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BIRDS OF THE STORM

The story of Marjorie Ozanne's bird
hospital on Guernsey really began in
1940 when the Nazis occupied theislang,
Many of those who escaped to the main-
tand left behind their pet birds, which
Marjorie rescued and sheltered in her
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truction and feed and protect those
injured and helpless.
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Chapter One

I
It was like a scene from some comedy-show. Three
fishermeh and a gannet on a windy beach. They gazed
at each other with mutual distrust. The gannet
glowered, his eyes cold-blue, and the men if not exactly
scared of it were uneasy and wished the sinister-look-
ing bird would fly away.

The windswept beach was big enough for the gannet
ot the men to run. But the bird couldn’t run and neither
would the men. The gannet was coveted from his neck
to his tail-feathers with thick tarry oil, and the men felt
they ought to try to do something about it.

Then clambering over the grey rocks came a small
figure striding purposefully towards the bird. Her mop
of white hair was blown high by the wind. Shc*was
half the height of the men.

“What’s the matter with you all?’

Her voice rang out actoss the beach, loud enough to
top the wind.

)



{
\

AN

3B

One of the men answered her in Guernsey French
patois. They didn’t know what should be done about
the gannet. When they made a move to help it the bird
blew out its feathers to attack them.

The woman thought to herself that it would be
- more difficult to assess who was the more scatred, the
men or the gannet. With a good-humouted laugh she
turned to the bird. What happened was so’quick that
the three fishermen never realized how it happened.

The gannet’s wing-span was a good six feet, as it
began to demonstrate there and then. But the woman
was the quicker. Before the bird knew what was hap-
pening, its long powerful beak was caught in a firm
gloved hand and its big body was tucked firrfily under
a strong arm.

The trio watched open-mouthed as she matched off
with the gannet. They watched until the bird and the
woman had disappeared.

‘She’s got a way with her,” they nodded to each
other. ‘She’s got a way with birds.’

They all knew her, of coutse, by name and by siglit.
Wherever you go, not only on Guernsey but around
the Channel Islands and the French coast across the
watet, they know of Matjorie (zanne. “The bird
woman,’ they say, or ‘the lady who heals the birds.’
Tuuy talk of her in almost the same sort of reverence
as a child will speak of a story-bock magician.

Matjorie Ozanne’s name means magic.

Today, giant aircraft citcle over Guetrnsey’s airpott,
bringing birds of all kinds from Sark and Herm,
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Alderney and Jersey and the south of England, as well
as from the Continent, all to be healed by one,woman’s
magic.

“That’s out twentieth today, Nell,” the little woman
smiles as she clips and cleans the gannet’s feathers. Nell
holds the bitd still and glances up at the sky.

“There’ll be mote — there’s storms to come yet.’

Matjorie pauses as the last of the tar is cleaned off.

“Yes,” she nods. “We’ll have some more brought in
tonight.’

The gannet is quiet by now. In his dazed state he
is becoming used to being inside a house, used to this
small woman, strong as she is gentle, who washes him
clean of th¢ dread oil, and handles him so deftly. As if
mesmerized by Marjorie’s infectious loving firmness,
the bird is undismayed by the strange array of gulls and
owls, blackbirds and thrushes that amble in and out of
the room, with three cats also trying to get a look in at
the fireside.

He lets himself be picked up and taken out through
the “tages in the garden aviary to join fifty or more
other sea-birds, all trying to preen their shorn feathers.
All suffering from the after effects of that terrible oiling
that forms a death-dealing scum on the sutface of the
stormy seass

Anxiously the tall, ungainly gannet begins preenizig
himself, stopping suddenly to eye in the opposite
corner of the large wire-netted cage, anothet’ gannet.
A’ hen-bird. He struts towards her. Their beaks
meet.
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‘Love at first sight,” chuckles Marjorie. Her magic
and the island magic has begun to work.

Perhaps it is this power, strange and wonderful,
which has kept Marjorie safe through sixty years of
storms and wrecks, war and ventures on mine-charged
beaches and the near-starvation of Nazi-occupied
Guernsey. Perhaps it is this which has brought healing
life to her birds, which have become patfy of herself.

In Guernsey, the island magic begins when a child
first learns that the stones jutting out from the cottage
chimney-stacks are there as stepping-stones from which
the witches take off on their night-time flights; or first
hears the sound of horses riding across the sea at dusk
when the rocks begin to turn to black against the shim-
mering sea. It casts its spell when an old sailor pushes
back his beret from his weather-beaten forehead to tell
of the ghosts of sailors he has seen, the cries of lost
mermaids he has heard, and the wrecks, skeletons of
once brave ships, he has explored.

1t began for Matjotie Ozanne with the shadow of an
owl sweeping through a darkened church, and astiny
chaffinch that nestled securely into the child’s hands
that held it.

It began long years ago, whert that small girl with
long pigtails flying, hurried home with hands carefully
capped together about the baby bird.  ° @

. II

Marjorie’s father was verger, grave-digger and odd-

job man at the Vale Church. At this time she was deeply
8



interested in her fathet’s grave-digging. ‘I learned all
the aspects of the job and was soon helping him.
Unlike my mother and sister, I hated sewing, so my
job was in the cemetery with Father.”

Her mind goes back to when, as a tiny girl, she stood
surrounded by the churchyard grass, swinging a heavy
scythe. Her hair was long and she had to keep tossing
it from he eyes. She was only ten but her arms and legs
were strong, as brown as a sailor’s. She swung the
scythe with as much skill as a-grown man.

Suddenly she pulled the scythe aside, stooped down
and felt cautiously in the grass.

‘Papa,” she called out. ‘J'?romé — viens tu voir, viens
voir . . ." The strident patois rang out through the grave-
yatrd and her father strode across to her, his spade on
his shoulder. He bent his head next to hers. In her
hands she was holding a tiny chaffinch.

They took it home together. For once Marjorie
didn’t run all the way home, instead she walked,
carrying the bird cupped carefully in her hands,
taking an occasional peep at it to make sure it was
still alive.

Before they had quite reached home, Marjorie could
see her mother standing at the door watching for them.
‘Maman !V iens voir, maman!’

Her mother came down the path towards thiem.
This wasn’t the first bird to be brought in, shivering
and petrified at tea-time. Matjotie fed it from her
fingers with warm bread and milk, then slipped it
gently inside her blouse to make sure that some

9



warmth really penetrated the tiny shivering body.
Then she tgmembered about having tea.

It was only a few days before the chaffinch was well
again and ready to be taken out and set free. It hopped
a couple of times across the grass before it fluttered its
striped wings. Then it was away, and there were a few
tears brushed hastily from Marjorie’s cheek.

But she could never be sad for long. Thre would
always be more birds. Mostly sea-birds. Living on an

island the size of Guernsey it was impossible not to be
aware of the sea, and of the strange sea-birds wheeling
over the fields and the lonely cries of the gullsand
cormorants.

It was inevitable that Marjorie should grdw up to
know about birds. It seemed obvious to her that if her
mother put a sticky mixture of rum and seaweed on
her sister’s leg to heal it, then the same mixture would
work wonders for a bird. She tried it once, when'a
neighbout complained about having a hen with a stiff
leg. The cure worked. Marjorie had never doubtid

that it would. .
1n the First World War, when she was about eigh-
teen, her father was ill for some weeks and she took
over his job, digging graves, cleading the church. ‘I
didn’t think anything, then, of the grave-digging. It
wasa job that had to be done so I did it. I dug dbout

two or three graves a week.’ .

Anothet job that had to be done in the chutch was
the daily winding of the clock. ‘My father was vety
proud that in all the years he had looked aftet it the

IO
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clock had never stopped. One night at about half past
eleven, during the time he was ill. I remembered that I
had forgotten to wind the clock that day. My sister
couldn’t come with me to the church because Father
would have asked us where we were going. So I had to
go alone.’

It was dark and eerie as she made her way through
the cemetety; up the outside iron ladder on the clock
tower, through the room where the ropes were, up
through the bell-room and into the very peak of the
steeple where the machinery was kept. It took ten
minutes to wind the clock. Not liking the idea of
going through the cemetery again on het way back,
she camethrough the church. Through the west door
to the vestry and in to the main aisle of the chutch.

All at once she smelt lilies and there in front of her
in the aisle was a coffin on trestles. I wouldn’t have
minded if I had known it was there, but they had
brought the man from Jersey to be buried that after-
noon while I was working in the cemetety and hadn’t
told me.” Quickly she ran down the aisle towatds the
main door, and then a great white shape suddenly
loomed out at het. ‘For a tetrifying second I thought
it was the ghost of the body in the coffin coming after
me, until it gave a low hoot.’

Fof a long time afterwards Marjorie was to expeui-
ence a shivery feeling of fear whenever she saw or
heard an owl, associating them with her eetie expeti-
ence in the Vale Church that night.

‘It wasn’t until the wat, when I tescued an injured
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owl and got to kr%ow it. well, that I lost (;hilsoifraZﬁ‘ec—
learnt what amazing birds they ate an e
tionate, in their own individual way, they can h et

Then thete was one night when the sea las i .
Guetnsey mote angtily than it had done for mO21 king’
the wind tearing against the sides of the houseshm sl
it impossible to sleep. The waves crashed rthythmt i
against the rocks and the fishermen’s farilies md b
tiny stone cottages at the edge of the sea hStenehere
the waves against the stone wall. The-n, SOmMEW i
near the south shote, a rocket hissed into the ?at.
ness. Then another. Somewhere there was a ship 10
trouble. 1

It was not until the next morning that® Matjorie
learned what had taken place during the night. By thené
the whole of the island was talking of the WFeCked
French cargo ship. Now she was strewn in 1agg€d
pieces across the rocks, and as the tide at last turne
back it laid her bare like a huge broken carcase. _

As Matjotie made her way actross the beach, the aif
innocently calm after the shatteting storm, she could

see the first men to reach the wreck climbing across the
rocks and be

ginning to prise up the splintered wood of
the crated cargo.

@

The gulls were circling tound, but the shouts of the
fmen 25 they opened the crates could be Heard 3bove
theit cties. Then they came leaping back, waving theit
hands in the air,

“What is it Matjotie tutned to Nell Littleton, who
was by then her

closest friend from childhood days
12
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Marjorie Ozanne,
right, and Nell
Littleton, bandaging
a gull’s Win&

Calrging a hen while ‘
putting its broken I
leg in a splint made

with cotton-wool

and sellotape




This muscovy drake was swept away from a park during a storm
and found exhausted on the shore at Guernsey




)
§

and who had joined her on the beach. “What ate they

shouting ahpout?’ .

The voices sounded more loudly across the stretches
of sand, as the wind veered in the direction of the
onlookers.

‘It’s- wine,” someone said. ‘Look, it’s running over;
it’s all running over the rocks where the bottles have
broken.” .

A couple of boys whooped with excitement and set
off for the wreck. Soon it was covered with men and
women and children, all carrying out their own salvage
opetation. Soon, children were holding hands, sway-
ing gingerly back across the rocks, their heads swim-
ming with gulps of wine. Matjotie, followed by Nell,
scrambled out with the rest. They managed to snatch
three bottles of wine before the last ones were
wrenched from the crates.

They raced back excitedly homewards. But on the
way Marjorie came across a blackbird, its wing broken
by the storm. It lay helplessly on the side of the road.
Thé excitement of the wreck and the wine instantly
forgotten, Marjorie knelt and carefully scooped the
bird in her hands and cradled it gently to her. Nell,
even then, marvelled at the quiet trust that the black-
bird seemed to have in Marjorie’s handling of it. ‘She
alway$ had a rnaglc way with birds. Even as = little
girl.’ s

And so it was the 1n]ured blackbird that Martjotie
took home, the bottles of wine left forgotten by the
roadside.

B 13
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‘I would always be finding birds,” she reczlls. ‘Babies
fallen from their nests. Birds caught by cajis and half
dead with fright. Or birds which had been stoned by
boys.’

She would wander along the beaches, especially
after a storm, looking for injured sea-birds. Their
wings or legs might be broken, or sometimes they
would be covered in oil, which not only’ prevented
them from flying, but choked them or burned their
insides as they ttied to clean the filth off themselves.

These oiled-up birds would be rubbed down Wlth
Fuller’s earth, which absotbs the oil, three or’four
times a day. ‘The important thing is to rescue the bird
before it has eaten too much oil. Once they have been
trying to clean their feathers for more than about five
hours they have consumed too much tar for R to be
able to save them.’

Some birds had things stuck in their throats and she
would put her fingers down their gullets and gently
pull the obstruction out, give them something warm
to drink and let them rest for a while before releasing
them.

When she was about twenty Marjorie spent two years
studying teaching on the mainlandat Chichestet. Then
she returned to Guernsey happy to be back on the
island-of storms and birds, happy to be speakifig the
Guetrnsey French language again to the children at the
school where she had herself been a schoolgirl, and
now taught.

The days seemed to fall into a pattern much the same

14
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as they alwi (ys had been. In the morning and ¢he after-
noon ther»‘e was school. Sometimes the  children
brought in m)ured birds which they had found and
Matjorie would patch up broken wings and legs. In
the evening there was a trip to the Vale Church where
her father still worked, to take him his supper, or
hazatdous hours fishing for mackerel in and out of the
rocky coast trying to dodge the squalls.

Then Matjorie’s world began to change. Her
mothet, then her father died. Together, she and Nell
built up 2 home between them, and she gave more and
motetime to birds, rescuing them from the sea and the
storms that caught them in oil-patches or broke their
wings. Sometimes it was 2 lame gull stranded on a rock,
or a tiny sparrow fallen from its nest, or an oiled-up
cormorant, or a neighbour’s sick patrot.

III

Like all her friends that June, 1940, Matjorie
Ozanne had never the slightest real expectation of any
enemy attack on Guernsey. ‘In fact,” she recalls, ‘T
remember now how I regarded it all as rather a joke, as
I saw signposts being taken down, a machine-gun
post being set up td protect the telephone exchange
and heard from Alfred, brother of my life-long friend,
Nell Ivittletdon, that the local militia had been dis-
banded to let its members volunteer for more active
service in England.’ g

Following the misleading months of the previous
autumn’s ‘phony’ war, there had come the Nazis’

15
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sudden $avasion of Holland and Belgium}j then their
tetrifyingly swift advance across France aftpr Dunkirk.

Now the sounds of war came from France, and as
she stood on St. Martin’s Point, Matjotie could see a
great pall of smoke rising on the hotizon from the
French coast, as the retreating armies burnt their oil
storage. A great black, ominous cloud rising up and
up until it almost eclipsed the sun. At night she saw
and heard the flashes of gunfire and expl{)sions as the
Germans came nearer and nearer.

It was on 1oth June, 1940, that there were the first
signs of people panicking in Jersey. That day®came
the attival on Alderney of frightened French refugees
in fishing-boats, crucifixes nailed to the masts, babies
wrapped in shawls and brooms and pots and bundles
heaped in the bottoms of the boats.

‘About a week later it was announced over the
radio that Guernsey was to be totally demilitarized
and that preparations were being made for us to leave
if we wanted to. Because it wasn’t certain whether there
would be enough ships to take all those people who
wanted to go, it had been arranged that the children
should leave first.” Parents had been coming to the
school whete Marjorie Ozanne taught in an anguish
of indecision whether to send their children away on
their own. Mothers were fearful of the éxpected air-
raids on English cities, if not invasion. On the other
hand thete was their terror at the thought of the Nazis’
atrival on Guernsey. '

But to Matjorie, one of the most moving sights was
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to see thequeues of people bringing their cass and dogs
into the tbwn to be destroyed; hundreds of them, cats
and pet birds, patrots, canaries and budgengars

It was the early hours of Wednesday, 19th June, and
Matjorie Ozanne lay awake listening to the quick little
footsteps of the children passing'down the streets and
lanes and their sleepy, excited chatter. A little later
that morring she went to the quayside with a batch
of childrer? from the school and found two thousand
already there. They had to wait nearly the whole day
before the ships came to take them off. Troops and
milftary equipment wete being embarked at the same
time and crush batriers had been erected in case any
panic-stricken people rushed the boats. By Friday, five

2

- thousand children had left. A great silence came upon

Guernsey. Parents looked sad and bewildered at being
patted from their children.

A Trinity House vessel had come to take off the
keepets from all the lighthouses round the islands.
Matjotie felt that this was the end. The lighthouses
would never be abandoned until the last moment,
when the Nazis’ arrival was imminent.

Meanwhile, the queues waiting to leave for England
packed the narrow streets of St. Peter Port. People
fainted in, the heat and the crush, frightened crowds
thronged down to the piers. Anxious, panic-stricken
people were drawing money from the banks.

Confusion was everywhere, fears and férebodings
increased by the continual arrival of boatloads of
refugees on their way from France, their pitiful

17



belongings® clutched to them, babbling fi ghtemng
stories of the Nazis’ atrocities.

All this time Marjorie had spent going round collect-
ing the pet birds people had left behind. ‘It was the
only help T felt T could give. It was eetie to go into
the houses suddenly left empty and find a last meal
still on the table; half-packed suitcases indicating that
someone had not even taken the Perrm’cted”r quota of
two cases each for fear of being left behind. T remember
cleatly a children’s nutsery, the toy cupboard open,
its contents strewn over the floot. I thought of a child
desperately trying to make up its mind which toys to
take with it.’

The streets were half empty. Shops were well-
stocked, but no one behind the counters. Petrol-
pumps, inns, cafés, were left deserted.

A front door swung open, it was easy to see that
there was no one at all inside the house.

‘Pretty boy . . . How d’you do then? Pretty, pretty
boy . . > A little petky voice chattered into the silence.
Marjone pushed hesitantly on the front door. Inside,
in the cotner of the room, a clothes—cupboard was left
openl, a few garments scattered in the bottom, last-
minute rejects from a panic-stricken flight. On the
table plates wete hutnedly stacked on top of each
othet, with the remains of a hurriedly eateri meat. On
one plate the food was still untouched.

‘Come to mother, pretty boy . . . Ta-ta then, ta-ta. ..’

In the corner of the kitchen swung a covered bird-
cage. Inside it, perched a blue budgerigar. Matrjotie

18
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lifted the ¢age down. The budgerigat put his head on
one side z'nd gazed steadﬂy at her, and she put the
cover over the cage again and hurried off with it. A
little while later, she was cartying another cage, with
a grey parrot squawking as it swung upside-down from
its perch.

