
 
 
 
 
 



    

    




    [image: The cover of the recommended book]


Nests and Eggs of Familiar British Birds, Second Series



Adams, H. G.

4064066156824

617

Start Reading Now! (Ad)

In "Nests and Eggs of Familiar British Birds, Second Series," H. G. Adams delivers a meticulously detailed exploration of the nesting habits and reproductive traits of various British avian species. Blending scientific observation with lyrical prose, Adams employs a descriptive literary style that captivates bird enthusiasts and scholars alike. This text serves not only as a naturalist's guide but also as a reflection of the Victorian era's growing fascination with ornithology and the natural world. The author integrates vivid illustrations alongside his astute observations, enhancing the reader's understanding of the intricate behaviors and environmental contexts in which these birds thrive. H. G. Adams, noted for his contributions to the field of ornithology, was significantly influenced by the burgeoning interest in wildlife during the late 19th century. His background in natural history and a deep appreciation for British flora and fauna inspired him to document the abundant variety found within the region. Through personal experiences in observing these birds, Adams bore witness to the delicate interplay of nature, leading him to compile this comprehensive treatise that serves both the layperson and the scholar. This book is a vital resource for those fascinated by ornithology and the intricacies of bird life in Britain. Whether you are an avid birdwatcher, a student of natural history, or simply an admirer of the natural world, Adams'Äô work enriches the reader'Äôs understanding and appreciation of these familiar yet often overlooked avian inhabitants. "Nests and Eggs of Familiar British Birds, Second Series" is a splendid addition to any nature lover's library.

Start Reading Now! (Ad)




[image: The cover of the recommended book]


Days Off, and Other Digressions



Van Dyke, Henry

4057664583352

556

Start Reading Now! (Ad)

In "Days Off, and Other Digressions," Henry Van Dyke presents a charming collection of essays that celebrate the beauty of life'Äôs fleeting moments and the importance of leisure in a busy world. Written with lyrical prose and keen observation, Van Dyke's work captures the simplicity of everyday experiences, weaving together personal anecdotes and reflections that illustrate the restorative power of nature and the human spirit. This literary work, situated in the context of early 20th-century American thought, offers a reprieve from industrialization and the rising pace of modern life, inviting readers to linger in the joys of quiet contemplation and simple pleasures. Henry Van Dyke, a distinguished American author, poet, and clergyman, possessed a profound appreciation for the natural world and the virtues of a contemplative life. His rich educational background, including his studies at Princeton and his time as a professor of English literature, allowed him to cultivate a unique literary voice that sought beauty and inspiration in the mundane. Van Dyke's diverse experiences'Äîas a diplomat and a passionate advocate for peace'Äîinevitably influenced his writing, infusing it with a thoughtful understanding of humanity and nature alike. For those seeking a reprieve from the chaos of contemporary life, "Days Off, and Other Digressions" is an essential read. Van Dyke's insightful reflections encourage readers to reconnect with the serene and often overlooked moments that canvas life. This book is not just a collection of essays; it is an invitation to embrace leisure as a necessary companion to the human experience.

Start Reading Now! (Ad)




[image: The cover of the recommended book]


Birds in the Calendar



Aflalo, Frederick G.

4064066223878

143

Start Reading Now! (Ad)

In "Birds in the Calendar," Frederick G. Aflalo crafts a meticulous homage to avian life intricately woven into the fabric of the seasons. Each chapter corresponds to a month, illustrating the ecological and behavioral rhythms of various bird species. Aflalo employs a lyrical style, rich in descriptive prose and scientific detail, which invites readers to observe the enchanting interplay between avifauna and their environments. The book stands out in the field of natural history literature, bridging a gap between ornithological study and poetic exploration, effectively contextualizing the birds' roles within larger environmental cycles. Aflalo, a renowned ornithologist and naturalist, drew from his wealth of knowledge in zoology and his passion for nature to create this profound work. His extensive travels and keen observations have instilled in him a deep appreciation for the delicate balance of ecosystems. "Birds in the Calendar" is a reflection of Aflalo's desire to connect readers with nature, serving both as an educational tool and a narrative celebration of the beauty found in avian life. This book is highly recommended for bird enthusiasts, naturalists, and anyone interested in the intricate relationships within our ecosystems. Aflalo's work not only enchants with its prose but also enlightens with its insights, making it an essential addition to both personal and academic collections. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - Hand‐picked Memorable Quotes shine a spotlight on moments of literary brilliance. - Interactive footnotes clarify unusual references, historical allusions, and archaic phrases for an effortless, more informed read.

