:ﬂ/}’-"' - S
RS

The baby Cuckoo throws out the egg of the Hedge-sparrow.

“ Well, come and meet a cuckoo’s egg’” said Uncle

7,
N
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late’ mst*sxttmg Buds often faise twc; ox"three faxmlu:s, ycu
S‘ngw in one summer.’ ’ fo

“ Which is the cuckoo segg?” askec‘i Molhe. . Thcy ase
all small and blue. I expected an enormous cgg, Uncle,
because the cuckoo is such a big bird.” ‘s ©

“Yes, it is certaiply a big bird,” said Uncle ]nck, “apd,
yet it Iays a small egg—and the.egg matches the cggs of the"
nest in which the cuckoo lays its own egg. It is‘true that it

- doesn’t alwavc match them very well, but, as you see, it

. gnatchcs them well enough to make you wondcr which it is;] ”*
© “Fthink I know which it is,” said Tony. “It’s that one
in the middle—the one that isn’t quite so blue, anel a tiny
bit bigger than the others.” .
“’That’s the one,” said Uncle Jack. “Now we must 3
come away or the hedge-sparrow will desert her nest. No—
don’ touch the egg, Mollie. Never handle eggs in a nest;
for the mother-bird will know they have been touched: and
may desert them at once.” ¢ o @ls
““ Some children fake the eggs from the nest,” said Ton}
““That must makesthe mother-bird very unhappy P s
. “It does,” said his uncle. “ Even one egg should not be
taken, because, you see, the bird will know that its nest kas
been touches, and may desert the rest Of the eggs in fear.
Come away, now—and gve’ll come back another day to see
if the cuckoo has hatched.” :
Thcy all wén*back later on in thé month—and thcy stw
a curious thing | .
“ Gobd gracious | ” said Mollie. “ There are no cggs
and only ene baby-bud ! AWhat has happened to the others ?
“ I’m afiaid this little cuckoo has thrown them all out,”
said Uncle Jack.
. “Really! How horrid | ” said Molhe, in surprise.
“Yqu can’t exactly blame bim,” said Uncle Jack. .“ He
knows no better,; and has to do what his nature tells him to.,
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*e Ti.c daby Cuckoo gro

ws fast and is soon a big bird. He crics loudly
and piercingly for foof

*. But you are right—it is not a pleasant thffig to do—to tirn [
out the rightful owners of the nest, and keep it for himself | ‘
* “How did that pgly, little black bird do it ? 2 asked Tony. ]
“LooK at him, Uhcle—quite bage and, black, not a feather
on him | ” 5 o
e »ss “Do you see thgt h8llow place between his little
pe sifoulders ? ” said Uncle Jack. * Well, ¥€uses that when he
turhs out baby-birds or eggs. He works himsel§ about in
the nest till he gets a bird or an egg into that holMw, then
. e climps.up the, side of the nét, and tips our his load.
Crash! It falls to the ground below. Tke baby cuckoo l
" falls back into the ‘nest tired out with his w8rk.”®
“ Does he tip out a// tht eggs or birds »” asked Mollia 1
““All of them,” said Uncle. “ He can’t bear=any egg or
baby-bird with him. "He is only happy when he is alone.”

- -
- ® e
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- “ Buge what do t}]c mothér ;md fath-gu: biids say when they'
k@ back to the nest zad fird their babxes on tnc gr(r.md |
or their'eggs broken ? * asked Tony: ¢ .
“ It’s a strange ¢hing—but the parent birds don t s€ém to
“ notice either the broken eggs or the litdle lost birde,” said"
Uncle. “ They get prouder and prouder of-the big baby, «
cuckoo, who grows—and grows—and grows 1 ” o .’
“T’d like to see him grow,” said°Mollie. X : @
 “ Well, you.will,” said Uncle Jack. *“ We’ll watch h1m %
»  So they watched the little monster grow. He BLEW .
. feathéhs. He grew very big indeed. He filled the nest. He
; cried loucfly and piercingly for food all day long. The other
birds could not bear to hear him calling so loudly, and they
came to help the busy little hedge-sparrows to feed their
enormous child. The robin came with worms. The chaffinch