Some of the captive wild birds Marjorie was able to
release. AlP the same, she had a hundred bitds, among
them five pdrrots and a toucan. The house which she
shared with Nell already had a small aviaty in the
garden with a few birds Matjorie had accumulated
ovet the yeats, but now she had to set about enlarging
the aviary space as quickly and as best she could.

There followed days of suspense. Of waiting appre-
hension. All the time this strange, quiet eeriness lay
over the island.

‘I was in the garden binding up a blackbird’s broken
wing on the afternoon of 27th June,” Marjorie recalls,
‘when I heard the drone of a plane. I looked up and
there was a German plane flying backwards and for-
waeds over the island, apparently surveying our
defenceless state at leisure.’

Next evening, with hundreds of others, she was in
the main street of°St. Peter Port, on her way back
. home, aftes picking up the last of the birds left behind
by their hastily-departed ownets.

Lotries lined the quayside loaded with boxes of
tomatoes to be sent to England. The Islk of Sark, a
regular mail-boat which had started running again in
the lull after the previous week’s panic and confusion,
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was bumping her sides on the jetty. Shi; had just
brought a_party from Alderney with cattle.f

Suddenly there was the spatter of machine-guns and
the shriek and explosion of falling bombs. Nazi planes
were diving at the harbour, regardless of the fact that
Guernsey was utterly unarmed and had been declared
an open island some days before. T'wo to three hundred
intending mail-boat passengers with accOmpanying
friends, including a number of children, Were congre-
gated on the quay when the raid begun. Some went
into sheds, where they made themselves dug-outs of
flour bags, and others on to the lower concrete plat-
form underneath the jetty.

The Nazis’ objective was apparently tke line of
tomato-lorries. Neatly every van or lorry was hit;
Matjorie watched the petrol from the vehicles spread
sheets of flames, burning to death many of the drivers
who had gone under their lorries for protection. To
add to the hotror, horses and cattle from Alderney
panicked and plunged loose. And the pulp from the
smashed tomato-boxes mingled with the blood from
the dead and wounded.

Haymakers were machine-gunned in the fields;
fishermen in their small open bdats; an ambulance
cartying the wounded to hospital was spattered with
bullets. killing one of the wounded and severely
injuting one of the attendants. The Guernsey lifeboat
was delibetately machine-gunned out at sea and the
cox’s son killed.

With the island demilitarized, the only defence came

20
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from the ~'%ight anti-aircraft guns on the mail-boat The
Isle of Sar's. The taid, which started at 6.45 p.m. lasted
for fifty minutes during which thirty-one people,
twenty-seven men and four women, were killed; and
thirty-eight men and nine women seriously wounded.

Numbed though she was by shock, uppermost in
Matjotie’s mind as she hurried back home was the
safety of Ber birds. What on earth would happen to
them wher? the Nazis came? What could she do to
protect them? She didn’t know. And not knowing
made her all the more apprehensive.

Back at the house in Grange Road, which she shared
with Nell, Marjorie stood in the kitchen. There were
birds evetywhete. Cages hung from the cupboards and
stood on the table.

‘Never realized I’d found so many,” Marjorie said to
Nell. Then they set to sorting out the miscellaneous
collection.

“There’s a thrush here, can that go with the one we
have already, Marj?’ It couldn’t, without starting off an
alrhighty squabble.

‘Pretty Jimmy,” suddenly shouted a green patrot
from one corner of the kitchen, and pandemonium
broke loose. It wds late that night by the time every
bitd was £inally settled in makeshift cages placed all
round the conservatory next door to the kitchen.

“You don’t thinksthe Germans will stop me keeping
them?’ The thought had been niggling Marjorie’s
mind ever since the air-raid on the hatbout. “‘You
know, Nell, I should mind that almost mote than
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| ay,
anything ulse, They couldn’t take the bli'x ds away
uld they’ | :
CONell, tgo, thought back to the undefended h‘irfl‘)r(())il
eatlier in the evening. She had heard all ’abouttlr i
Matjotie. ‘No — 1o, of coutse not, Matj.” She
make her tone sound convincing, ol She
A look of determination filled Mar]one s face.ith ;
-went out of the kitchen, to return in a motment w
Paint-brush and j tin of black paint,
‘Bring me 4 torch, Nell.

rafters hung .
tin of paint, and began to ptint across the rafter:

‘HERE SHATT NO EVIL Toucy THEM.

Satisfied, she teplaced the 1id on the tin, and they
went back ingsjde the house,
at night

> When at Jagt Matjorie climbed into l?ed,
she lookeqd 4t '

Whetre Matjorie taught. She had brought
home ang fed him on bread-and-milk ; he was too
: young and wegk ¢, i

Cll, Jamegp>

atjotie askeq him anxiously, “What
do you think about it 4] _
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!' He gave 4 qmet unmelodic squawk. i
\ ;. ‘Have I llone the right thing? Have I taken on too
much, James?
James squawked again, a bit loudet.
‘I knew you’d agree with me.” Gently he closed his

beak over her finger.

¥
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giving the birds their fina] feed.
began squawking and flutterin
think what was the matter, Th
aeroplanes. T rushed out and
overhead, the black and red cr

‘Suddenly a lot of them
g about and T couldn’t
en I heard the sound of
aw four German planes
Osses clearly visible.’
Stood there, certain the
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Soon Cf}errnan soldiers were tearing abgﬂt at high
speed ontmotor-bikes on the wrong side of the roads.
Tt was strange to see their uniforms and sinister swas-
tikas, just as they were in photographs and on the films.
Special editions of the Guernsey Evening Press and the
Star notified their readers ‘that no resistance whatever
is to be offered’. Then, under huge headlines, were the
first Gernian orders to be issued on British soil.

A strict eurfew was enforced from 11 p.m. to 6 a.m.
If anyone attempted to cause the slightest trouble,
serious measures would be taken and the town
bonibed. All military orders had to be strictly obeyed.
Spitits in pubs and shops had to be locked up imme-
diately aud further sales and consumption prohibited.
No boats, including fishing-boats, were allowed to
leave the hatbour without military authority; and the
use of private cars was prohibited, the sale of petrol
only allowed for essential services. Blackout was to
stay as it was; and the banks and shops were to open as
usual. Under the order against Acts of Sabotage, the
Nazis warned that any person who hid or helped
escaped prisoners of war and other members of enemy
forces would be punished by death.

What froze Msrjorie’s heart most was the Nazi
decree that every pigeon on the island must be des-
troyed. “They wete frightened they would be used by
spies to send messages. I had a little grey pigeon that I
had found after it had fallen from its nest sorhe months
before. For some reason it had never fully grown, and
because of its individuality I had grown exttemely fond
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of it. T knew I couldn’t let it be killed, so I Q‘emded to
dye its feathers.” )

She remembered hearing stoties of how, ifi the East,
birds wetre dyed all colours and sold as ratities to the
West. On the Continent, sparrows would be dyed
yellow and sold as canaries. It was only when the birds
moulted that the owner discovered he had been sold a
common bird instead of an exotic rarity.

Marjorie was completely ignorant of the kind of dye
she could use without harming the pigeon’s feathers.
Birds have what is known as a preening gland at the
base of their tail feathers. This gland supplies® the
feathers with their natural oils. Whenever a bird preens
itself it distributes this oil all over its featkers as it
draws them through its beak. This conditions the
feathers to enable the bird to fly in wet weather. If 2 bird
didn’t possess this natural oil, its feathers would be-
come so waterlogged it would be unable to rise.

Marjorie realized, too, of coutse, that when the
pigeon moulted she would have to re-dye him all over
again. ‘But how was I going to dye him, anyway? The
awful thing was that I didn’t have too much time, and
nobody seemed to know anything about the technicali-
ties of dyeing. It wasn’t done on theisland. Everything
— clothes, hats, etc., were already manufactured when
they came to Guernsey.” There wete only the casual
home-dyes that one bought in the shops. The method
of most df these involved putting the garment into
boiling dye to make the colour fast.

“What could I use that didn’t necessitate such drastic

26



Jt‘ ———
-

ot
R,

-

.
S

‘J/.

measur.es'-’; Something that I could apply cold. I

| thought of bleaching the pigeon’s feathets so that he
| looked liké a white dove. But then I realized that to
-/ get a convincing effect I would have to use a very
- drastic bleach that might harm the roots of his
\| feathers.”

It was Nell who suggested a Drummer dye. She said
that one wiy of making a dye fast was to boil it, let it
cool and thén apply it. Matjorie bought one or two
black and brown dyes and asked a chemist friend if they
contained anything that might harm a bird, since when
the pigeon preened himself he was bound to consume a
little of what was on his feathers. The chemist said
there was nothing harmful in the dye.

‘So on the last day before the harsh Nazi rule
came into operation, I dyed my little pigeon black.
He looked rather like a cross between a blackbird
and a crow. The process was very tricky. I had to
do it bit by bit, so that it would dry quickly. I didn’t
want the bird flying around with wet feathers. I did
the*head and breast first, lightly brushing the top
feathers two or three times — going over them again
when they had dried until they were a good' dull black.
I wanted to see if I Eould get the required effect by just
brushing the top feathers rather than getting right at
the robts. I knew I would have to re-dye them anyway
when the bird moulted, and so long as it looked reason-
ably like a blackbitd I didn’t see the need to dye the

. feathers more than was absolutely necessary. It took

two ot three houts and the dye never appeared to have
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year.’

: in the
idgie, as he was called, was kePt in thebloge;f;d-
¥ gle,h his cooing was less likely to. e i
e tion of the pigeons was a terrible =i
T%le de-smfcear-old father, a retired griéirlds e
N SJX;Y ry ears he had kept abouF ﬁftY il i
ma_ﬂangl;d :hozving. And when he retl.recf he orek o
Zﬁcﬁi time to them. They were his }lllf(e-l St owbe 4T
savings. He cried bittetly when they g i e
and there was nothing anyone could od i s
would comfort him, Their death change el
a spightly, cheetful fellow to an old man dep
hlsB%ﬁZi:eillOZol%ﬁund for the Nazis directly they

. ith little
atrived, Nazj officers chose their houses with
consideration fot the ocey

i ied by
SUPCLVision appeared to e given to those occup

. Wail-
the troops, Many of the houges wete subjected to
ton destruction an

d wholesale pillage and left in a state
of indescrihyple filth,

€.Nazi’s 11 P-m. cutfew g the worst bmwd:c)l
atjotie, The birds in the aviaty in the garden nee i
attending't, Jyq; thing at night “anq i¢ now meant t

if ever ghe were oy

t after time she was liable to be
Caught ang Punisheq,
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There were baby bitds and a number of injured

. birds that needed constant attention — a shag, which is

a sott of cousin to a cormorant, for instance. Several
weeks before, some fishermen had sent for Matjorie

;' “' who found the shag, with one leg badly crippled, lying

. mote dead than alive on the beach. “The poor bird was
all bruised and bloody, his dark gteen feathers very
bedraggled. I did think his poor leg might be better
amputated aad I hated the thought of doing it. Any-
way, I tried the old rum-and-seaweed mixture, and
it worked.’

The bird was so docile as Matjorie and Nell cleaned
him up and set one of his wings which was broken
that it was thought for a little time he might die of
fright and delayed shock. But after a day or two he
perked up and could be seen waddling around the
place in the company of a squittel that had been found
injured in the road many weeks before, and who was
now petfectly recovered but didn’t seem particulatly
anxious to return to its normal environment. The
squirrel and the shag became inseparable. ‘Often when
I went out the back door I would find them sitting side
by side waiting to be let in. And if we left a drawer
open in the kitcher, the shag would hop up and settle
down for 2 nap.’

Op day ‘the oddly-assorted pair was missing. Mat-
jos€ couldn’t find them anywhere. She had looked in
the near-by fields, in all theit usual haunts. She finally
» gave up the search thinking that probabIY.the shag
had felt well enough to fly away back to his normal
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surrouﬁdﬁngs, and the squirrel had followed suit. !
‘Later during that afternoon I went into my bedroom. .
The shag and squirrel were sitting on my bed. They had | )]

hopped through the half-open window. From then on
they were always to be found having an afternoon nap
on my bed.’

One day a sailor brought in a Leach’s Petrel, a rare
sea-bird which looks rather like a small stdrling, but is
black with a white rump and a forked tzil. Their feet
are so weak that it is impossible for them to stand up-
right. They have a strange, flickering flight low over
the water, their feet pattering across the sea as they
search for plankton upon which they live. They land
only to nest, usually in the islands off Scotland and
Wales.

The sailor had found the petrel exhausted on the
deck of a ship taking evacuees to England. ‘I put him
on 2 blanket in front of the fire and gave him some
whisky and milk to revive and warm him. The cats sat
around and watched. We always seemed to have a lot
of cats around, despite the presence of all the birds.
They always sat and watched whenever we laid injured
bitds in front of the fire, showing no resentment at
being ousted from their warm place. They never hurt
the bitds, just sat and stared, as if the thought of eating
any of,them never entered their heads. But'I ofteq used
to wonder what they wete really-thinking.’ \

One of the cats, a jet-black, battle-scarred tom, had

(

a passion for whisky and milk. Whenever he thought

Marjotie wasn’t looking he would sidle up to the bowl
30
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that had been put beside the petrel and if it contained
whisky would have a quick nip and sidle away again.
The baby birds, of course, required to be fed last

_ thing at night and woke eatly, usually a bit before 5

a.m., clamouring for their food. ‘So I would have to
creep out to the aviary in the darkness last thing at
night and early in the morning, along a little pathway
with a low hedge on one side that just hid me from the
house next door. The babies all the time making a
noise fit to wake the dead.’

But she was lucky. Or the Nazis turned a blind eye
to het continued defiance of the curfew.

All the same, Marjorie lived on a tightrope of fear
and anxiety, never knowing from one day to the next
what would happen. At any time, for any reason, the
Nazis might destroy her birds. ‘One afternoon, I was
just turning into the front gate when I saw a couple of
Nazis on what looked like sentry duty outside the
house opposite. Suddenly about eight German officers
came running down the front steps, got into two army
cars;and drove furiously away.’

She went quickly into the House and asked Nell
what had happened. It seemed that the house opposite
had been requisitioned as the Nazi Kommandant’s
headquarters. “I'wo days later I saw that the house
next door tb us was being prepated as a canteen and
oﬂfir/érs mess. I could see the German cooks busthng
about through the hedge that ran along thé path to
the aviary. The canteen was right next doot to my bird
family.’

: i



Marjorie nicknamed one of tl}e German mess-
otderlies “The Walrus® because of his enormous mous-
tache. They all, including the COOk,. woite s.poi_:lessly
white aprons and were always surprising Matjorie and "
Nell with offerings of cakes and bread. The Ge.rma-m
cook often gave them cakes his wife made for him in
Germany.

They always accepted the food — and fed it to the
birds. 0

Two evenings later, Marjorie was on her way horr}e
after doing some shopping. It was quiet, the public
houses were already closed and there were only“a few
soldiets walking of cycling through the town. The red
and white Nazi flag fluttered insolently from the quay.
Not a Union Jack in sight. In her pocket, Marjorie
could feel two mark pieces jingling harshly together.
The shop-tills were already full of them.

It would be good to be home

again, and away from
the Germans for 2 while,

jotie opened the
shut the door, some-
m of the stairs, Tall,
e front doort, stood a
jack-boots, She stared, hardly able

front door and went inside, A she

thing caught her eye at the botto

and brightly polished, facing th

pait of high German

to believe her eyes. 3
‘Gufen abend, Miss Ozanne N

Coming down the sta

irs towards hqr was a tal’\Nazi
officer. *
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Chapter Three

I

o

They stasied at each other in silence. He was aged in
his early 30s, Matjorie decided. His uniform was imma-
culately clean and trim. He had changed into a pair of
slippers and he came on quietly down the staits. At the
bottom, he stood for a moment.

“You ate sotry to hef me here. I am sorry to be here.
Ve vill make the best off each other.’

He went back upstairs again. She watched him go,
and then hurried to the kitchen to find Nell.

“‘Nell, what’s he doing? How long’s he here for?’

‘As long as the Germans,” Nell replied, without
looking up from the supper she was preparing. ‘He’s
an agmy doctor. He’s billeted with us, and we’ve got
hirid whether we like it or not. I don’t think he likes it
thuch,” she added as an afterthought. .

‘D’you think he’ll mind the birds?’

“They’ve been squawking their heads off for their
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suppet evet since he came, and he hasn’t said anything
ety
¢ His name was Dr. Gerhard Ortmann. His manners
were excellent. He was very musical and would often
sit at the piano in the evenings and play Mozart
and Debussy, Chopin and Liszt. Life with the Nazi
doctor settled down well enough. In fact, Dt. Ortmann
somehow began leaving various items of food in the
kitchen. These were bits of meat for James to enjoy,
which Matjorie would mix with broken up boiled
potatoes.

One morning, several weeks after Dr. Ortmann’s
atrival, Marjorie woke up extra early. She came to
with a sudden jerk and knew that somethingsmust have
woken her. She lay quiet for a minute, wondering what
had startled her.

The sound came again. It was a cock crowing. At
least, that was what it sounded like, yet there were no
fowls near by, the last cockerel had been killed off for
eating only a couple of days ago. She listened again. It
was vety faint, almost as if from another world. But it
was definitely a cock crowing.

Marjotie got up and went to the window. As she
looked out she heard it again; this time it sounded
mote as if it came from inside the house. g

‘Whete on earth is it, James?’ Marjorie asksd the
little s?:arling. She talked to him a lot. Then® she
realized that the cover was still over his cage. She
pulled it off.

Inside perched James, crowing quietiy to himself.
34 :
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He had heard the cock crowing so often that when
he missed the early morning call he copied it for him-
self. The powet of mimicry is common to most stat-
lings and though they ate usually content to sit on a
chimney-top gurgling and spluttering and whistling,
James had grown more ambitious. '

As Marjorie went downstairs, still laughing to het-
self at the way James had foxed her, she met Dr. Ort-
mann on his;way out. He was looking puzzled.

‘T heard a cock-ctow, Miss Ozanne, I know I heard
it.” He looked at her anxiously, as if hoping she would
not think him raving mad. He knew that thete wasn’t
a domestic fowl left alive in the neighbourhood.

“Yes,” she told him, ‘it was James, my starling.’