Start Reading Now! (Ad)




[image: The cover of the recommended book]


The Toilers of the Field



Jefferies, Richard

4064066239701

228

Start Reading Now! (Ad)

In 'The Toilers of the Field,' Richard Jefferies intricately weaves a tapestry of pastoral life, exploring the deep connection between humans and the land they cultivate. Through vivid imagery and lyrical prose, Jefferies immerses readers in the rhythms of rural existence, emphasizing the toil, beauty, and reverence associated with agricultural labor. His style, characterized by rich descriptions and a profound sense of place, invites readers to contemplate the intricate relationship between nature and human endeavor during a time when industrialization began to overshadow traditional farming practices. Richard Jefferies, an English nature writer and philosopher, was profoundly influenced by his own experiences growing up in the countryside of Wiltshire. His intimate understanding of agrarian life and the challenges faced by rural workers is evident throughout the book. Jefferies' writings reflect his deep appreciation for the countryside, as well as his concerns about industrial encroachment, which may have propelled him to advocate for the dignity of laborers in a rapidly changing world. 'The Toilers of the Field' is a must-read for anyone interested in the complexities of rural life and the ethical implications of labor. Jefferies'Äô timeless insights resonate with contemporary issues of sustainability and the value of agrarian traditions, making it a relevant and enriching experience for modern readers.

Start Reading Now! (Ad)




[image: The cover of the recommended book]


The True Citizen: How to Become One



Markwick, William Fisher

4064066134389

250

Start Reading Now! (Ad)

In 'The True Citizen: How to Become One,' the collection delves into the philosophical and practical dimensions of citizenship through a rich tapestry of prose and reflective essays. With themes spanning civic duty, moral responsibility, and personal growth, the anthology captures a broad spectrum of literary styles, from didactic discourse to evocative narrative. The standout pieces invite readers to consider the implications of citizenship not merely as a legal status but as a complex, evolving identity forged through everyday actions and decisions. This collection aligns itself within a literary context that seeks to interrogate and expand the definition of citizenship. The collective wisdom of authors William Fisher Markwick and William Alexander Smith shines through as they draw from historical, cultural, and philosophical movements to illuminate the intrinsic values of true citizenship. Their backgrounds reveal a deep commitment to promoting societal engagement and ethical living. In crafting this anthology, these authors echo a longstanding tradition of thought leaders who view citizenship as a cornerstone of a functioning society, integrating insights that reflect varied cultural experiences and perspectives. This anthology offers readers an indispensable opportunity to engage with complex and nuanced ideas about what it means to be a true citizen. Each author contributes distinctive insights and interpretations, encouraging readers to reflect on their roles within society. Through its educational value and breadth of perspectives, 'The True Citizen' serves as an essential text for anyone seeking to understand the multifaceted nature of civic life and the ongoing dialogue about personal and communal responsibilities in a global context.

Start Reading Now! (Ad)





Mabel Osgood Wright, Elliott Coues


Citizen Bird: Scenes from Bird-Life in Plain English for Beginners

Enriched edition. Exploring Bird-Life: A Beginner's Guide to Ornithology and Conservation

In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience.

[image: ]

Introduction, Studies and Commentaries by Everett Lockmere

Edited and published by Good Press, 2022


goodpress@okpublishing.info



    EAN 4064066244583
  



Introduction




Table of Contents




    This is a book that treats birds as neighbors and fellow citizens, inviting beginners to enter their world with curiosity, respect, and clear-eyed attention. By framing the living presence of birds as part of a shared community, it calls the reader not only to learn names and markings but also to notice habits, voices, and places. The emphasis falls on seeing well and speaking plainly, so that the first steps into ornithology feel natural rather than technical. What emerges is an invitation to slow observation and humane understanding, a foundation on which deeper study can rest. The promise is simple: start where you are, look and listen, and allow the everyday to reveal a larger natural order.