>
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v *came 3,;1&‘\ gmb.s-.* Argd even the song-thfush came, with an 4
eno:gaots tWoolly-Beay caterpillar. , The baby cuckeo logs& ™
,that, and’}ell%?l for moré. He -was dreadfully noisy. * i
/ At last the’nest was _too smali for him. He climbed out
<+ of it'apd sat on 2 branch. He tried his wings. They took
“e+ _hini along elumsily. i e
», * «“1o8k! The baby cuckoo is'in the garden!™ “said
Moliie, “He’s on*that* tree over there. What a noise he
. makes !” S
- He cried loudly. He grew every day. Soon he was far -
v bigger than his foster-parents, the little hedge-spaffows.
" Then, %o big wa$ he, that the hedge-sparrows had to stand
_ o his shoulder to feed him | The children thought that was
"+, a very peculiar sight. y Z
-4 Then 4t las;t he flew away, and they saw him no more. s
v “Well, really, I'm quite glad,” said Mollie. * The
poox little hedge-sparrows were wearing themselves out, &
». fecding that great, greedy cuckoo! I know what Aunt Jane R |
J meant now, when she said that it was funny to give such a 5
: . welcome to a bad bird like the cuckoo | w= = .
“ All the same, it 75 a lovely sound to hear in the spring-
time,” said Tony. I shall always love the call of the cuckoo, {
even if'I don’t much like the bird himself !
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CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE. * _ _ *-
b ° »' o c >
Birds from Far Away'. “ .

-

HE children had not only beea watching the cuckca
T that spring and summer—they had been watching .
S many other new birds too ! $ ’
. = Wish the warmer days‘a whole host of new birds “ha
/" appéared, 4dd were filling the garden with their pretty calls
.. and songs. It was lovely to hear them. .
\ “ Where have they all suddenly come from?” asked
¢ Mollie. ““We didn’t see them on our bird-table in the winter.”
; “Mo, you couldn’t,” said Uncle Jack. * They were
. miles away then—some of them even down in South Africa ! ”
“Good gracious! Why did they come- here. ther 2
asked Mollie. 5
“It’s a long stary,” said Uncle, “but I'll tell you very *
_ sshortly. You see, a great many insect-eating birds, such as
"y the swallow, could not possibly find enough food to eat
here in the winter—and so they leave us, and go farther
south to warmer couritries, where there are.plenty of insects
to be found. They leave us in, the autumn, with a cold
northerly“wind bekind them—and they return again in our
warm spring days with a wasm southetly wind to help them,”
2 " Howdo they know the way ? » asked Tony.
e« “ Well, that magic thing, instinct, comes to their help
Y again,” said dlgcle Jack. “ Very often the young birds,
‘ only born inthe summer, will fly off in a flock together in
: the autumn, with no older birds to guide them—and will
¥ find théir way over land and sea for the first time, down-to

the warm countries they seek.” |
15t
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. “It’s.masvellous/” said Moliie. * But why do they <ome
baci in tle spring, Urcle 7 ,Why don’t they stay, doWﬁ"'
.the warm gcuntries always ? ”. B ' 0 T mm—

““ Becaus>-this is their home,” ‘said Uncle Jack. * They
weie horn here, and atthe next nesting-time in the following
spring, all the birds who left us long to come back and build

~ " nests and lay eggs in the places they knew when theyswere
«ny. They are homesick]! So back they come in their
thousands.” :

These birds all live the same kind of aerial iife—_he sooty-black S-vift,
the steel-blue Swallow, and the smaller House-martin witk white patches
above and below.
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" “Such a lot of  diferent , .
*x kinds,” sid Mollie,” #1°%shall, %% °
“fever know all the ncw-co,mcts et
“ Well, you can easily remiem-
ber- the little brown aid white”
spottcd-ﬂycatchcr said Uncle
Jeck;  pointiny to a, tiny bird -
sitting on a post. “See him,.
Mollie? Now watch—he will
. ‘dart round the garden to catch a
= fiymeand then go back to his
watchisg-post.” 7
Sure enough, he did! He %
darted up in the air after a fly, .. Spotted- ﬂ;cmh“ He *

> caught it, circled round, and joycsto siton s post, to watch
_ flew back to his post to watch for flies. 5
é again,

“ A’ flycatcher,” said Mollie. * Yes—that’s casy. .. And
the cuckoo I know, too.” Ak
o i WE kxard.t.hc chiffchaff shouting his name over and

+  over again in the trees,” said Tony. *“*Chiff-chaff, chiff-chaff,
he said. He is a slim, little greeny-ycllew blrd, isn’t he,
Uncle?” ° .