She began laughing all over again as she saw the
startled expression on his face as he marched out of the
front door. He turned back to stare at Marjorie in be-
wilderment, certain he must have misunderstood what
she had said. Early that evening he came apologetically
into the kitchen where Marjorie and Nell were sotting

out-the separate dishes of worms and meal and seeds
for the birds.

“You hef many birds?’

‘Over fifty,” Nell>said.

He hesitated before going to the window and point-
ing omt. It*was a bright, sunny evening. He said to
Ma-jorie over his shoulder: ‘I vould like to hef my
pictute taken vith that bird.’ She saw that he was
-indicating the black and white toucan. He picked up
one of the stiff-backed kitchen chaits.

o)



Tvill sit out in the garden vith the bird on my arm.
You vill take the picture, please?’

‘But we don’t have 3 camera,” Matjorie gaid. “We’re
not allowed to have one.’

He swept aside her objections. ‘I hef my own camera
upstairs, and I vould like my picture vith that bird to
send home to my fiancée in Germany. I should like so
much if you vould do thjs for me.’ .

He hurtied out of the kitchen, to return in a fCW
minutes with an expensive-looking camera. Handling
it lovingly, he showed Matjotie how to take the pic-
ture. Nell stood by with the toucan, ]

Carefully hitching up his trousers before he sat
down, Dr. Ortmang straightened his uniform before
holding out hi hand for the bird. The cteases in his
trousers were knife-edged and his uniform was spot-

and the atmosphere relaxed.
‘Thank yoy - T 4m so pleased. You are very kind.’
As she took the toucan from his arm, Marjoriessaw

across his sleeve where the bird
had been perching, Dy, Ottmann saw her look of

38210 at his sleeye, Picked up his camera and went,
Upstairs,
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Matjorie saw him again ten minutes later, dis-
appearing in the ditection of the house next door
where hio batman was billeted. Under his arm was a
patcel. He had on a clean uniform.

The mess-ordetly, “The Walrus’, had for some weeks
past been leaving a bundle of scraps dropped over the
wall into the back garden. That evening, as usual,
Matjorie eollected the bundle. As she picked them up,
she caught, a glimpse of “The Waltus’, his droopy
moustache extended as he nodded at her and smiled.
It was the first time she had seen him since the bundles
had’begun appearing and she wanted to call out her
thanks, but he had gone befote she could pluck up the
courage.»

When she went indoors again two children had
called with a wounded thrush they had found. The
bird had a gunshot wound slitting its gullet. It was
hard to know how the wound had been inflicted.
Someone might have shot it for spott, ot it could have
been an accident.

T can’t even feed it like this, Marj.” Nell held out the
thrush, lying almost dead in her hands.

Matjorie went to her work-basket and found some
strong thread andethe thinnest needle. While Nell held
the bird firmly she sewed up the long slit in its gullet,
as nenchafantly as if she wete sewing a teat in a summer
frsck. A few minutes after she had finished Matjotie
ﬁipped het ﬁr;ger in some warm milk and watet and
pressed it to the thrush’s beak. Eagerly it pecked the
moisture from her hand.
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Almost at once the bird seemed to revive a little.

“You’ll be all tight now.’ Picking him up carefully
Matjortie took him to the conservatory to find a spate
cage. |

For the last few days Nell and Marjorie had been
saving up any food they had been able to find to cele-
brate Alfred’s birthday. Alfred was Nell’s brother.
Matjotie had managed to by a large pre-war tin of
Peats and two tins of salmon from her. friend, the
baker, and next evening, Alfred, whose wife and child-
fen were in England came round to find that N eﬂ‘ .had
brought out all the ornate plates in his honout: .HC
vnrolled from under his arm 5 latge Union Jack, which
he proceeded to spread as a brilliant tablecloth,

Thete was no wine to drink to Alfred’s health, but

there was plenty of laughter, and for 4 while, the war
Was pushed away into the background,

In to join the party. .

They looked UP asatall figure stood in the doorway.

It was Dr, Ottmann, looking from the Union Jack

spread boldly anqg blatantly acroge the table to the

shocked faces of the people sitting round,
“Ach, 50, It i Very beautify] 2
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‘Oh, well,” Alfred said glumly, ‘we’d better enjoy
what’s left of the meal while we can. We'll be off to
Germany somottow.’ g

They ate on in silence, imagining the sott of account
Dt. Ortmann must be giving to the local Gestapo.
Somehow the party wasn’t such fun any longer. There
was still some food left, but appetites had suddenly
waned. Maztjotie wondered what would happen to‘.all
the birds with her away in a German concentration
camp.

Then suddenly a thunderous knock on the door
brokt into the conversation which had become tense
and quiet.

“That’sdt,” Alfred grimaced, and got up reluctantly.

As he did so the door opened and once more Dr.
Ostmann stood there. Everyone eyed h1m ?pprehen—
sively — but to their surprise he was half-smiling. Bow-
ing, he produced a large bottle of champagne from
behind his back. He clicked his heels.

‘For the birthday,” he said, holding out the bottle to
Alfred, who could only gaze at him, speechless.

As he turned away, the spell was suddenly bel.{Cﬂ
and Alfred, Nell and Marjorie stood at the door, calling
their thanks after kim. _

As the eyening wore on with renewed gaiety and the
bottlesof cliampagne went down and down, Mﬂflofﬂe
slinjed quietly out tp the kitchen to prepate iupper ot
al the birds. :

It was after eleven: after curfew time. Alfred ;
friends had gone — he was staying the night - an
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Matjorie should have kept in the house. But as ugual
she slipped stealthily out into the darkness to the avi2 e
to feed the birds, Somehow, they seemed tq, have cO™
to sense that they must not make too much 11015_6;
QuletIy, those in communal cages fluttered into 2 dis
Ofganized queye, hungry for their supper. i1
Once or twice Marjorie could hear Alfred and N€
lau.ghing, and she would remember to tellsthem to P€
quieter when she went back indoors. £
That morning, she had come upon 2 tiny bag ©
Faty seed pushed to one side in the grocer’s. He had
let ‘her have it in exchange for an old pair of 'sho€s
Wwhich woulg fit his wife. Now, she searched about 1
the darknesg and found an old wooden box. Carefully
she filled jt with moist earth.,
; It had just turned half past eleven, as, not really
ATN0g to believe that her plan might work, she hastily

plan.ted .th.e Seeds in straight rows along the box and
cattied it intg the conservatory,



gentle a nip as he gave to Nell or Matjorie. Indisctimin-
ately and completely, James loved everybody.

In spite,of the shortage of meat and potatoes, James
was still fairly plump under his gleaming feathers. He
would swing impertinently backwards and forwards in
his cage in Matjorie’s bedroom until she took him
downstairs and let him out in the conservatory. Here
he found himself a hasty meal, swooping down on un-
suspecting ants scutrying into the dark corners and
crevices.

Then he petched on the top of the cages, his eyes
darting from one end of the conservatory to the other
while he ate his catch, waited a while for the ants to
digest, then swooped off in seatch of more food.

The cats prowling round didn’t worry him. He
knew he was quicker than the fastest cat. But he never
ventured near the door leading out into the garden. He
had elected to live indoors, and he knew that if he had
shown his beak out of doots now he would have been
pecked to pieces.

Tt was several years since James had first squawked
his way into existence, a half-dead little mite caught
between the grating of the school window. After neatly
an hout of being ¢rapped and stared at by dozens of
children it had seemed to Marjorie hardly sensible to
try returning the baby statling to its nest.

At one end of the schooltoom had blazed a fire
®here he was laid in a matrgarine-box. There; cradled in
' cotton wool and tissue papet, the tiny bird was fed all
through that day by eager children dipping their fingers
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Marjori'e should have kept in the house. But as usual
she slipped stealthily out into the darkness to the aviary
to feed the birds. Somehow, they seemed tq have come
to sense that they must not make too much noise.
Quietly, those in communal cages fluttered into a dis-
organized queue, hungry for their supper.

Once or twice Marjotie could hear Alfred and Nell
laughing, and she would remember to tellethem to be
quieter when she went back indoors.

That morning, she had come upon a tiny bag of
canary seed pushed to one side in the grocer’s. He had
let her have it in exchange for an old pair of ‘shoes
which would fit his wife. Now, she searched about in
the darkness and found an old wooden box. Carefully
she filled it with moist earth.

It had just turned half past eleven, as, not really
daring to believe that her plan might work, she hastily
planted the seeds in straight rows along the box and
carried it into the conservatoty.

Three weeks later, sheltered against the sunny side of
the conservatory, a hundred tiny gteen sh(.)ot.s began
pointing their way through the soil. Marjotie could
hardly believe it. .

The canary seeds were growing.

II

James turned out to be a collaborator. There whs no
other word for it. He squawked at Germans ahd
Guernsey visitors alike, and when Dr. Ortmann or,
other Nazi officers stroked his beak, he gave them as
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gentle a nip as he gave to Nell or Marjorie. Indisctimin-
ately and completely, James loved everybody.

In spite of the shortage of meat and potatoes, James
was still fairly plump under his gleaming feathers. He
would swing impertinently backwards and forwards in
his cage in Matjorie’s bedroom until she took him
downstairs and let him out in the conservatory. Hete
he found himself a hasty meal, swooping down on un-
suspecting ants scutrying into the datk corners and
crevices.

Then he petched on the top of the cages, his eyes
darting from one end of the conservatory to the other
while he ate his catch, waited a while for the ants to
digest, then swooped off in search of more food.

The cats prowling round didn’t worry him. He
knew he was quicker than the fastest cat. But he never
ventured near the door leading out into the garden. He
had elected to live indoots, and he knew that if he had
shown his beak out of doots now he would have been
pecked to pieces.

Tt was several years since James had first squawked
his way into existence, a half-dead little mite caught
between the grating of the school window. After neatly
an hour of being ¢rapped and stared at by dozens of
children it had seemed to Marjorie hardly sensible to
try returning the baby starling to its nest.

At one end of the schoolroom had blazed a fire
Whete he was laid in a margarine-box. There; cradled in
' cotton wool and tissue paper, the tiny bird was fed all
through that day by eager children dipping their fingets
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in 2 bowl of warm milk. When school had ended they
‘hadn’t wanted to say good-bye to it, but Matjorie had
packed them off and then taken the starling home.

It was some days before they could be sute it would
live. It always was a tricky business. One day a bird
would be well and alive, the next, Matjorie would
come back and find it dead. Sometimes the delayed
shock of falling out of the nest, or being clawed by a
cat, would catch up on a bird two or three days after it
was apparently recovered.

But James survived. They should have guessed he
would, with his bright insolent eyes and eternal craving
for more and more food. He became one of the family.

But like all the birds, most of all he belonged to
Marjorie. He watched expectantly every time she came
neat his cage. She gave him a bath every day and he
revelled in the splash of the cool water as he fluttered
his wings up and down, watching her expression as
the water splashed up into her face. Then, when he
was clean, he hopped round impatiently while she
cleaned out his cage and lined it with fresh news-
papets. Whatever his faults, James was clean. Nothing
would induce him to go back into a dirty cage after
his bath.

He squawked louder than most of the other birds, as
if he knew that Marjorie loved him best and he wanted
to brag about it. He only shut up when one of the cats
slunk around; then he hopped back into his cage, to §it
peering out, bright-eyed and alert, until it was safe to
venture out again.
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He wasn’t fussy about his food. Worms ot canary
seed ot corned beef, it was all the same to him. Not that
the other hirds were getting much choice.” Food for
them was becoming more and more of a problem.

By now there was hardly any tea or butter or flour.
The shelves in the shops which had been packed so full
a few weeks before the Germans landed were collecting
dust, apart'from the last depleted show of tinned food
like bottled anchovies or cling peaches, incongruous
delicacies against the wartime economy.

Finding a forgotten tin of evaporated milk was cause
enough for a tea-party, even if there were nothing to
eat with it, that was how near starvation life on Guern-
sey was becoming.

Matjorie and Nell tried to lighten the worry of it all.
They gave a party on the least excuse; it was pathetic,
but it helped to make one forget the grim world out-
side. A musical evening helped to drive away the
pangs of hunger. Then it was time for bed, to dream
that it was all over, and in the first minutes of waking
it almost seemed as if the dream wete true, until the
silence of the streets dominated the birds’ eatly chotus,
as Marjorie got out of bed and went downstairs. There
the polished jack-boots still stood in the hall, and she
knew there was another day to go.

There was still food growing in the fields, strictly
rationed and guarded by the Nazis. But even they
cbuldn’t stop her taking a few sly handfuls of pulled
'catrots or corn seeds. Every day, on her way to school,
Marjorie left the house a half-hour eatlier than she
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needed, to make a detour past the fields on the other
side of the school.

By now, Matjorie’s Bird Hospital was v7ell knc?vgn
not only to the people of St. Peter Pozt, but right
across the island; and to the loca] Nazis her determined
little figure had become 4 familiar sight. Dr. Qrtmanﬂ,
and “Walrus Moustache’ had talked to their fel_10W:
soldiers about the woman “with 2 houseftil of birds.
Consequently the Nazis usually turned a blind eye
when she passed, and she was quick enough to make
suze they knew nothing of the few fistfuls of catrots of
millet which she would grab.

Sometimes she would encounter a more watchful
soldier, one less Sympathetically disposed towards the
Strange little woman who Wwas as worried and anxious

for the welfare of her birds as any living mother for her
family,
“Who’s that for then?’

The guttural vojce rang out across the field one

morning, g Marjorie was quickly and surreptitiously
ctamming 4 handfy] of millet into a pocket.

‘Ff)r my children ghe teplied without hesitation,
looking the burly Nazi N.C.0. straight in the eye.
O...you are matried thenp’ ;
© Was sceptical. He could see no wedding ring
on her finger, 3
No, I'm pot matried - but T have fifty-seven
children *ghe

: Smiled at him, Quickly, she walked off, to
leave him gazing blankly after hey

44



Chapter Four

I

It wis beginning to get dusk. The big black letters
stood out boldly from the scatlet boards:

‘Achtung! Minen.’

It was an autumn evening in 1944 and Marjorie, on
her way home from school, had decided to walk down
by the sea to collect some driftwood for a fire. Nell had
been lucky enough to buy some millet the previous day
and provided there was fuel for the fire she could use
it as flour to make some cakes. An armful of driftwood
would make a useful contribution. As the glaring
watning about the danger of mines loomed up at
her, Marjorie’s thoughts went back to the days before
the war, when children would be tacing and playing
games all 2long the shore. She sighed. It seemed as
Impossible 4s another wotld. A world that seemed lost
for ever. The world-of peace and happiness, with no
{nénacing shadows of neat-starvation, and fears of
teptisals for ever overhanging the days and nights.

She made her way down to the darkening shore;
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ahead wete tiny creeks littered with rocks and point-
ing in to shingled bays. There were no watning Nazi
signs along this part of the beach so presumably it was
safe.

Matjorie began collecting the odd pieces of wood
washed up on the stretch of shore.

Tt could almost have been peacetime. She looked
back up the rocks down which she had climbed sure-
footed in the gathering darkness. Sea-gulls circled like
miniature wraiths in and out of the niches where they
rested and built their nests. Looking far out to sea she
watched the sun fading quickly, until it was just a
streak of scatlet sky. There were no planes or ships in
Slght o

Matjorie bent to pick up the last p1ece of driftwood
to add to the bundle she had collected and which she
could comfortably catry. As she picked it up, she
realized that she was clutching something that was
smoother than wood. In the dusk it was hard to see.

Then she realized what she was holding She
dropped it and the blood seemed to congeal in. her
veins. So the rumours were true, the rumours that
had filled her with such horror and loathing when
she had first heard them.

The Poles and Russians, Jews a.nd other, enemies of
the Reich, slave-labourers whose emaciated, skeleton-
like shapes she sometimes saw stumbling along the
toads urder the harsh whip of the Nazi oversest
commandets, 4id die on their feet. They 4id collapse as a
result of starvation and torture, to be pushed over the
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cliffs into the sea. The only rest the Nazis gave them
was that last rest on the sea-bed. It was their poor
bones that were strewn along certain stretches of the
shore, thotusands of them washed up from the sea.
She hurried away.

‘Aren’t you afraid?’ she asked Dr. Ortmann that
night when she was sitting with him and Nell, the
freshly-made cakes still warm from their oven of chop-
ped driftwood.

He had listened to her account of what had happened
on the shore, his face impassive, only his lips twitching
a little.

‘Of what should I be frightened?’

‘Matjotie means,” Nell said, ‘aren’t you scared that
you and the rest will meet some dreadful punishment?’

‘It cannot be helped if these people die,” said Dr.
Ottmann. ‘Many Germans are dying, men, women and
children, in the rubble of outr bombed cities. Do you
worry about the sleepless nights your flyers may suffer
for what they are doing to innocent people?’

Nell glanced from him to Matjorie as if to say there
was not much use talking to someone who deliberately
refused to understand the hotrors that were being pet-
petrated in his country’s name, and whose only answer
to the argument was a countet-accusation.

With a sigh, Matjotie tutned to get on with the
evening’s work. By the noise from the conservatoty,
tbe birds were 4ll pretty hungty. s

]ames had not been taken up to bed yet. As Maz-
jotie went out to the birds Dr. Ortmann followed her
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for a game which he played last thing at night with
James. As he put his head round the consetvatory
door, he«would call good evening to ]arnes James
would make it very plain by his tremendous squawk-
ing that he regarded this as an invitation to come out
of his cage. Dr. Ortmann would unfasten the catch.

It was the same routine tonight. Gleefully James
shot out of his cage, as fast as a cannon-ball. He was as
quick as hghtmng Drt. Ortmann shot out an arm and
caught him in mid-flight. Back in his cage, wonder-
ing how he had got there, James sat and shricked
with rage, until Dr. Ortmann offered him a sscond
chance.

‘Come on, James,” Marjorie duly teased the little
bird, ‘you’re not going to let him catch you . . >

James hopped cockily off his perch, made a dive for
the cage doot — only to be caught again, in split mid-
air by Dr. Ortmann’s unerring hand, swift and firm,
yet gentle.

When the game had gone on long enough, and
James was almost hoarse with frustrated shrieking,
Dt. Ortmann departed, calling out good night and
leaving the cage door open. By now Marjorie was
preparing the bowls of strangely assorted food for the
other birds, while James ventured cautiously from his
cage and began venting his annoyance on.the ants.