“Yes,” said Uncle Jolkl & And thrxc are its cousins,
the different warblers; most of them in green and yellow—
so alike in thc.gtccnmg trees, thatdt is too difficult for,you
to see which is which, the first year.”

: “ What I really would like to know is—bow do you know
. which are the swallows, and which are the martins and the
swifts, Unrlg, when thcy fly in the sky?” asked Mollie.
“You so pften say, ‘ Look at the swxfngl or ‘Listen to ths
swallows chattering !’ and really, I can’t tell which 1s which.”

: © @ It’s very easy, Mollie,” said Uncle Jack. “ Now look
ovet there, where the swallows are sitting on that telegraph

-~



The Swallow’s curious nest.

| -

wire. Do you sce theit steel-blue
« backs and wings, their pale under-

parts, and bright chestnut throat

and forehead? "See their long,
: forked tails too, gnd hear. their
pretty chatter —* Feeta-feetit, feeta-feetit,”"they keep saying,
over and over again.” N\ >

“Yes,” said Tony. “ But the swift looks very much the
same to me, Uncle.” 15

“ Well, he’s not really the same,” said his uncle. “He
doesn’t zven belong to the same family | It is only because
he liyes the same free life in the sky, that he is'made the same’
way, with sickle-shaped wings and long tail. Look—there




o

~Jf not steel-blue like the swallow ? # And their undet-parts

% Bizds from: Far Asay A TS5
ﬂy‘ some swifts, quite lqw;d,o you seég ho’w.sooty-bl,ack they

are not pale. Their tails are not s6 forked, either—and just
hear their screaraing vaices! They screech, they don: t
chatter like the swallows.” : ‘

“ Yes—I cap see the difference now,” said Tony, pleased,
“I’s ‘easy when you poiat it cut, Uncle. But lcok—which
are fhose birds, flying over there 27 i =

“Those, are the cousins of the swallow, the house-
martins,” said Uncle Jack, * There is one way in which vou

can Fiways tell them from the swallows, Tony—they have a

big white patch at the end of their backs, where their tails

begin. The swallow hasn’t got that white patch—only .

his under-parts are pale.”

The-¥louse-martin cleverly builds a nest of mud under the eaves
. of a house.

. -
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s “e “God,” $aid™IQey, “I. shall rcmegx'bcr. . Thé htse-
* o masti¥s tail 'i§ mu&?}h.&tcr shar? fhe swallow’s, to‘o, 1{ H

o . JitrUncle?” 4 < Tm e
oi . “Yes” saf Uncle Jack.” “RNoW look—which is that,
. o* &yift *swalllow, or martin, Mollie?™ X

e 0' .“Can’s €ateh me!” said Mollie. $It’s a2 swift, Uncle,
A, Seoty-blacle all over. It loaks likg @ little anchor flying in
ol Iht.SkYJ » e . . ° s

‘e “Right,” said Uncle. *“ And which bird.is shat?” He

.. :poihtc.d to one that flew near thgm, and Mollie knew it at -
*’once... ® U
. . “Svallow!” she said. “ Very long, forked tail"and pale

s Unger-parts.” - ) <
»7 °, “And there’s a martin|” cried Tony. “I saw the white
", patch'on its'bagk 1”

« e* “Good children,” said Uncle Jack. “Now you®wilk
: afways know which bird you are looking at, when you gaze <=
- sup Yo the suthmer sky, and see dozens of sickle-shaped .
wings and forked tails tearing through the air. Swift—

. . .
» o Swallogv—or martin—you will know them «H | ™* 8
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Goodbye, Swallows! Goodbye,
Children !

E summer flew by swiftly. The children watched”
all kinds of birds splashing in the bird-bath they
had placed on the lawn for the birds. They became

very clever at hearing all sorts of bird-calls and songs, and *

they tamed the two robins that hopped about the garden.
.1 suppose we don’t know &/ the birds yet, do we,
Uncle ? ”” asked Mollic. .