Although Mar]one rarely knew from day to day
how she awvas going to feed the birds, niot one of thgm
had starved. Even a couple of hens were still cluckmg
healthlly and brooding and laying, providing Mar]one
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with some useful black-market produce, good for
bartering. °

At last, by the time it was getting on fer midnight
and everyone else was in bed, Matjorie finished feed-
ing and cleaning the last of the birds. Softly whispering
good night to them she closed the kitchen door wearily
behind her and climbed the stairs to bed, carrying
James in his cage. A muffled squawk from the cage bid
her good night as she put out the light and closed her
eyes.

She dreamed of the beach in the dusk and the
horgible bones. The dream became so nightmarish
that she woke with a little cry. In the darkness of her
~ blacked-out bedroom she lay there. She heard James
move in his cage. She called out to him quietly and
back came his answering sleepy squeak.

Marjorie couldn’t sleep for a long time. But when
she finally did her dreams were peaceful. She dreamed
about James and the other birds.

Daylight had its nightmares as well as the night.
The nightmare of trying to obtain food. To get wood
ot a few bits of coal or peat to provide some warmth.

Some days were luckier than others. Sometimes,
answering an abrupt knock on the door, Marjorie or
Nell Woul‘d be confronted with ‘Walrus Moustache’,
carrying a.large pail of cabbage leaves.

‘For the rabbits,” he would say with a large wink.
JUnder the cabbage leaves was coal, to help cke out the
“rations of peat.

A little while after her grisly experience on the beach
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Marjorie was in the baker’s shop when he produced a
fourteen-otince loaf which he wrapped speedily and
pushed intc Matjorie’s shopping basket. A few minutes
later at the next shop, she found that the grocet’s eyes
held a bright gleam.

‘Quatter of 2 pound of tea, and two ounces of butter,
Miss Ozanne — four pounds the lot. If you can call it a
lotaiye' ,

A crazy price to pay, but Marjorie couldn’t get the
money out of her purse fast enough.

That night, she and Nell had a scraping of butter on
thin slices of the sour oatmeal bread and two cups of
weak tea while they discussed the gossip that was
going round St. Peter Port and the island. There was
a new rumout. Someone had heard the whisper that
the Nazis wete relenting, that they were going to allow
Red Cross parcels through to Guetnsey. She didn’t
offer the story with any great optimism.

“We’ve heard that one before,” was Nell’s only com-
ment. And Marjorie was pleased enough with her
pittance of butter and tea. This new piece of gossip
seemed to be no more than another rumour that would
add up to nothing.

Christmas Eve drew nearer but there was little
prospect of festivity about it. The gas supply had
completely ended and even the Germans were getting
short of ‘coal. Their attitude was undergoing a change,
too, as the Allies advanced across Edrope, leaving
them in the strange position of being masters of the
island yet cut off, the remnant of a retreating army
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that was being pursued by the forces of those who
were their prisoners. 2

It was a strange paradox, and the Nazis oz Guernsey
did not quite know what to make of it.

Christmas Day, 1944, was spent in a chill atmosphere
of semi-darkness. It was only permissible to use any
light between 6 p.m. and 10 at night. There were no
candles left and Marjorie, getting up out of bed while
it was still dark, stumbled and groped her way through
the house to the conservatory, feeding the birds more
by touch and luck than by skill.

Chiristmas came and went and Marjorie and Nell
tried to look ahead. They listened in the hidden dark-
ness of a_back room to the forbidden wireless set
secreted under an armchair seat, their hopes and long-
ing for an end to the war quickening and fading with
each success and setback of the Allied armies.

Everyone looked thinner and older. No one com-
mented — perhaps no one even noticed. Matjotie
noticed that the war was beginning to affect James,
or was it merely old age? He was becoming slower
certainly, his feathers were losing their glow of
colours. He squawked just as loudly, as if in defiance
of time and the wearing demands life made upon a
starling, and Marjorie obliged by pretending not to
notice-any difference in him.

It was the Wednesday after Christmas; the Néw Year
was about to unwind its spool of fateful days, though
‘one day seemed so much like another that this partic-
ular day was likely to pass unnoticed, in the same way
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as had Christmas Eve, Christmas Day and Boxing
Day. ?

Then, that morning, a strange ship was seen off

Guernsey. She looked to be an old ship, and for some
time no one could make out her nationality. Marjorie,
standing in a crowd of onlookers on the quay at St.
Peter Port, presumed, with everyone else, that this
~was just another German ship, to pass by and be
gone. .
But the ship dropped anchor, and by eatly next day
Guernsey was buzzing with the startling rumour that
the Nazis had signed an agreement with the ZInter-
national Red Cross Organization. The arrival of the
ship meant that everyone was going to be issued with
packages of food, Dr. Ortmann confirmed the truth of
the exciting news.

From the open windows of the house, Marjorie and
Nell could hear the rising and swelling sounds echoing
from the harbour. At first they had difficulty in trying
to place the sound. It was months since anyone had
dared to shout, or felt like cheering.

Marjorie hurried off into St. Peter Pott as quickly
as she could, eager to find out what all the commotion
was about. ‘

People passed her, climbing slowly up the hill as she
hurried down. ‘It’s come — the food, it’s reélly come at
last . .. Go and see, there’s a whole shipload of food
anchored*down by the quay!’ ' .

Even now, with so many tales told that had turned.
out to be false, so many rumours spread which had
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proved to be without any foundation of truth, Mar-
jorie couldn’t believe it. Then she was down at the
harbour herself, and actually staring up a¢ the 1,500-

“ton Swedish ship. At last, she allowed herself to join in

the cheering and the excited conversation as everyone
watched and waited.

The unloading began.

The following morning, it was New Year’s Eve,
Marjorie made her way down to the town again
jostling and elbowing her way through the crowds,
as everyone pressed eagerly to get hold of their bundle
of food.

On her way back she found herself staggering under
the weight of two fourteen-pound parcels, hers and
Nell’s. The years without proper food had taken their
toll. She felt sick with weakness, her legs felt like
paper. Marjorie stopped to rest her arms and lean
against the wall. Behind her St. Peter Port swarmed
with people, pushing their way down the narrow high
street.

Some of them struggling behind Marjorie were too
weak to carry their parcels for more than a few steps.
They began dragging the food after them, spurred on
by the thought of a meal when at last they reached
home. The first decent meal for many months. Guetn-
sey’s «ich and poor mingled together, trundling push-
bikes or prams and wheelbarrows, not caring how

nndignified of exhausted they looked, as leng as they

“got the food home somehow.

All the gossip now was that the war was coming to
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an end. But there was no reliable way of telling garbled
truth from‘wishful thinking.

Earlier irz the day it had been pouring with rain, but
as Marjotie reeled etratically homewards, clutching
her precious parcels, she caught a glimpse of the winter
sun as it shone for a few seconds on the watery streets,
across the heads of the weary men and women and
out over the sea. Marjorie, exhausted but triumphant,
pushed open the front door and dumped her food
packages on the hall floot.

As she turned to close the door she saw a German
soldier, about to cross the road to the Kommandunt’s
offices, tutn to look at her. He was pale, and obviously
vety hungty. He hesitated for a moment, enviously
eyeing Marjorie’s parcels.

‘Good for you, good for you . . .” he nodded his
head wearily, and went on.

‘Honestly, Nell, he’s as hungry as we are,” Matjorie
insisted as she and Nell gazed unbelievingly at the
food they were unpacking. Food they hadn’t seen
for years now, tea and dried milk, cheese and tinned
meat and fish, and biscuits made from real white
flour.

Presently they sat down to a meal, dizzy with dis-
belief that what was on the table before them was real.
Tinned meat, biscuits and cheese and a streng eup of
tea. It had taken Nell a lot of will-power to make the
tea strong; after so many months doing without it
she almost automatically levelled out a tiny spoonful
into the bottom of the teapot. Then she caught
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Marjorie’s eye and heaped in a couple more teaspoons
for the pot. 0

As the clock ticked nearer midnight, oa that last
day of 1944, James swung happily in his cotner in
Matjorie’s bedroom, enjoying the left-over bits of
tinned meat. Downstairs, Marjorie boiled a kettle for
another cup of tea with which to toast 1945.

Then shg and Nell huddled over the precious radio

set to hear the New Year in from London. The birds
were quite silent in the conservatory and in the outside
aviary. Marjorie had been able to feed them well and
they perched with their bright eyes shut, beaks nestled
deep into their feathers.
, 'Then, from the radio, the chimes of twelve o’clock
struck, and with them came the sounds of London’s
optimistic welcome to another New Year. Marjorie
and Nell drank a toast in hot, strong tea. As she went
up to bed, Marjorie felt in her heart that this time
next year the war would be over. It must be over.
Thete couldn’t be long to go now. She was saying
good night and a happy New Year to James. She let
go of his beak, and he squawked and squawked the
New Year in.

9

II

Slowily, inch by inch it seemed, the grey British
warship made the harbour. At last it dropped anchot
by the White Rock Diet. Mingling with the eailors on
Jdeck wete soldiers — not soldiers in stiff, grey tunics
and high jack-boots, but cheetful, waving figures in
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khaki battle-dress. From the onlookets surging along
the quayside, cheering rose again and again.

It was that never-to-be-forgotten day i in May, 1945.
The war had ended.

The dragging days of near-starvation, of scraping
the wheatfields and combing the beaches for seaweed —
anything that might make food to eat — wete over at
last. Marjorie and Nell were excitedly shaking hands
with people they had never spoken to before, everyone
was laughing or crying with happiness.

It was over, the war was over. For the first time in
years the Nazis and the fears and apprehension, the
tension and all the anguish they stood for, seemed to
be forgotten. Except for the few officials at the quay-
side, there were no German soldiers to be seen. They
had gone. Dt. Ortmann had gone. ‘They were never to
see him again, although he was to write to them once
or twice after the war was over.

St. Peter Port market-place and every street leading
down to the quay swarmed with the happy people of
Guernsey. Like a scene from some wild, melodramatic
film, everyone ctowded forward, singing, as near to the
quayside as possible, everyone looking out to sea and
the warship. a

Marjorie and Nell managed eventually to reach the
quay, as the first of the soldiers jumped ashore. Arms
were fiung round his neck, strangers kissed him and
shook hir hand. Then the other soldiers jumped ashore
to receive the same wild, near-hysterical greeting. \

Marjorie reached out to one of them to take his
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hand and touch his khaki uniform. The soldiets strode
through the streets laughing and smiling, as people ran
after them, cheering, weeping with pent-up emotion
and shouting. They would have hoisted them to their
shoulders and chaired the soldiers like heroes through
the town, but there was no one in the crowd strong
enough to lift them up and support them.

And so jt went on, the islanders catching the presents
of cigarettes, sugar and chocolates thrown to them,
turning each item over and over in their hands as if
they were precious stones or pieces of gold.

Itogrew quieter as Marjorie and Nell made their way
back home, the shouting and cheering and the hubbub.
, of excitement fading farther and farther away.

 The Kommandant’s house was deserted. Like Dr.
Ortmann, most of the Nazi officers had gone. There
was only a faint noise to be heard from the canteen.

The sun had begun to sink, the distant murmur of
cheering mingled with the beat of the sea against the
shore in the distance. A sea-gull cried stridently as it
wheeled above, like a sound in a dream from another
wotld. .

The bold Nazi flag was no longer flying from the
flagpole opposite., Instead, slowly climbing the mast
of the house next door fluttered the Union Jack. As
Marjotie and Nell stood watching it fluttering in the
breeze they saw ‘Walrus Moustache’ walk out on to
1,:he flat roof of the canteen. He was alone. ,

/" He stood for a moment looking down towards the
town, shading his eyes against the last light of the sun.
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Then, suddenly, church bells pealed out clamorously
across thestown and as they rang, their notes were
echoed and re-echoed by the bells of all the churches
through the island. (

‘Walrus Moustache’ turned away. As he turned, he
looked down at Marjorie and Nell, as if seeing them
for the first time. Slowly he raised his hand in the Hitler
salute, and then he was gone. _

When she woke next morning, Marjorie could not
believe that she hadn’t been experiencing some
wonderful dream. She had gone to sleep with the
curtains drawn back, no need for the hideous black-
out now, and a bright sun was pushing its way through
the clouds. The first early morning chorus of birds had
already ended and the bedroom was quiet.

‘James! Good motning, James!” she called as she got
out of bed.

Usually James replied with a yawning, contentedly
sleepy squawk, one eye only half open, as Marjorie
drew aside the covering over his cage, sharp beak
cocked and his feathers all ruffled out in anticipation of
his morning bath.

This morning, there was no sound from the corner.

For a moment, Marjorie didn’t recognize the silence,
Puzzled, she went over and pulled back the covering,
James was lying on his side on the floor of. the cage.

At first, she could hardly believe he was dead. James
had become patt of the household. "He had lived
through the war, shating it with Nell and Matjorie
as if he were a human being. He had gone short of
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food when everyone else was short of food, and he
had shared in any unexpected windfall. Now, when
the hardest time was oirer,_and all fear ofsstarvation
had ended;. James had not lived to enjoy the good
times ahead. Then Marjorie realized he was neatly
seven years old. He had died of old age.

Spots of rain started to spatter on the windows.
Marjorie pulled herself together. Her reaction to shock
was to start doing something; she must get busy feed-
ing the other birds.

Birds come and go, that was what she was always
telling Nell.

But Marjorie, as she dressed hurriedly, knew that it
gwasn’t like that this time. James was different, he
always had been, with his strident squawk and his soft
little morning cock-crow.

‘Tll never forget you, James,” she whispered softly
as she picked him out of his cage and took him
downstairs to the garden.

Then she buried him quickly.

.
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Chapter Five

"

I

Guernsey had come to life again surprisingly quickly,
waking out of the wretched drag of pulling t_hrough
day after day, the slow, painful round of 11V1.ng and
working on so little food. Now, life was taking the
weeks and months in leaps and strides, eager. to prove
that God really was good and in his Heaven and all
was tight with the world.

It was strange to walk along the beaches without
glancing over one’s shoulder for fear of watching
Nazis. There was still the danger of mines, but not the
same sense of danger. There was just freedom.

Even the sea-gulls seemed to be ctying and shrieking

louder again as they wheeled up and down the cliffs,
searching for their nests,

Matjotie felt as if she wer
mare. As she walked around,
the cliffs, even between the
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thool, it was as if she were doing it all for the first
time. She found herself smiling at faces id the streets
because they wete full of vitality instead“of wearing

those half-dead expressions and sagging with fatigue

and hunger. : ;

For days after the arrival of the British watship and
the khaki-uniformed soldiers, thete were dances in
the narrow streets. Lights burned till late in the houses,
as families sat togethet, trying t& remember what there
had been to do before the war began.

As soon as food appeated in the shops, everyone
expected to eat and eat. The shopkeepets had expected
to be overwhelmed in the rush. But it hadn’t been like

that at ali. Instead, the people collected outside the

bakers and the grocers, the butchers and fish shops,
gazing in stupefied amazement at the food.
) remember one afternoon’ — Matjorie looks back on
the occasion with a smile — ‘rushing home breathlessly
from school. “Nell, come down to the town,”” I called.
“You must come. There’s bread there, shelves of it, all
fOrasale, e 22
Together she and Nell had hurried into the town, to
join the group standing outside the windows of the
baker’s shop, just Stating at the loaves upon loaves of
bread. Tn «the streets the children had been teating
down® the’ hated Nazi posters, and scatlet-lettered
‘verboten’ notices floated on the sea.
But there were some repercussions
that could not be stamped out so easily.
At school, at playtime, Matrjorie watched
- 61
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marching round the cobbled recreation-ground wav-
ing uprooted Nazi emblems and flags in a half-salute,

their childish voices barking orders to theit imaginary
troops. It didn’t mean much, but to Mar)orle it meant
another war 19 be fought. A war against the after-
effects of war which could be seen all around her.
Not only the physical harm the conditions under
which they had existed for so long must have caused,
especially to the growtag children, but the hatred and
bitterness which had been engendered, the hatred and
bitterness of those whose loved ones had died in
concentration-camps, or the anguish of wives whose
husbands had died, fighting the Nazis. :

Only the birds were the same. o

Marjorie was unable to give much time to wonder-
ing uneasily about the future; there was too rnuch
work to occupy her mind. War or peace, human bitter-
ness and hate notwithstanding, the birds still fell out
of their nests, still crouched sadly on the sands pecking
at the oil thick in their feathers. They still needed
Marjorie, and perhaps she needed them, to takecher
mind off the anxieties of the peace that lay ahead.

At any rate the island magic had soon begun to
work again. And the magic of the birds was working
more strongly than ever on Marjorie. She was con-
scious of a fresh power within her. She was i:evefiing in
the knowledge that now she could set about giving
them all the care and attention they really needed, but
which the dangers and restrictions of war had made
impossible.
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‘Matj,” Nell said to her one afternoon. ‘Have you
seen Alderney today? It’s not so misty and I could
just see it from the quay.” Nell’s voice had come float-
ing in above the hum of bees and the b1rd+song from
the sun-warmed garden.

‘No, I’ve not seen it — I’ve too muc‘f“ to do with the
birds.’ 7

Nell intezrupted her. “You must look It’s June now,
yet Alderney js covered with sng:w.’

Marjotie smiled to herself. Snow on Aldetney at
the beginning of June! What was Nell talking about?
That evening, she went down by the hatbour to see
for herself. In spite of having flatly disbelieved Nell,
che was dntrigued, although she wouldn’t have
admitted it for the world.

The evening was still and quiet. It was only a year
s1nce\>the war had finished, and Guernsey was still
copmg with the practical difficulties of war’s after-
math, sorting out the future, and trying to erase the
past. The streets were not yet busy with holiday-
makers as they had been and would be again in years
to come. Hardly any boats moved out on the water as
Martjorie looked away to Alderney in the east.

She stared hard. ¥t couldn’t be - she knew it couldn’t
be, but for.a moment she could almost have believed
that N2l was right, and that Alderney was covered
with snow. The little island rose in a gentle curve and
right along the top of the slope it was completely
white.