Uncle Jack laughed. “ Good gracious,” he said,,

“even I don’t know all of them! You have still to learn
avout the woodpecker, the hawks, the kestrel who hovers
over our ficld so often, the jays and magpies of the wood,
the pretty pigeons, the hooting owls. . . . °

“Oh dear! We’ll never learr: thent all | said- Molhe
“ We'll have to comé and stay with you agzin, Uncle, and you
must show us all the rest of the birds—and take us to the
seaside; too, aid-tell us about the guils there. They all Icok
the same to Tony and mey but’I expect you would say there
wcrc lots ‘of different kinds !

“I certainly should,Y said Uncle Jack, with a laugh.
“ Well, be eentent with what you know already—but always
keep your oyes cpen and see how much more yéu can learn
as the years gq by. Bird-life is marvellous—eggs, nests,
songs, the birds themselves—no one can ever know every-
thing about them, but it is lovely to find out all you can.”

\

o
o
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The Swallows streamed off towards the south, like a large bial cloud. 1

wl

, “I'm going to,” said Tony. * One day I’ll know thern
wall. Rl write books about them. Tll make everyone in the o
kingdom know and love their birds | ” .

“ That will be fine,” said Uncle Jack, pleased. I should
be proud of you. 1 have loved having you here for 2 whole
year, telling you so many things yau didn’t know. It will )
be very lonely without you ‘when you have gone,” : '

“We don’t want to go a bit,” said” Bollie, almost in
teass. “ We'll love being with Mummy and Daddy again
—but London will be horrid after the country, I shall miss
all the birds so much | ”

“You con’t need to miss them a// | ** said- Uhicle, smiling.
“You may take with you your pea-nut feeder; your seed-
hopper, and your tit-bell. © You will find “hat the tits, the 4
sparrovss, and the robins, to say nothing of statliaes and
pigeons, will come to you freely, even in London! And in
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the1>zfrk§you will see nmrly‘ a1l the b'u§ yara hvc scen hcrq,’- .S
. ' 5

o
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“ THat won’t be so bad shen,” sAid Mollie} gheezmg up‘ ;
b Oh, look, Uncle-—whdte&cr Are the swallotrs domg this * ’ %

4 eveging?” W LR YICT A i
The three of thcm,lookcd up at the swallows . Aunt Jane % “.' 2
canf®'out to see, too. e e
“They are gathermg togcther on she telegtaph wims S
- by the hundred.! ” said Tony “ There are house-m artms. £ ‘.
« with them—but no swifts.” ) . =

-~

** No—the cuckoos and ‘the swifts, and many'bthcrs dre : v; =
alrcacIy gone,” said Uncle. “ The swallow’ often Stay lzter‘ B L
if the weather is mild. But now it is time for them to %
There is a cold northcrly wind this evening. 1 thmk thcy will = TR
all fly to-night.” 3 y
~~#ven as he spoke, 2 movement ran throught the chattenng. *

P~ birds on the wnrcs—and then, as if at a sxgnal every swallow
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and every mastin‘ios¢ into the air.. They circled round-oage °
or twvice—and then eugmcd off tOJvards the s‘but}a like f
Jarge black eloud of smoke !

“"Zhey’ve gone,” said Uncle, = « Thsir xmgrauon has
oegun. They will be in Africa, mtchm%ﬁlcs in the hot §un
theie, befors two weeks have passed oodbye, swallows &
Come agaia in the spring | ” ‘v

“ Goodoye | ” suid *he chxldren half-sad to sec their
summer friends go. “ Goodbye ! ”

And, when the next week came, another goodbye wis
said, for it'was time for the children to g0, too.

“ e are migrating to London,” said Mollie,” hugging
her aunt. “ But perhaps we shall come back i in the spring,
too, like the swallows |

“I hope so,” said Aunt Jane. “You have been very
2ood birds all the year—I shall be pleased if you retuca.in
tne spring, with your call of “ Aunt -Jane! Uncle Jack!®
W'l listea for you, and look out for you, shall we 7**

“Yes,” said Tony, laughing. “ Leave out some sheets
and bjankets for us to make a nice nest with; Aunt Jare.
Goodbye, Uncle Jack, we’ve loved everything! Goodbye.
Anat Jane!”

And off they vent, back to London, What a lot they
knew ! Ido wondcr 1f they rcmcmbgrc'd,,\t all ?
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