But as the pale evening sunshine bathed it, the island
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slopes didn’t dazzle and glitter like snow. If z.mythlng,
they looked duller where the sun glanced against them
— a shadowy, greying white. . 1

Then Murjorie smiled again as she had smiled to
herself when Nell had talked about snow on Aldetney.
She chuckled te: herself as she turned for home. Once
she looked baci towards Alderney, just a blurred
shadow on the ho:izon now that the sun fiad almost
set. %, ’

Her expression was gravely enigmatic. “You’ll need
me,’ she said aloud. ‘You’ll need me when the vsrinter
comes, and the storms, and the oil is a deadly scim, 2
filthy muck on the sea. ’ll be seeing some of you then,\k\
As she shut the front doot she called out to Nell: “Who
says there’s snow on Alderney?’ .

“Tea’s made - I saw it with my own eye:s,’A_Ne11
called back. J

If you did, then the snow you saw had avirss and
webbed feet and bright blue eyes,” Matjotie said, enjoy-
ing the situation as Nell looked at her in puzzlement.
“Those were gannets, not snow. When Alderney.was

left unoccupied duting the war the gannets must

have taken over,’ Matjorie went on, as she took 2
cup of tea and a bisc

uit. Nell was still staring at her
blankly.,

‘Gannets,” Nell said slowly. ‘Is that what théy are -
why, there must be thousands of, them —’ She broke
off, as if hearing for the first time what Matjotie had
just said. At the same time she found herself asking
the question which had been on her mind for some
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time, but which she had never come round to puttin
into words. ‘Do you mean i il K 'Pu g
Sy we’re sgll Keeping this
she said. T mean, the war is finishefl. There are
mc:re than thitty birds here —’ 7
thervnﬂilz: do you expect me to do witl them? Throw
s o the sea? And what about/ll the others that
stor%n ing to come to us? The gatiiiets oiled up in the
i b_s and the gulls beaten dow/n by the wind, and
the birds thrown out of their ests when they’ve only
just begun to live — what about all of them?’
qulci:iu had her answet befote she had bately put the
(it Olf)léttShe listened on in stupefied silence. She
Al er than to try to argue with Matjorie
Wa;l tsell you, this is only the beginning now,” Matjotie
na:'\rizymg CODﬁ‘tr’mng the worst fears that had been
brgifi;« ngk at Nell. ’I m going to take in all birds that are
thembl%;? us. 1’ll go out in the storms and look for
h . We've _already got a bit of 2 reputation as 2
ospital for birds. From now on, that’s what we are
going to be — the Bird Hospital”
5 l\rllnatlon‘e held out her cup for mote tea. Nell filled
Sﬁak:f}llaglng by a great effort of self-control not t0
A ther head hépelessly. She looked up and handed
" € eup, to see that Marjorie’s €yes had suddenly
Some misty.

) that a pity,” Marjotie said, ‘tha
o see it. He would have crowed Wi
Nell could only murmut assent.
Even Marjorie had no idea then
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With parties of children, families on holiday in Gueri:
sey, Americans and tourists from the Continent feix
tinually turhing up on the doorstep, sent by 5 i
guide-books'o see the famous hospital. She could n
foresee just hovr big the project would grow. X

All she knew “was that all her life there had bee
something that she. wanted to achieve. (

Ny I "

Marjorie and Nell had already been planning to leave
the house where they had lived during the war. In tﬂ
few weeks they would be moving to 2 sr'nall, neaé
detached bungalow at St. Peter’s, situated just aboveg
the beach on the north-west shore of the islarxd, be.IOVZ
Fort Saumarez. “We often regret coming here to IIVf,f
Marjorie was to say later. “We’re right .in the pathfo
the prevailing westerly gales. It’s no joke meg"lfig
fences at two a.m., which I’ve done more tha= -iice.

The storms would blow the roof off the long shed
which filled the gatden as well as the fence. '];he.re Wag
N0 conservatory at the new home so Matjotie a:nh
Nell put up this wooden structure, the inside of Wthd
was stacked with rows of cages, constructed from ol

cereal boxes and grocery cartons, fronted with lengths
of chicken-wire. :

“Though, of course, this isn’
tion provided,’ Matjorie says. :
my bedroom. At the moment I have twelve gaping
beaks ~ baby birds of various kinds rescued from the
Storm or from the quarries near by — which have to
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be filled every hour beginning at 5 a.m. until late at
night.’ f

The bungalow was promptly named ‘Bitjl Hospital’,
painted in large letters on the gate. Insidef'fﬁe shed the
sign was put up which had once been/painted in the
blacked-out consetvatory of other d2ys:

HERE SHALL NO EVIL T¢/UCH THEM.

On a table by the door steod 2 cupboard — the
medicine chest. Inside was ranged the strangest collec-
tion of medicines owned by any hospital.

‘Bottles of iodine and rum stood side by side, sus-
sounded by pots of Vick, and numerous reels of Sello-
tape. In one corner was propped a needle-case and
teels of tough, thin cotton. On the cupboard floor
weie stacked bags of meal and seeds and bitd-food.

Inbthe bungalow kitchen there was always a large
saucephz of fish on the boil over the cooker, and
several loaves of stale bread clutteting up the larder.
Otganization of a sort began to take over in time, and,
despite lack of money — Marjorie had to continue het
school-teaching to help towards funds — the B_1rd
Hospital became a going concetn, depending upon gifts
of food, Marjorie’s and Nell’s life-savings, and the
never-flagging efforts of its two founders who wete
also doctors and nutses, head cooks and bottle-washers.

SquaWking burst from all corners of ;he small,
yellow-painted bungalow that morning i September,
1945, as Marjorie settled down with her fifst dlgry,
like a ship’s log-book, ready to make her first entries.
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A green linnet had been brought in earlier that day
by some ctildren, after they had just managed to rescue
it from a at. Carefully Marjorie entered one more
bitd — that,made the total 42. She wondered what
would come wext, and just how far the resources of
accommodationgn the garden-shed would be able to
stretch. X

‘I never for a mGment imagined that in the years to
come thete were goxg to be more then a hundred
crowded into the cages at one time, and somehow,
miraculously, still room to spare.” As the years went
by the Bird Hospital averaged some 5oo patients
annually. q

Every day new birds came in, and heakhy birds,
tecovered from their injuries, were set free, There
were the great gannets, sometimes 20 Of 30 a siay,

after a bad storm, and the baby birds always cheé'ping
for their feed from five and sjx o’clock in the =S¢
Not many ye

ning.

ars elapsed before Matjorie knew that

she couldn’t catry on her school work and the birds
as well. And if one had to

. 80, it took no lengthy «dis-
cussion to decide which.

. With only the slightest
wistful glance back, Marjotie left schoo] and, helped

b.y her pension, Plus occasional dances and other func-
tions held to rajge funds, her

. whole day aad half the
night she gave to the birds, S
STt Wasn’t hard to heal them, it’s hardest when they’re
well and feady to fly away. Bven if 4 bird only stays a
couple of daYS., 1t becomes part of (he family, and say-
lng gOOd"b}/C 1§ quite an emotiona] business.’
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It was the arrivals that were exciting. The arrivals,
and the successes; the tiny baby birds that looked as
if nothing could ever keep them alive, #’-nd the sight
of them growing better as the days rassed. When
those first difficult few hours were’ safely over it
seemed hatd to believe that the tovih, scruffy fledge-
lings fighting each other over a ;-blt of food, could
ever have been on the point of Zéath.

“You’ll never gess whats'was brought in while
you wete in town,” Nell, her expression smug with
satisfaction, announced one day. “‘You’ve wanted
one for a long time,” she went on, as Matjotie followed
» her into the kitchen, impatient with curiosity.

Sitting in a cage on the kitchen table was the fattest
baby cuckoo Marjorie had ever seen.

“2“Where’d he come from? It’s so rare to actually see
ond’

A'corall boy had brought him in. Whatever nest
the cuckoo’s mother had found in which to lodge
him she had evidently gone about the job carelessly.
The bird had fallen into the roadway, and lay thete,
half-stunned, its mouth hopefully opening for food.

That night, Matjotie took Cuckoo — he never
became known by anothet name — to her room.

Early sext morning Marjorie got out of bed to
look in the cage. Cuckoo sat thete, fat and contented,
waiting for his foed. He was too young to feed him-
self, but he was old enough to know just how much
food he wanted. Whenever Marjorie went into the
room he sat looking at her, grey feathers ruffled out
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round him, the white flash gleaming on his head and
his beak wide open, showing the brilliant orange
colour insids.

He lookedsso big and beautiful that Matjorie found
herself gettingwinto the habit of popping into the
kitchen before gw\ing upstairs, so that whenever she
went into the bedri-om she had a tit-bit to thrust into
that wide, ever—opeﬁs‘beak. )

Other bitds were stilisoming and going, but Cuckoo
occupied Marjorie more and more.

‘However beautiful he was to look at, Cuckoo was
a bird of very little brain,” Martjorie recalls. “Which
undoubtedly accounted for the fact that he was afraid .
of nothing. If he had been free to fly round the house
he probably would have sat himself next to one of the
cats, as a friendly gesture. And he was lazy. He sat 4n
his perch all day, eating and sleeping and squeakingt.’

He was too young to utter his famous and Sniliar
‘cuckoo’, although Matjotie tried to persuade him to
petform by chanting the noise in his ear whenever
she was near him. Instead, he just sat happily munch-
ing meal-worms and rough bits and pieces from the
garden, blinking his bright eyes and growing fatter
and sleeker as the days went by,

I’s all very ,WCH,’ Nell groaned, putting her head
round Matjorie’s bedroom door one day. “Whenever
you'te wanted, you’te always up. here ‘cuckooing’
to that bird. There’s 2 man downstairs with 2 large
basket ~ says he wants to see you. I think he’s one of
the fishermen from the harbour.
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Reluctantly Matjorie gave Cuckoo one last worm
and hurried downstaits. z\

On the doorstep stood a tall man with/a weathet-
beaten face, his worn navy guetnsey makirg him look
broader and bigger than ever. At his fect was a large
wicker basket. A

“What is it? Another gannet?”

‘I’ll be a surprise for you,” #ne fisherman said,
shaking his head. “This one, Hliss Ozanne, T’ll bet
you’ve never had before. Be in all the papets to-
MOLIOow, you see .

She glanced at h1m sceptically. There were few
hirds that she hadn’t handled at some time or other
during the last years. She bent and opened the basket.

Inside, lying exhausted against the wicker sides,
alminst dead with fatigue, was one of the most attrac-
tive-*poking birds she had ever seen.

It wendt brilliantly colouted, or unusually shaped,
but it possessed an oddly dignified personality, even
in its present state, that gave it an extraordinary
appeal. It had the appearance of a small black statling.

But Marjorie remembered that white rump and
forked tail. ‘T haven’t seen one like that since the time
the Nazis arrived,”she said.

Marjotie stared at the new arrival, completely
fascinated, ‘while at the same time her heart went out
to it, it was obyiously so near to death.

‘Fell on the deck of a fishing-boat this “afternoon,
it did. Exhausted itself flying, and then got caught
in the rigging.” The fisherman paused to give
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full dramatic effect, as he went on. ‘It’s a Leach’s
Petrel’ @ -

For a fetr minutes after the man had gone Marjotie
stood on ihe step, gazing at the bird. This was
admittedly mute exciting than Cuckoo. A tame cuckoo
was ratre enou:g\h, but Marjotie had only heard of a
Leach’s Petrel on-2 before.

It was scatcely litger than a crow, and yet, like the
previous bitd, it possessed all the grace of a sea-bird.
It’s wings were a smudgy, sooty black, very similar
to the species of Stormy Petrels, affectionately ,m'Ck'
named ‘Mother Catey’s Chickens’ by the sailors.” ‘

‘Stormy Petrels are seen quite often by the mails
boats,” Marjorie explained to Nell that evening, as
she fed the exhausted bird on some bread-sops afld
fum-and-milk, ‘but we hardly ever see one of these?

The little bird trembled in her hand, and she gantly
smoothed the ruffled black feathers and laid.it down
on a bed of straw for the night. Contented and quite

calm, it lay still. Like all the othet birds, it had no feat
of Matjorie.

For the next few days, Matjorie’s attention was torn
between the two favourites. While the gulls squawked
in the pen in the gatden, and the smaller birds cheeped

incessantly in the shed, Cuckoo and the.Ieach’s Petrel

were showered with alternate affection 7 gl

The latest patient grevw stronger every day. Soon

it began screeching raucously for food and gulping
down fish-pieces straight from Matjotie’s hand as
soon as she held them out. The damage to its wing
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where it had been caught against the rigging was
almost healed, and now the bird was strpng enough
to wriggle protestingly as its body was firtaly pinioned
and iodide rubbed into the totn flesh beneath the
ragged feathets.

Cuckoo squeaked dismally in the bzdroom, jealously
watching the door, ready to dovz1 a meal-worm as
soon as Matjorie appeated rouns. the door, dangling
one temptingly from het fingets. He was fat and strong.
The winter, when he should have migrated, had come
and gone and he had weatheted the cold petfectly.

_If was almost Easter, and Matjotic had finally
~given up trying to get the bird to ‘cuckoo’. As she
l}ad already observed, it had very little brain. What
l{ttle it had was more than fully occupied with eating
tizal-worms and sleeping and eating groundsel.
Marjorie had not yet reached 2 decision about
Cuckeg’s, sex. In all the books about birds she had
read it said that the male birds ‘cuckoo’, and the hens
make a bubbling noise. Since Cuckoo neither ‘cuc-
%{O:OCd’, not bubbled, but spent his ot het time squeak-
Ing softly and preening its glorious sleck tail-feathets,
Its sex was still something of a mystety-
: The winter of 1949 should have been the worst
time for Guckoo, but the first cold months of the neW
year had safely come and gone. Then, in MaICh’ e
went off his food. «
Matjotie would dangle 2
@det his beak, but he would tutfl his
St th;nﬂy in his cage. Instead of diving ot
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she opened the cage door and put some food on the
floor, he stayed dismally inside. N

In the excitement of tending to the petrel, Marjotie
pushed aside her worties about Cuckoo, fetling sure
he’d be bettet’ soon. There was so much excitement
over the new strength the little petrel was finding.

Then, one morniag, Cuckoo was dead.

‘But Nell, what ¢id I do? What could hzve killed
him?’ 5 "

Matjorie stood gazing at the broad, sleek-feathered
little bitd, lying on the bottom of the cage, unabl? to
believe that Cuckoo would never again hop out on to

her finger, as he always used to when she called his:

name. @«

“There’s only one thing to do,” she told Nell detef-
minedly. “In case I ever have another one, I must firid
out what I did wrong, however horrible it will be to
know.’ .

The poor Cuckoo was packed up and sent off to 2
London veterinary surgeon for a post-mortem.

For the next few days, Marjorie thought sadly
about the little bird she had lost. Tt was as bad as the
day James died. She kept wanting to call ‘Cuckoo’,
and hFat the little squeaking responise. Instead there
Was silence, and she would hurry downstairs to sec

h(?W the petrel was coming along and occupy her
mind and energies on the other birds.

Then the letter came from London.
To her shocked dismay Matjotrie learned that
Cuckoo ~ who was a he - had been killed by kindness.
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He had died from an overdose of meal-worms, the
fat of which had affected his liver. Matjosie thought
with a bitter kind of sadness of the pleasute it had
been to set Cuckoo greedily stretching out his beak
for food, and preening his plump, gleaming chest
afterwards.

‘He was such a lovely bird,” she said wistfully to
Nell. ‘Buts the next one, if ever asother cuckoo does
!and on us, i3 going to stay as,scraggy s I can keep
it — because I a7 going to keep it.” '

But the Leach’s Petrel almost made up for Cuckoo’s
absefice. Tt strutted round the pen in the garden,
mingling with the other sea-birds and making 00
attempt to fly away, though its feathers had grown
over the rough teats on its back. Many people called
in"io look at it, never having heard of the bird before.

Ite eyes continued to become glintingly bright,
and itsbeak all ready for food. Matjotie, who began
glancing at the sky and checking with the weather
forecasts, knew that it must go.
~ Pm sure there’ll be a storm 00D, Nell. T can feel
It coming. I’'m getting a bit anxious for the petrel.
If I let him off now he can go before the stofm blows
up. Besides, he miust go sometime, he’ll be getting
too tame.’ L )

NelP sofided — she was holding the sooty bitd
tightly while she smoothed away the last p1eces Of
iodine and cotton wool from the gleamirl® feathers.
Then she handed him to Marjorie.

The sky had, as Marjotie predicte
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and dull, a factor which somehow seemed to make
the situation rather worse than if the sun had bffe,ﬁ
shining. The bird nestled trustingly into Matjotie’s
hands as she hurried off with it towatds the sea. Sl_le
was talking softly to it all the time, as she always did
before setting a bird free. :

People passed, some looking cutiously at the little
woman with her mop of grey hair and weather-beaten
face, clutching a strange bird and talking away to
hetself. But Marjotie rarely cared what other people
thought of her. The Leach’s Petrel was calm, SO?'fhef1
by the voice constantly talking to him. He wasn't
frightened, which was all Marjorie cared about.

She walked out a short way towards the sea, actoss

the rocks and the shingle. Then she let the bird StEp
slowly off her hands on to the beach. This was H6W
she had let the war-time Leach’s Petrel take its free-
dom. How different the world had seemed then. Then,
she temembered, a Nazi war-plane had zoomed across
the sky. Marjotie had wondered how the petrel would
fare as it flew into the skies whete so much death-and
destruction stalked.
Now she watched this other bird, as for a moment
stood completely still, the black feathers ruffling
gently in the wind. Then he strutted forwaed a couple
of steps, fluttering his wings expetimentally. Within 2
second the petrel was in the air, -

Vety low down, just above Marjorie’s hand, the
bitd wheeled tound a couple of times, swooping neat
to her. Then it was gone, flying strongly away until it
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Hand-feeding for this crow, still
suffering from an attack by a cat

d




0
Vee,a sea-gull reared
by Marjorie Ozanne
from the nest, seems
disinterested in this
offering qf fish. The

siamese cat is a stray

(@) .

®
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Marjorie Ozanne does not
confine her work "solely to
birds. She saved this spaniel,
Toby, from being destroyed




was just a speck in the distance. Matjorie stood vfatchci
ing from the rocks, waving good-bye. Then she sighe
and turned for home. _
Above the noise of the sea the wind began to whistle
cetily through the island. As darkness came, clouds

sailed angtily across the white half moon. The storm
- Was rising, :
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Cl bhapter Six

That night the rain came, teating through the 1&19.0];1‘;
driven through barn doors and cottage windows "
the furious gale. The trees bent over double: against t ccl
mad wrenching of the wind, while the rain streame
down glass-house windows, beating a frenzied tattpo
on the roofs. .

The lightning flashes through the bedroom window
woke Matjorie. She lay for 2 moment, trying to collect
her thoughts. Then thunder crashed overhead, and
she shuddered and huddled farther down into the
bedclothes.

But the night was hot and close. It was impossible
to sleep, with the chaos of noise and sense of upheﬂVﬁll
and impending disaster 2]] around. And because it
was impossible to sleep, Matjotie could not stop
herself thinking of the birds. il

There were always birds hurt in.a storm. Sometimes
a gull was peaten down by a cuff of wind. Sometimes
it was a gannet, already heavy with the oj] in its
teathers, collected from the wake of mail-boat. With
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the driving rain its wings woul
logged it would be unabl% to fly. i e i
noi?d;lur_l;lu'cky birds might be on some rocky beach
o , huddling down against the incoming tide,
MYlf}g to escape the lashing of the wind and rain.
Wiilrllone Cquldn’t thin%{ about the prospect any longer
bt gu'i doing something to help. She ctept out of bed
Iresspd as quietly as she could, putting on a couple
of thlé{lg"swea,ters and a tough gilskin macintosh.
X S}}fﬁ”madt.: her way softly downstaits and collected
: Pli?y of high wellington boots to put on over her
ey The clouds were so black that there was hardly
iny light from the moon, and at the last minute she
grabbed mp a hutricane-lamp. She lit it and tutrned
towards the door, ready to meet the storm.

Already there were lights on in several houses, as
people woke and realized that the storm had broken.
Matjosie had to use all her strength to stay on her feet
as she battled her way to the shore, fighting against the
drenching rain.

No need to reach the shore to see
they were crashing up against the
open jaws, gaping for a second as th
reached its peak 4nd then rolling over
crash, sending a sheet of spray battering against the
stone ‘walls of the fishermen’s cottages.

Families were apxiously lining their windows and
inOIS with paper and sandbags. Each tinie the waves
just missed the top of the sea-wall, but the tide hadn’t

yet reached its height.

the waves. Already
sea-wall, like great
e crest of the wave
to fall with 2
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On a sheltered part of the shore, a couple of ﬁshf:r-
men wete just beaching their boat, half-filled with
watet. ‘They shouted to Matjotie as her storm-lantern
flashed across the beach. e 08

It’s going over tonight,” they called, pointing
towatds the wall, hardly visible behind 2 giant wave.
The foam from the lacy edge just made the top of the
heavy cement bricks and trickled over the qther side,
on to the sea-road. . : \

Matjotie strode along the beach until she riached
the patts where it had already become impasx‘*’ilble-
There were no birds in sight. She retraced her steps,
searching the crevices in the rocks more -carefully}
shining the light into the recesses where gulls huddled
here and there, waiting until the wind died down. ¢

As she reached one clump of rocks, the storti-
lantern shone fully on a large gannet, sitting part%}’
sheltered from the rain. Even in the shadows, Mz=tjotie
could see the heavy droop of his wings, and the dull
patchy matks on his feathers where the oil was cling-
ing. Every now and then the gannet pecked and pulled
at his feathers, trying to clear them from the sticky
tar. Matjorie knew that if the desperate bird got much
mote oil inside him he would soon be dead.

The rocks were slippety now, shining with seaweed
as well as the rain and sea, As steadily as she’ coufid she
ay round the front pf the bird, block-
ing his flight towards the sea. If he tan, he would run
towards the water, and on 2 night like this, Marjorie
knew she wouldn’t haye much chance of catching him.
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Already he was eyeing het suspiciously. He half-
flapped his great wings once ot twice, but they were
-made clumsy by the heavy tar. He was a good six
inches tallér than a goose, his wing-span broader than
the height of an average man.

Then Matjotie had put down her storm-lantern,
caught the gannet firmly round his wings, tucked his
body under her arm, shoved his head in a large sack,
picked :4p het lantern again and turned for home. One
ganne/ was enough to deal with at 2 time.

Shis turned to look back at the cottages. Windows
were cracked by the showers of pebbles flying against
them, caught in the body of the waves. Relentlessly
the sea was pressing on. At times the waves wefe o)
%l(i}gh that the cottages were almost covered. Water ran
lf} torrents through the gutters and down the drain-
pipes, filling the rain-butts with sea-watet.

As Marjorie came nearer home she could see a light
on in the back of the bungalow. Nell would be up
making tea. The gannet suddenly gave 2 determined
wtiggle as Marjotie stood and dripped on the dootstep,
but she held on to it. Nell took the gannet and pushed
Matjorie outside again.

‘Hurty up back again to dry out. There’s a couple
more gannets,been brought in since I got up. They’te
sitting by the fire drying off. This one can join them.”

Nell shut the doot quickly as Matjotie disappear.ed
into the rain. The black, blustery night was just begin-
ning to break into a nightmarish gtey dawn.

As she went back to the shote, Matrjotie saw figutres
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trying to mend the first breach in the sea-wall. Half a
dozen men, in oilsking and sou’westers, were
struggling with sandbags and ballast. Before they
began they must have known that the task was impos-
sible. The whole wall must soon crumble under the
constant weight of the water. Already in places the
sand and seaweed was piling in drifts across the roads,
banking up against the sides of the cottages. ;
atjotie came across a razorbill, battered' against
the rocks by the wind. Its glossy black feathert were
torn and the white plumage under its throat and Wings
Wwas matted with sea-water and gritty sand. As Sh?
bent to pick it up it pecked at her hand half-heartedly
with its strange, flattened hook beak and then let het
hold it carefully, resting quite calmly in her firm,
steadying grasp. ,

It was a sad dawn., Marjorie walked slowly home,
exhausted after battling for a couple of howrs,«gainst
- the storm. A strange yellowish gleam spread across

the sky, as black clouds raced across the island. It
Was still raining so hard that it was difficult to €€
far. Houses and trees were just blurred smudges, pin-
pointed by the occasiona] light, or a flash of lightning

which suddenly illuminated the scene for 2 moment.
Slowly the

calm. Dowﬁ: on the beach they said it would be over
the wall again when the tide turned back.
fue to her word, Nell had the kettle on the boil,
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ready to make tea the moment Marjorie appeared,
dripping pools of water across the hall. She paddled
out of her boots and shook her oilskin outside the
door. ;

‘We’d better drink the tea out here,” Nell called.
“You’ll see what I mean.’

R}lbbing her hands, trying to warm her finget-tips,
Marjorie hurried into the front sitting-room where the
fite waz’already blazing warmly.

No*/ that there was any room for Marjorie in front
of the hearth. Surrounding the fire were three large
gannets, a smug, self-important looking little guille-
mot, in appearance rather like a staid, eldetly penguin,
and twoepuffins, hungrily snapping their big beaks
open and shut. Cosy and snug, and vetry pleased with
themselves, they sat blinking in the heat, warming
their soaking feathers to the roots. Huddled into 2
cornets,almost out of the range of the fire’s warmth,
curled two cats. They looked cold and uncomfortable,
though not unduly disturbed by the presence of the
bedraggled birds that had annexed the warm hearth.

Marjorie leaned over the puffins and felt their
feathers. They were still very wet and cold. The news-
paper they stood on was almost soaked through.
F etching a lasge, strong pair of scissots, she carefully
began to’clear some of the oil from the gannets’
feathers. T rE

Years ago, when she had fir
clean the birds free of oil, Matj
washed their feathers. But all the time sh
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their bodies shivering with the cold, while it had never
been possible to clear the oil completely. 4

Now, while Nell held each bird firmly, she caref Ly
cut away the oiled feathers. Underneath, the'soft Wl’{lt:
feathers were exposed, like 2 fluffy cotton-wool wais
coat. As each bird was cleaned, the others Wa}.lted in an
otderly crowd, like patients in a doctor’s waiting-room,
eyeing each other cutiously. 5
yBu% the gannets weren’t always as docile..as the
smaller birds. It took all Nell’s strength to hol “{\them
still, and all Matjotie’s tact and coaxing to keep ‘f.hem
calm, , .

They were fierce bitds, used to fending for themd
selves. Their cold blue eyes darted backwa'_rds an
forwards round the room, as they flexed their wings
impatiently, anxious to be free and able to fly agaitl.

They wete used to the freedom of the sea, ﬂ}’mz%;
high above the water, watching for the mowemen
of fish, the glint of thejr scales beneath the surfacéz
Then they would close their tremendous wings an
swoop like a dart to catch the fish with an unmet.Ilg
precision, eating it while submerged then treading
water until they surfaced again,

It was strange to see those shatp eyes and shatp
beaks now, as the birds sa snugly round tke fire, the
centre of such a domesticated scene., i

For a second Matjotie took her £yes off the gannet

she was cledning to pull back one of the puffins from
scotching himself before the fire,
‘Look out . ,

7 But Nell’s warning came an instant
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to s
M:r'lz‘? ’The gannet jerked his powerful beak out of
T]h ie’s hand and lunged towards het face.
e O:hne?ft.mome-nt, the bird was calm again. Seeing
. Seemeecilc t’zlids still .squatting quietly round the fire
ec i ’
Sismiiger throcr)lg.:r its nerve and strutted quietly ovet
B
inchut tie damage was done. Matjorie felt the two-
A O%lﬁf i acquoss her cheek beginning to bleed as Nell
batheA_,Elie(ix; to,, uenl;l.‘cchen for a howl of clean water to
‘Surves i :
you right for bein ank ab irds,’
Nelf ori g a crank about birds,
. zgngfilnned as she dealt with the gash. Nell had done
Capabi; i\r/;lbl_e amount of nursing and was quick and
. Marjori i i
Sénile ko u]((:)}ile smiled back ruefully, but it hutt to
doe}s{en didn’t k}now me, that’s why he snapped. But he
o ;N: He’ll not do it again,” Marjorie said con-
tin'1reh]egre was no more sleep that night. It was breakfast-
. Efore they had finished cleaning the bitds. By
= Eht e old-stagers in the garden were all squawking
g lelr foo.d. The storm still beat strongly against
MS and, with little sign of abating.
& atjozie sighed. Thete would be p
<I>u%ht in before the storm ended.
8rot Wou.ld take some time for th
s w again on the. shorn sea-bitds.
buopposue cornets of the shed, whi
. tsting point with all the birds from t
was impossible to leave them out there §
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only by the tough garden netting which was already
bent and torn by the howling wind. ¥
The storm raged for three long days, t?en eve A
tually it blew itself out, dying down sufluenly tih .
gentle murmur. The waves receded wearily fi:omf ll
Coast, as if, like the islanders, they were spent of 2
energy. .
Sogny;e twenty birds a day were brough.t ing f)‘ne afiief
the other, as people found them ﬂounflerl,ng hex_;?lessnyzi
blown along the beach. Every evening they S§Cihe
dripped and ruffled their wet feathers in front 7:.heir
fire, while Matjorie and Nell bathed and bandaged t 1
torn wings or legs and cleaned and dried them of the 001;
The cats had given up the unequal fight..Once s
twice they had tried to push in and claim a fron‘{ Seﬁi;
warming themselves in the blaze, but soon their

Was so bedraggled from the water dripping on to them

~urled
from the birds’ wings that they gave up and.cutle
disgustedly in an e

asy chair, sprawled actoss each othef,

making a great show of trying to keep warm. o

Meanwhile, a5 the birds grew stronger, the squa .

bling and Squawking became rowdier. Instead Od
queueing in orderly fashion for their treatment an

food the gannets pushed each other out of the WaZ;
grabbing at the fish from Marjorie’s hand. If:she hadn

watched out for them the smaller birds would have
caten nothing at 4],

The razoibil]
beginning to gl
Coat where hig

) : " e
Was stronger now. His feathers chlei
€am again and the white fluffy unde :
wings had been cleaned of tar wa
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beginning to toughen. New feathers were already
growing in place of the old ones.

When Matjorie appeared at the pen the razorbill
was alway among the first to come jostling towards
her, pushing his long, hooked beak through the wire-
netting in his eagerness to peck her hand and trying to
get hold of some food. :

It’s the same whether it’s peace Of war,” Marjorie
says. “Tnere’s always the samg problems, always the
same siights of anxiety when new babies ate brought
In, 2ad it’s touch and go whether they’ll live. It all
goes on, regardless of what’s happening in the wotld .
outside. War or peace, tiots or strikes, atom-bombs,
H-bombs; no matter what — the birds live and suffer,
and die, in their own wotld.’
~ While the storm-hit birds gtew Sstr
islanders set about clearing up the debris and chaos
left if¢heswake of the storm.

Hardly any of the sea-wall was left standing. Pebbles
'fmd seaweed stretched scattered along the road, where
1t had been swept to the side, in a hasty attempt to
clear up. Broken cottage windows wetre boarded up-
The small fishing-boats put out safely from the shore,
and life returned fo the usual routine.

The Bird Hospital’s list added up to OVet & hundred
birds now, They were coming and going all the time.
Matjorie knew soon she would have to say good-bye
to the little razorbill, but she was beconiing used t0
saying good-bye to the birds she loved best.

Winter was beginning, the sun Wwas losing 1ts
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brilliance and as it became paler the wind grew more
icy. The salt air stung harshly, instead of warming
and tanning the gnatled sea-faces that wete so used to
these yeatly transitions. v "

It was quite cold on the motning when Marjorie
buttoned her thick overcoat round under her chin
and went into the garden to collect the razorbill,

He came tunning across the pen towards her. She
temembered the time when he had first huddleaclose to
her hands, dangerously frightened, and then gré}\duaﬂy
calm. He had been bedraggled and scared then. '%\TOW
he was healthy and well and eagetr to be out among
the waves and the fish and the other sea-birds. :

Catefully Marjorie scooped him up in her thick-
gloved hands. He didn’t struggle. He was too used to
her touch. His bright eyes peered cutiously to right
and left as Matjorie hurried with him out into the road
to the beach. Softly, she whispered and chatted-to the
bird, as she had with the Leach’s Petrel and the othet
birds she freed week by week.

The beach was almost deserted. Only a couple of
men collecting seaweed glanced casually across to-
wards Matjotie and then went on with their search,
working farther and farther along the beach. She
stood still 2 moment. Fondly she stroked. the little
white shért under the razotbill’s beak. Then she felt
his body tremble as the wind brushed his feathers. It
Was a shivefof €aget excitement, not of fear.,

‘Away you 80 then. Take cate this time . ,

Marjorie bent down and opened her hands. Very
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slowly the bird stepped on to the stony sand. Then he
stood, looking round and taking in the salt taste of
freedom.

Quickly*Matjotie turned and began walking back
up the beach. Once she let 2 bitd go, it had gone, and
there was nothing more to be done. It was better to g0o
back quickly than to wait and watch and wish that the
bird was ¢till in her care.

{ She guve a glance back. What she saw made her stop
1n her tracks.

The tazobill had followed her tight back up the
beach, waddling as fast as his ungainly webbed feet
Could carry him. He was detetmined not to be left
behind, alone on the beach.

‘There was only one thing to do.
him up again, took him firmly back to the edge of the
beach, where some rocks rose high out of the watet,
set hita dawn, and then ran back up the beach.

This time there was no turning back to glance

behind her,

All lunch-time, Matjotie wondered what had hap-
pened to the razorbill. Usually when a0y of the birds
Wete set free they flew up into the sky, oL oVet th;
sea without even % backward glance. Often she ha
Wished that they would just linger 2 moment ot tWO
but 10w she was thankful that they hadn’t. T{}e n;?:t;
Ing way the razorbill had automatically fopowed het
het up the beach was all she could thialiGHEEs

‘ . ent
I must go back, Nell. Just to make sute he W
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off all right. I’ll have to know he’s gone before I can
stop thinking about him . . .’

Nell helped Marjotie on with her coat and prepared
to see to the birds’ dinner herself. ‘

At first Marjorie thought the beach was empty. It
stretched endlessly, with no one in sight. The tide was
gradually coming in, almost coveting the rocks that
had seemed so high in the motning. %

Putting her hand to her eyes, Marjotie lodked out
towatds the rocks where she had last left the razorbill.
As she looked she saw 2 distant speck dive off one of
them and into the sea.

Although it was too far away to see much, Marjoric
knew who it was. e

As it swam nearer the shore, the bird surfaced. Thgn
it rose into the air and circled above Matjorie’s head.
She realized too late what was going to happen. .

Resolutely turning her back on the bird; just as 1t
alighted on the beach, Matjorie dashed towards the
road. This was her penalty for being too soft-hearted.

I tan and ran. All the time T knew the razosbill
Was sute to be somewhere behind me. I ran until I
reached the road, until T was quite out of breath. If
only, I thought, the blessed razorbill had enough
sense to swim away again, or to fly far out te the rocks,
just to lose sight of me . . .’ L

At length she reached home, Only then did she
turn at the gate and look back. No razotbill. She gave
an exhausted sigh of relief and staggered indoors.

She never saw the razorbill again.
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Chapter Seven

I

‘How can they be so cruel?” At first Marjotie thought
1t must have been boys out for some sadistic fun, as
very gently she picked up the little pigeon from the
roadside and wrapped him in 2 handkerchief. Muttez-
Ing dire and angry imprecations against demon b(?YS
Who torture birds for amusement, she examined him.
He was just alive.

If we can keep him alive, Marjotie said to Nell
When she reached home, ‘I shall call him Pidgie.’
Thc.:re wasa far-away look in her eye. She was rffmem-
beting the first Pidgie, dyed black and kept It 55
toof, looking like,a cross between 2 blackblhrd and
3 ctow. Dear little Pidgie who had kept*up his ma
querade so cleverly, never forgetting himself and
“Mitting a single coo whenever any Nazis were around.
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At the end of the war Pidgie had been released and
flown safely away. Now, here was another one, but
this time thete would be no need to dye him, for fear
of having his tiny neck wrung by a Nazi suldiet.

Marjotie realized she had made a mistake, blaming
ctuel boys for Pidgie Two’s wounds. He had been
lying beneath his nest, bloody and near to death. He
was bately three weeks old. She and Nell had seen the
nest being built; they had watched the single tiny
fledgeling since the first day it was born.

Matjotie had looked more closely at the injuries
all over the pigeon’s thinly feathered body and realized
that the wounds had been made by the beaks of other
pigeons.

She had observed this sort of thing before. Pigeons
could be very cruel. If, for some reason best known to
themselves, the parents took a dislike to a pigeon when
it was young, they would peck it to pieces or thoow it
out of the nest before it was strong enough to defend
itself.

Washing the blood away from his torn feathers,
Marjorie could see that there was hardly a part of the
pitifully tiny body that hadn’t suffered in some way.
It was a marvel that she could still feel the flicker of life
as she held him. UL

As he began to recover, Marjotrie bound up one of
his legs tirmly with Sellotape to act as a firm splint and
carefully smoothed some iodine into the wounds.
Then, between them, she and Nell coaxed the little
bitd to drink some warm milk.
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It had recovered quite noticeably even within this
first hour. Wearily it raised its head, trying to help
the milk trickle down its throat. Marjorie watched.
Then she snorted: “That’s not going to do him any
good — look at his gullet.” It was the thrush which
had been brought to her during the war with its
throat shot half away by gunshot all over again.
Remembering how she had dealt with the thrush then,
Marjorie was quickly rummaging for her thinnest
needle. The milk continued to tun out of the jagged
tear in the bird’s throat. While Nell mopped up the
drogs of milk trickling down his front, Marjorie was

-2t the medicine cupboard looking for some fine nylon

thread. Then deftly and gently, she began sewing up
the long slit.

° All through the operation Pidgie Two lay quite
still. His eyes remained shut and his body didn’t
flinch. He was hardly conscious enough to feel any
pain and Marjorie was so used to stitching birds
together and did the whole thing so speedily that the
operation was almost painless.

‘When it was finished, Nell fetched a shoe-box from
het bedroom and I laid the patient gently inside. Then
I pressed some more milk between his closed beak.
Slowly hig beak opened and he began to drink the
milk. As ke drank the food seemed to give him almost
immediate strength The old needle and thtead had
done its job again.’ y

Pidgie Two stayed in his shoe-box for the next
month. He accepted love and catre and attention with
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what could have been gratitude, but which could
equally well have been the grace of a well-bred bird
who knew what respect was due to him.

He ate all the food that came his way as soon as
he was well enough and old enough to digest solid
food propetly, then very quickly he began to grow
fat.

The wounds healed on his body and soon there
were only a few tiny scars, where the feathers ruffled
unevenly, to show that he had ever been hurt. After
three weeks Marjorie cut the splint of Sellotape from
his spindly leg, exposing the regular pink rings*sur-
rounding his claws and leg. There was not a scar oz
sign to show where the bone had been broken. Pidgie
Two hopped contentedly round the sitting-room sut-
veying the warm fire and the other birds that weie
occasionally brought in to share the warmth with
him. He had no idea that a battle royal was ensuing
outside the door as the inevitable odd cat fought to
come in and Marjorie fought to keep it out. Pidgie
Two just sat in contemplation and preened himself and
puffed out his plump chest and waited for the next
tit-bit of food to come his way.

Pidgie T'wo was well; he had also established himself
as a2 new member of the Bird Hospital family.

But he soon had to get used to sharing Marjorie
with the other birds. They wete always demanding
attention. Either youngsters needing food, or a new
bird arriving to be cleaned and patched up.

Marjorie’s day was never-ending. It began when
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first light filtered through the greyness of the very
early morning and the first piping notes of the dawn
chorus rang haltingly in the trees, even before the
sun was up over the restless sea. It ended only when
the last birds were fed, and all around beaks were
sinking into contented chests, feathers were ruffling
out in sleep and dusk had long ago tutned into the
blackness of night.

Marjorie has no other memories but these. “That
was how it went on. Day afteraday, never quite know-
ing what was coming next. Never knowing who was
going t6 arrive on the doorstep or when the telephone
hell was going to ring announcing the next patient.
And it’s the same now as it was then.’

That was how it was one quiet, lazy June Sunday
afternoon when it was too warm to do much but lie
and think. Think about the weather; about the sand
and the sea; and perhaps about work to be done
when tle Sun began to go down and the evening was
cool.

The telephone rang, harshly cutting in on the lazy
beatitude of the afternoon.

Marjorie pulled herself out of a deck-chair where
she had been half asleep, with one eye watching the
gulls and the gannets waddling up and down in their
Peicscn 5ot

‘Miss Ozanne?’ It was a small boy’s veice. He
sounded agitated. °

‘Yes. What’s the matter?’

“You must come quickly. It’s Bobby and me and

925
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the gang.” She knew the boy and some of his com-
panions by sight and by name. She knew the place he
was phoning from as he went on breathlessly. ‘We’re
on Lancresse. We’ve got a bird here; we think he’s a
shag. Had some stones thrown at him. He’s a bit of
a mess; please come quick, Miss Ozanne, we don’t
know what to do.’

“You just sit tight and wait for me.” As she spoke
Marjotie was making a mental note of all she would
need. T’ll be there in twenty minutes — znd mind you
boys keep him safe.’

There was a short pause. ‘And, Miss Ozahne,— if
you could bring some sticking-plaster? Had a bit of g
fight ourselves.’

She had heard the story so often before. There were
good and bad on the island - she knew what to expegt
when she atrived on the beach at Lanctesse.

The beach swarmed with holiday-makers, lying flat
with newspapers and sunhats over their fices, sun-
bathing and making the most of the warm weather.
Fatther along, the groups thinned out and only one
ot two people clambered across the slippety rocks,
making their way up to the road.

On a wooden bench where the beach met the road
sat half a dozen small boys, clutching a bird.

If the bird looked the worse for wear, . the, boys
cettainly looked as bad. One of them had a black eye,
and a grubby handkerchief held t6 a cut on his lip.
The others were covered with sand and seaweed slime,
their hands and knees grazed and scratched. With their

96 -



hair over their eyes they looked a real bunch of
ragamuflins.

“What happened?” Marjorie asked them.

In bits and pieces, told first by one, then anothet,
the story was completed. The boys had been walking
along when they saw some boys about their own age
throwing stones towards a crevice in one of the high
rocks. It had happened so many times before that they
knew exactly what was gomg on without stopping to
ask. o

When they called to the boys to stop, they were
justslaughed at, and a few mote stones hurtled on their
way to the small crevice. As they came nearer they
could see the tall, ragged-looking black bird, huddling
against the rock, trying to escape the vicious death-
dealing stones as they came flying towatrds him.

The fight that followed didn’t last long. Just long
enough for a good many cuts and bruises to be sus-
tained 8n both sides. The boys found stoning a bird
a much more congenial form of amusement than fight-
ing boys their own age and size. They soon ran off,
back along the beach, hurtling a few pebbles behind
them as they went.

The shag was so battered and dazed that it didn’t
take the boys long to coax it down, pick it up between
themoeand take it to the seat. It sat there blinking its
big round eyes, still shivering slightly with shock,
one wing hanging loosely against the side of its
ungainly body. It stood almost three feet high, but
it was so numb with fright that it had been easy fot
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the boys to keep it under control while Matjorie was
sent for.

She took George home, and the family grew again.

There was no reason for calling him George, ‘except
that he looked like George,” Matjotie says.

He was a strange-looking bird. ‘He always reminded
me of my idea of the island witches, and theit black
bats and pig’s blood bubbling in their cauldrons.’

George was black and his Jlong neck hooked back-
watds and pointed upwards to his long} bent beak.
With his distraught crest of spiky black feathers he
looked as if he were suffering from a permanent attack
of indigestion. As he waddled towards her, with his
big, ungainly-webbed feet flapping outwards, he never
failed to make Marjorie laugh.

But there was not much to laugh at when he firs¢
came to the Bird Hospital. His body was bruised all
over and his wing badly torn. His round, penetrating
eyes, instead of being bright and mtelhgem were
dulled with pain.

Carefully Matjorie cleaned and bathed his feathers,
wiping the blood away from the wounds, until all the
cuts and grazes wete clean. Then she cut away a few
of the feathers close to the wounds.and covered the
cuts with a dressing of antiseptic powder. Once or
twice the bird ctinged away from her, but 'rradually
he relaxed, leaning his body heavily against her hands.

The wing svas more difficult. It was edsy enough to
clean, but then it had to be set in position and held in
place until it had completely healed.
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“Usually a bird’s bones take anything from a fort-
night to sixteen days to mend, but I like to keep a
dressing on for a good three weeks, to make absolutely
sure thatgall is well.” She fastened George’s wing
securely folded across the other, stuck firmly in place
with several strips of Sellotape. With the broken
joints fitted petfectly together, it would be hard to
tell where the breaks had been.

Nell always marvelled at Marjorie’s instinctive skill
with ‘her paflents. Marjorie merely marvelled at the
- simplicity of it all. To her it seemed so easy. As long
as one wing was in exactly the same position as the
other, it had to heal together the rlght way. This was
the island lore of loglc working out in practice. And
time after time, as wings and legs healed quickly and
perfectly, Marjorie proved that the simplicity of her
methods, the magic in her gentle, firm touch, was the
right way,

‘It mhy not have been the way a vet would have
gone about it, but I hadn’t their training. At first I
often thought I should try and take a proper vetetinary
course, but I hadn’t the time — or the money to pay for
training. So I just do what I can how I can.’

When George svas patched up, covered in Sellotape
and white antiseptic powder to keep the flies away,
Marjerie dooked at him thoughtfully. Every now and
then his body still shivered slightly with shock: Leaving
him standing on a large piece of newspapsr in front of
the empty grate, Marjorie hutried out to the kitchen.

In a few moments she was back with a bottle of
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brandy. Carefully she measured out a little, and gave
it to the shag. Then she picked him up and carried
him outside to the garden, where the other birds
crowded up against the wire-netting, squawking at
her. Leaning over, she put George in with them.

He took no notice of the other birds, and they took
no notice of him. They were too busy looking for
some food, and he was too busy orientating himself.
Marjorie turned and went back into the kitchen. As
she disappeared, George watched her and opening his
beak gave a quiet, solemn croak.

As the days went by, George emitted his qaiet,
solemn croak frequently. Whenever Nell went out t¢
see him, to take a good look
George would eye her and cro
couldn’t help laughing at him. ‘

In a few days he became tamer than any of the other
sea-birds. He saw Pid

' gie Two flutteting out of his.cage
and perching on Marjorie’s head, but wh
on to her i

at the newest atrival,
ak so setiously that Nell

gain. Solemaly he stood in a
ng-hﬂSometimes he wandered non-
an While the other birds were being fed.
i;gli fﬁ:tdﬂapped in an amusingly pompous fat;hion
alked alziout, pa;;ling not the slightest attention

on as the bj
it i ¢ birds fought over the fish
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Then, when it was all over, Marjorie would call
across the grey and white heads of the gulls to the
black shock-head waiting patiently in the cornet.

‘Come pn, George, come on .

Running as fast as his ungainly legs would carry
him, George would flip-flap across the pen, clear the
wire-netting with one effortless jump and saunter after
Marjotie into the kitchen, leaving the other birds
shrieking with greedy rage.

He soon iearned where th€ whiting and mackerel

were kept Every afternoon he would climb laboriously
up ¢he ‘step of the back door and actoss the tiled floor
Of the kitchen to the refrigerator. Then he waited
patiently until the door was opened, croaking hope-
tully at anyone who happened to pass.
s And when he had eaten, George was meticulously
polite. He was not one to tush away as if food wete
all ke had called for. But neither did he outstay his
welconte. He sat for a few minutes digesting his meal, -
then with a croak of thanks and satisfaction he was out
with a dignified stroll - “You could imagine that he had
tipped the waiter at his favourite restaurant hand-
somely’ — and away down the steps again. With typical
nonchalance he would jump the wire-netting and be
back inside the pen with the other bitds. Somehow,
mlraeulously, he managed to remain good friends with
them all, in spite of the blatant exhibition of favour-
itism that he was shown.

‘It isn’t always so easy to keep the b1rds happy.
You have to watch them continually to see that thetre’s
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no fighting or quarrelling; and with all the noise that
is always going on,” Marjorie adds, ‘it’s sometimes
hard to tell the difference between love and war.’

II ’

The birds are at their most irritable and possessive
at nesting-time. In the spring of 1960, two sea-gulls
built a nest at one end of the pen, and it was a daily
thrill for Marjorie to take a look at the end of the
garden to see how the home was coming’ on.

The cock sea-gull inevitably created a terrific noise
as soon as he saw Marjorie approaching. One mortfing
his alarm and anger was more forceful than ever:
Marjorie thought the sea-gull might attack her. When
she could get near enough to look in the rough, dry,
grass nest, she saw the mother sitting on two large;
greenish-blue, black-spotted eggs. Matjorie turned and
rushed excitedly indoors. ( -

‘Nell, come and see — if all’s well there’s goifig to be
two baby sea-gulls in the pen. Just come and see the
mother sitting.’ _

As Marjotie was breathlessly urging Nell to leave
her housework for a quick look at the eggs, a tre-
mendous commotion suddenly begar in the garden.

Matjotie rushed outside again, followed, by Nell.
They could hear the continuous high-pitched raticous
scream of the gulls, interspersed with the short, harsh
rasp of the gannets. George kept to Himself in the
cornet, with a doubtful expression in his bright eyes.
He was keeping well out of harm’s way.
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There was no doubt where the trouble lay. Matjorie
raced to the nest with the two new eggs. Both the
sea-gulls hopped backwatds.and forwards, flapping
their wings and shrieking for all they were wotth, the
hen sea-gull had been chased off her nest.

There, sitting smugly on the nest, was a large
gannet.

‘How dare you,” Matjorie shook her fist at the
gannet as she stormed down the garden. The gulls
screamed louder than ever. ¢

The gannet was twice as big as the gulls, its feathers
oveslapped the sides of the rough nest, which with its
tWwo precious eggs had completely disappeared under
the ample mound of grey feathers.

The sea—gulls flapped their wings frantically and
began to have what looked to Marjorie like hystetics.
But the gannet took no notice. It sat comfortably and
secutely on the nest, safe in the knowledge that the
gulls wete 1r1capab1e of moving it. Then it saw Marjorie
striding down the garden, her face like a thundet-
cloud and her voice full of indignation. She knew how
upset the sea-gulls must feel. It was like a couple of
human beings, father and mother, witnessing their two
babes being kidnapped under their very eyes.

‘How dare you,’ she blazed again at the gannet.

The bird gazed at her, its big eyes gtowing appte-
hensively puzzled. In spite of her concern: for the
eggs’ rightful ‘owners, Matjorie felt some of her rage
waning. She could almost have felt sorry for the bird.
‘It was something of a new experience for me,” she
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says, describing the scene. ‘I certainly never had a
gannet with a mother complex before.’

She turned to Nell. ‘Come here quickly,” she said
briskly. She knew how she was going to tackle this
problem. I can’t manage alone.’

"She had to shift the usurper off the nest without
causing too much fuss.

She took hold of the gannet’s powerful beak. It
twisted and turned so swiftly that it took some time
for that first job to be sifely accomplished. Then while
Nell took hold of the gannet’s heavy body they moved
it firmly off the nest and carried it back into thespen
with the other birds. ¢

It took the two of them a good half-hour. All the
time the gulls continued ctrying and shrieking in their
eats, hopping backwards and forwards getting in the
way. Nell’s greatest difficulty was to try to block her
ears against the deafening noise and help Marjorie at
the same time. ©

The gannet kicked a lot. Wrenching her head this
way and that, once she almost twisted out of Marjorie’s
hands to fight her way back on to the nest. But she
knew when the battle was lost. Sadly she squatted in
the corner of the pen, glowering at any birds that
ventured near her, occasionally glancing jealously
back towatds the sea-gulls, rightful owners of the pait
of greenish-blue, black-speckled eggs.

The gulls], nest was built right” against the fence
at the bottom of the garden. Marjorie studied the
situation thoughtfully while the hen sea-gull settled
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herself back on top of her eggs and the cock-bird
fluttered his wings and hopped anxiously round her,
both of them gradually calming down. Marjorie had
to think up a plan that was good enough to prevent the
whole th_tng happening all over again. The gannet
was obviously so besotted with mothet-love that it
would inevitably get out of the pen and repeat its
performance. There was a danger that in its excitement
it might clumsily smash the eggs, break the nest or
attack the sea-gulls. $

T know what we’ll do for you,” Marjorie said
suddenly. ‘Stay with them for a minute, Nell,” she
called over her shoulder, as she ran back down the
garden.

She was soon back, trailing a long piece of wire-
netting and clutching a2 hammer and a box of tacks.

‘Can you get her off for a moment, Nell?’ she
indicated the sitting hen breathlessly. The cock sea-gull
had already started flapping his wings and cteating a
commotion once more. As the hen was again parted
from her eggs, she cried moutnfully, and deafeningly,
in Nell’s ear. Both the sea-gulls now watched the pro-
ceedings suspiciously.

Roughly but figmly, Matjotie constructed a lean-to
wite-netting guard against the fence, over the nest.
She made it ‘high enough for the gull to sit inside
comfortably, and a hole in the front just wide enough
for her to getin dnd out. No gannet cquld possibly
squeeze inside, however determined it might be.

Nell carried the mothet-gull back to Marjorie who
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carefully took hold of her and taught her how to get
in and out by way of the hole in the witre-netting guard.
A couple of lessons and the bird was quite happy. She
and the father-gull were soon nipping in to the nest
and out, highly pleased with the new arrangement,
and all suspicion and fear completely vanished.

By this time the whole morning had almost gone,
and today was going to be a full day. Every time she
went into the garden Marjorie couldn’t resist a quick
glance at the nest, whert the sea-gull sat kappily on her
eggs. Matjorie had never reared a sea-gull from the egg
before and couldn’t bear the thought of losing othis
chance. g

In the afternoon she had to tear herself away from
the sea-gulls. Thete was a job to be done that always

fascinated her, although in many ways it was a sad
one.

While she had been attending to this complex
problem of mother-love thwarted and mother-love
requited, a tiny duckling had been perched on the
sitting-room settee. Some children had brought him
round the previous day; they had found him waddling
along the road, far away from any fresh water and
almost exhausted by lack of food and thirst.

The only place Matjorie could be sute of him sur-
viving was on Vale Pond, a good expanse of fresh
water on the other side of the island. Almost every
week she had to take birds there to'be freed, and their
;xuberant teactions to the water never failed to thill

e
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.Today thete was only the duckling and 2 small,
brilliantly-colouted kingfisher that sat in one corner
of the birdhouse, whistling and warbling happily to
itself, occasionally fluttering its wings, impatiently
sensing the prospect of freedom and flight.

The trouble with the two sea-gulls had delayed het
and dusk was beginning to fall by the time Matjorie
reached Vale Pond. The two birds were vety quict
and still in their box as she cartied them along. The
POX was oper’and there was nothing to stop them fly-
ing away, but even after one day with Matjotie, they
tqufed her and had no desire to leave.

" Then they reached the pond. Marjotie stood for a
moment watching the watet lapping the side of the
bank and tippling beneath 2 capful of evening t.>reeze.
Fhe big pond appeared curiously remote i the
shadowy dusk, more than it was in the sunlight of
the day. Now, it seemed 2 wortld of its oW Qmet,
cool and ;:he air about it curiously heavy a$ if it half

belonged to the water beneath it.

She lifted the birds out of their box. One last ray
of sun glinted on their feathers, making the kingfisher
flash brilliantly and even bringing 2 sud'den sheen to
the brownish green feathers of the duckling. |

Then, without a backward glance, the kmgﬁs. et
was away: He flew towards the water like 2 gleaﬁm}ll%
dart. Without a moment’s hesitation he d}V¢4 at zhe
glassy surface, his long pointed beak .pler;[ng.orie
Wwater as he disappeated. He was SO small that Maf]
couldn’t see when he surfaced 2gait:
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The duck was more hesitant. For a moment he
hovered along the side of the bank where it ran down
to the water, one eye still on Matjotie, but occasionally
turning his head to gaze longingly at the ppnd. Then
he too was gone. He flopped in at the watet’s edge,
swam for a few yards and then dived.

Martjorie narrowed her eyes and stared at the ripple
as he swam for 2 moment under-water. He reappeared
a few yards away, happily shaking his wet green head
and prepared to dive ‘down again at 4ny moment.
Marjorie was completely forgotten.

She never minded how quickly they forgot ‘het.
“You soon learn that it’s no good trying to be posses-
sive. It’s the same with human beings, the children
soon forget the parents. It’s part of human nature.
Love - for anything or anyone, bitds or children — has
to be selfless, without any prospect of repayment.
Otherwise it isn’t love It’s just wanting to HOsse
something or someone.’

It was enough for her to feel the thrill which the
kingfisher and the duckling experienced when they
saw the water, and the way they seemed, after a couple
of minutes swimming around, as if they had always
lived on the pond. Marjorie picked vp the empty box,
and turned back for home.

Next morning, the birdhouse had to be given a really
thotougk: clean out. After the lick and a promise which
was all it had received the previousﬁday ‘because of the
commotion over the gulls’ nest she couldn’t afford to
let the cages go neglected for another day.
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Catefully she went round one after the other,
removing the bowls of food and watet, to place them
on the floor below the cages. Then, while each occu-
pant reacted in its own individual way, she began.

Some of the birds enjoyed having their cages
cleaned. The thrushes, the pigeons and blackbirds
hopped eagetly to the front of their cages, letting
Marjorie pick them up and move them to the one
empty cage while she went to work. She finished up
by putting inca new lining of hewspapet on the floor
of the cage. As soon as it was returned to its cage
the bird would hop round all the cotners, examining
tie new paper as though it was in another cage.

The owls were the worst to deal with. Messy and
with unattractive eating habits, their cages were
littered with lumps of raw meat that they had toyed
with and then tossed on to the floor. They blinked
their great round eyes at Marjorie and as soon as she
put herchand to the catch of their door they hissed
at her. A low, continuous, hostile sound it was that
sometimes made Marjorie feel uneasy, although she
knéw that she was stronger than they were.

Deliberately she refrained from nipping out to look
at the gulls’ nest.,Doggedly she worked through the
cages. The bowls to empty and refill, fresh food to
be distributed. Bird-seed came to an expensive bill
for Marjorie by the end of the week. Each packet
cost 3/9, and the bitds ate a good packet hetween them
every day. That was without the eight or nine fish
eaten by the gannets at one meal. Between them, the
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birds made a hole in a good £6 worth of food a
week.

Marjorie knew the fishmonger well. He didn’t mind
waiting a few weeks for payment, he always knew
that the money would arrive in the end. “Most of the
time,” Marjorie confesses, ‘I have no idea where the
money’s coming from at all. Then, at the last minute,
someone sends in a cheque, or the small committee
formed to promote the Bird Hospital atranges a dance
and produces some lifé-saving pounds sto cover the
costs for a few more weeks.’

She knows the full meaning of the well-known
phrase: a hand-to-mouth existence, but she has nevésr
thought to worry. She knows that somehow all will
be well, so it isn’t worth wasting time on worry.

At last, the job was done and Marjorie felt she was
entitled to see how the two gulls in their wire-netting
protected nest were making out. The hen-gull, was
sitting there quietly and all was well with'ker little
world. As she turned back to carry on with the rest
of the jobs to be done, Marjorie gave a thought to
the gannet. She noticed sadly that it still wore “its
thwarted look.

The days passed; then one morning she was just
putting a large rat that one of the cats had caught
into the owls’ cage when a sudden squawking and
shrieking broke out from the direction of the garden,
Marjorie listened. It was the excited guagna-gua of the
gulls.

Pausing long enough to make sure that the owls’
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cage catch was firmly secured, she ran out. She knew
without stopping to look where the noise was coming
from. At the bottom of the garden, the cock sea-gull
was standing proudly outside the wire-netting en-
closure, séreaming with delight.

Inside, lying beside the mother, was a baby sea-gull,
newly hatched.

It wasn’t yet dry. The grey spotted feathers were
damp and ruffled and although the baby was just able
to stand it coyldn’t see. There #vas still the one remain-
ing egg for the mother to sit on and keep her content.
As Magjorie gently reached into the nest and took out
the baby gull, she knew she was acting for the best.
There were too many cats roaming the garden for the
fledgeling to be safe in a nest that had been built some-
what hastily and thoughtlessly and was so easily
accessible. ‘

Marjorie was so excited that she felt her own heart
must be beating almost as fast as the tiny bird’s pulsat-
ing body lying secutely in her hand.

‘Nell,” she whispered as she stepped inside the
kitchen. “Nell, look.’

They bent over it. About five inches long, and
barely three inches high; the speckles of brown made
dark smudges all over the tiny fluffy grey body.

As Magjorie looked at it, she suddenly realized that
its eyes were focusing propetly now. They wete fixed
on her intently, and quite unafraid. ‘

Nell glanced at the bird and then at Marjorie.

“You know what they say, Matj,” she said. “They say
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that a bird thinks of the first creature it sees as its
mother . ..

But Marjorie didn’t care how much Nell pulled her
leg. She carried the baby gull up to her bedroom,
Cooing and chirruping to it, she laid it in a box of hay
next to a well-covered warm hot-water bottle and began
to feed it on a few drops of warm milk.

The second egg never hatched out. ‘Perhaps the
disturbance over the gannet’s thwarted mother-love
may have had something to do with .it,” Matjorie
thinks. ‘Or the gannet may have fixed it with an evil
eye, out of sheer jealousy and frustration.’ o i
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. Chapter Eight

I

It wasn’t long before the baby gull established itself
as a member of the household. After a few weeks
Marjorie decided it was time for the shredded-wheat
box that was its home to be moved from the bedroom
into the bathroom. The sea-gull was becoming a rest-
less sleeper and eatly riser, much to Marjorie’s dis-
comfort. It was soon roaming round every room and
into the garden. The cats in the house thought it wise
to take no notice of this new arrival. In a straight
fight a gull could lick a cat any day.

In fact, the newcomer found the cats very amusing.
One.daythére was an uproar of mewing and ctying
in the hall and Marjorie hurtled downstairs to find the
gull hanging ‘on to a tabby-cat’s tail, pulling for all it
was worth.

Marjorie got hold of its beak and forced it to let
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go. The cat fled away, leaving the gull looking un-
repentantly at Marjorie.

She tried to look angry, but knew that she was
failing. ‘Naughty, bad bird,” she tried again to scold
it. But it was no good. She couldn’t be cross. ‘Come
and talk to Mother.” She put her face close to the
gull’s, which duly reciprocated by gently caressing
her cheek with its beak. Then the bird opened its beak
wide for the first time uttering the curious, harsh cry:
‘Vee, vee, vee.” @ ~

“Yes, Vee, you’re a lovely bird.” Marjorie scratched
the top of its head. That was the sea-gull’s christening.
Vee had come to stay. N

During the winter, Vee spent most of the day in
the drawing-room in front of the fire, shating the
warmth with Nell and Marjorie. When his coat was,
still Auffy and ruffled, Vee would stand beside Mar-
jorie when she sat before the fire, and every now and
then tweak the ends of her apron until it was nearly
undone.

When the weather grew a bit warmer, Vee went
hopping through the house, down from his home in
the bathroom, out through the kitchen, gulping down
anything that happened to be on the cats’ saucers as
he passed, and into the garden. There Vee hopped
round happily all day, tolerating the othér birds, but
never mixing with them.

In the evening, as soon as Marjorie called his name,
he came hurrying back, jumping up the kitchen steps
again, rifling a bit more of the cats’ dinner, standing,
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like George, in front of the refrigerator, shouting
until it was opened and he was fed, and then, after a
game or two, it was time for bed.

Vee’s gavourite game was admiring himself in the
mirrot.

Sometimes he would stand for hours gazing down
into a mirror placed for him on the floor, fascinated
by his own reflection. ‘It wasn’t all vanity,” Marjotie
felt sure. “When he had tired himself of looking, he’d
try to turn the mirror over, ®and then he would get
annoyed. He wanted to find the other bird that had
beea gizing at him. Then when he realized that some-
where, somehow, he was being fooled, he went back
to studying himself, full of admiration, until the cats
came blundering in and upset his concentration and
spoilt the fun.’

As soon as Matjorie called bedtime, Vee was ready.
Ready for the left-overs of the gannet’s fish — a night-
cap which he would never expect to do without — and
for Marjorie to help him into the cardboard box. Then
he settled down comfortably and in a few moments
wis asleep.

“This is how it has gone on every day,” Matjorie says.
‘And will continye to go on. Vee has made no attempt
to fly away.’

Almost every day there are new entries in the Bird
Hospital diary. More birds brought in, bringing the
totals to dozens €ach week. Sometimeg patients ate
brought in by plane and mail-boat from the other
islands. Usually injured and wounded birds are sent
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to Marjorie, but sometimes she has gone to attend
them, answering a call for help. The storms and the
floods and the island gales and pounding seas come
and go, and all the time, somewhere, there are birds
needing help and attention. !

Marjorie has had occasion to wonder to herself just
how far her inextinguishable love of birds will force
her to go in an effort to save one.

Once she had been frightened of thunderstorms, but
forcing herself to rescueta baby owl durirg a thunder-
storm dead overhead while she was extricating it from
where it had fallen from its nest, cured her of ahy fear
of thunder and lightning. At one time she had admitted
to being dead scared of climbing the jagged cliffs sut-
rounding so many sides of the island, but one'evening
a call came through which was to put an end to that
fear also.

It was late in the afternoon. The day had been hot,
and Matjorie and Nell felt like an early nignt. Then
the telephone bell rang. It was a call from one of the
disused quarries deep in the cliffs along the coast.

‘It’s a sea-gull, Miss Ozanne. Hutt it is, and lyihg
in aniche in the rock down at the bottom of the quatry.
They’ve gone for ladders, but we think that you would
be more help than anyone else.’

It makes you wonder how a sea-gull,of all birds,
could get itself stuck in such a place, Marjorie thought,
a trifle irritably. She didn’t relish” the' prospect of
descending the quatry face.

By the time she reached the place there was quite a
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small crowd standing watching. Someone had brough
a ladder, but still it was hard to reach the sea-gull.
Marjorie looked over the jagged edge. She could make
out the gull, lying some feet below.

There didn’t seem much point in waiting for help.
Perhaps the side of the quarry didn’t look as steep as
she had imagined. That was what she told herself as
tentatively she began walking down the first few feet
of the crumbling cliff face. The rocks held all right.
Slowly she went on down. ©

Now that she was actually moving down the side
of thequarry the bird seemed to be a long, long way
Jown. Matjorie concentrated hatd, and tried not to
think of what might happen if she slipped.

At last she reached the bird. She never thought of
looking up to see what was happening at the top of the
quarry. All her attention was fixed on the sea-gull, as
it lay with its legs folded awkwardly underneath it.
The bisd*was watching Marjorie as she steadied herself
with one hand and bent to pick it up with the othet.
She held it firmly, then she started the climb up again.

°Steadily she ascended the side of the quarry, until
she could take her mind off the climbing enough to
hear the men talking at the top of the cliff.

‘Here,” one of them called down to het. ‘Hang on
to this, it’ll help you up.’

A length of rope snaked over the edge and was held
steadily at the top. Marjorie grabbed at it gratefully
with her free hand.

Then, at last, she felt the scratching, gritty hardness
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of the rock sutface giving way to the springy grass.
Now she scrambled over bunches of thrift and great
pink ice plants growing untidily over the edge of the
cliff. Coming out of the sheltered dip of the quarry
the cool breeze blew on her cheeks, cooling them as
she puffed and gasped over the top.

She still held on to the gull. The watchers patted
her on the back and muttered their congratulations,
but Marjorie hurried away as quickly as she could
and started on her way® home. The seasgull needed
immediate attention.

As she walked home, Marjorie was still trembling
slightly from the fright and the thrill of the climb.
She had always hated heights. Although it was very
cool now that the evening had come her hands felt
hot and stinging as she held the bird carefully between
them. She could feel several of the scratches beginning
to bleed. There was probably a ladder in her stock*ng
as well. 0

Suddenly, as if to welcome her safe return, the bells
from St. Peter’s Church began pealing out into the
eatly evening air, and Marjorie forgot her shivers and
the nasty feeling which had continued to linger in her
stomach. ,

It always gave Marjorie a feeling of nostalgia to
hear church bells ringing. The continuous” thythm
brought back the memories of her father. Memories
of the tiny, dust-tidden room in the belfry of the old
Vale Church, where as a child she had gone to wind
the old clock and later to learn to ring the bells.
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And Guernsey church bells were another part of
the island magic. A powerful, rejoicing sound that
took skill and precision to produce, and which seemed
to fill all the air with its compelling, dominating
thythm. °

“You’ve been a long time, Marj.” Nell peered
anxiously round the sitting-room door. .

‘Just picked up another sea-gull — broken legs,’
Marjorie replied briefly.

Nell had @io chance to inquire further. At that
moment one of the cats flew into the room in a rage of
indignition. ‘

“?Vee was hanging on to his tail and pulling hard.

° II

» Sometimes, at oncoming night, when the sky is
streaked with the red of sunset and the grey of dusk,
and, the shadows begin to sink deep into the sea,
Marjorig goes off for a long walk alone. If the tide is
low enough, she climbs across the jagged rocky cause-
way to Lihou, the tiny island off the shore. There is
only the cry of the sea-birds as they wheel across the
sky, and the sense of night’s wonder, full of island
magic.

Strange, strong and powerful, more powetful than
all the siperstition that says a friendly robin means
death and three magpies bring bad luck. Strange as
the far-away smile in Marjorie’s eyes as she watches
the birds; strong as her gentle hands when they hold
a frightened bird still until it is calm; powetful as the
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skill with which she can make them well to fly free
again.

The short while alone is enough. Before the brief
half-hour ends, and the causeway is lost in the tide
again, she is walking back, eager for the sauawking
commotion that greets her return.

“There’ll be mote than Goo birds this yeat,” she
reminds Nell that evening. “There atre the baby rob.inS
to feed,” she adds. ‘Four of them, found barely alive
an hour after their bisth, alone in the nest. The,n
there’s the gannets, and the hissing owls. And there’s
Vee,” as she feels a tweak at the apron she has put:0f-
“T'wo years old this spring. . .. :

Outside, the last light fades gently into the o'bscufllef
of night, a light breeze quickens into 2 moan ot Wlne
from the west. And Marjorie Ozanne is glad that SOIZ 3
birds, at any rate, are safe against the storm that may

beat upon the island that night. i
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skill with which she can make them well to fly free
again.

The short while alone is enough Before the brief
half-hour ends, and the causeway is lost in the tide
again, she is Walking back, eager for the squawking
commotion that greets her return.

“There’ll be mote than Goo birds this year,” she
reminds Nell that evening. “There are the baby robins
to feed,” she adds. ‘Four of them, found barely alive
an hour after their birth, alone in the nest. Then
thete’s the gannets, and the hissing owls. And thete’s
Vee,” as she feels a tweak at the apron she has putrpn
“T'wo years old this spring. .

Outside, the last light fades gently into the obscurity
of night, a light breeze quickens into a moan‘of wind
from the west. And Matjorie Ozanne is glad that some
birds, at any rate, are safe against the storm that may
beat upon the island that night.
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e Ci_aRE KIPPS:

SOLD FgR A FARTHING

Walter de la Mare dggcribed the book as “a little gem" and
wrote: “The photographg are astonishing in themselves and a
wonderful witness of the |ove fhat extends to all creatures great
and small. What @ marye| of insight the bird gives to apyone with a
groat's-worth of imagination'! One asks oneself how cou/d that
janguageless (or ali byt |angUageless) morsel of feathers have
loved anything so dearly a5 he loved his human friend?" A

in his Foreword Dr. jylian Huxley has written: “Mrs. Kipps
records a number of remarkable facts . . . and her book contains
much of scientific interest. But it has also a general appeal, both
in the account of Mrs. Kipps® patient devotion to her sparroy, and
in the many details, often unexpected and fascinating, of the
sparrow’s behaviour ang individuality. | have much enjoyed read-
ing it, and | am sure that g wide public will share that enjoyment’".

@«

SCGLD FOR A SGRE -

Sold for a Song is @ companion book to Sold for a Farthing. It is
the story of an Arabian Mongoose, a small animal *sold for a
song” to a junk-shop because he was ‘untameable’’, and bought®
by the author out of pity for his sufferings. The book is a true
biographical and psycholagical study of this little outcast who, in
three years of association with his mistress, became perhaps one
of the most interesting animals whose tale has ever been told.

Each Crown 8vo llustrated Eac-7/6'net
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