Citizen Bird: Scenes from Bird-Life in Plain English for Beginners, co-authored by Mabel Osgood Wright and Elliott Coues, belongs to the popular natural history literature of the late nineteenth century in the United States. Written for newcomers, especially young readers and general audiences, it guides attention toward common birds in fields, gardens, woods, and along the shore. Its publication grew from a period when public interest in birds, nature study, and protective sentiment was rising, and when accessible science writing was flourishing. The book situates observation within familiar American landscapes, making the subject approachable without sacrificing accuracy or seriousness.

Rather than presenting a dry catalogue, the book offers a sequence of scenes that connect practical identification with moments of encounter. Descriptions emphasize shape, movement, behavior, and setting as much as color, steering beginners toward the cues that field experience rewards. The voice is friendly and confident, alternately conversational and instructive, with explanations that avoid technical jargon when simpler words suffice. Mood and pacing encourage patient looking, and the narrative rhythm gives the sense of walking beside knowledgeable companions who point out what matters. Throughout, the emphasis is on learning by seeing, a discipline that can be started anywhere, with whatever birds are at hand.

Themes of attention, care, and responsibility run throughout. Learning names becomes a pathway to noticing relationships between birds and their habitats, the turning of seasons, and the cycles of migration and nesting. Classification is presented as a helpful scaffold rather than an obstacle, reinforcing the idea that order exists to serve understanding. The text also reflects its era's conversations about how people should relate to wild creatures, a context in which appreciation and protection were gaining cultural ground. Above all, it affirms that knowledge begins with respect for life as it is actually lived outdoors.

Pedagogically, Citizen Bird relies on clarity, repetition of key ideas, and concrete examples drawn from ordinary places. It models how to form careful comparisons, how to register differences in song and silhouette, and how to connect behavior to habitat. Scenes are arranged to build confidence incrementally, turning curiosity into method without dampening wonder. The result is an experience that feels both instructive and companionable, suited to independent readers as well as to shared reading in homes or classrooms.

Read today, the book offers two kinds of value: a window into early American ornithology for general readers, and a still-useful primer on how to look at living things. Its plain style anticipates the best traditions of nature writing that favor accuracy without affectation. For new birdwatchers, educators, and parents, its approach underscores that skill grows from repeated, attentive encounters rather than from equipment or expertise alone. In an age of distraction, its patient tempo can help cultivate habits of noticing that support learning, enjoyment, and care for local places.

To open Citizen Bird is to enter a tradition that treats knowledge as a civic act, a way of belonging more thoughtfully to the world one inhabits. Wright and Coues extend a steady hand to beginners, guiding them from first questions toward a durable practice of observation. The book's enduring appeal lies in how it marries precision to hospitality, scientific purpose to everyday delight. For anyone seeking an introduction that respects both reader and subject, it remains a clear avenue into bird-life, and a reminder that attention, given generously, returns wonder.
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    Citizen Bird: Scenes from Bird-Life in Plain English for Beginners introduces young readers to North American birds through a blend of story and instruction. Set chiefly at a country home and its surrounding fields, woods, and waters, the book follows children learning from a patient naturalist mentor. Its plain, conversational style explains how to see, hear, and understand birds without technical jargon, while still grounding lessons in sound science. The guiding idea is that birds are fellow citizens sharing the land, deserving attention, respect, and protection. Each chapter builds practical knowledge, linking careful observation to simple classification and everyday experience.

The opening lessons establish methods and ethics. The mentor shows the children how to use their eyes before their hands, keep a notebook, and rely on field glasses rather than catching or harming birds. They practice listening for songs, noting shapes and motions, and recognizing the importance of habitat. The text introduces basic bird structure and the idea that bill, feet, and wings reveal diet and behavior. It also previews a simple scheme of orders and families, promising that names become meaningful when connected to habits. Rules for watching are clear: be quiet, be patient, and leave nests and eggs undisturbed.

The narrative begins close to home, with birds that accept human company. Robins, bluebirds, swallows, wrens, and sparrows illustrate how different species share dooryards, barns, and fences. The mentor models size comparisons using familiar measures and points out how plumage may change with season or age. Identifying features are tied to behavior: the way a tail bobs, a wing beats, or a song phrases. Simple keys help separate look-alike species, and the children learn the value of voice for recognition. Throughout, the book balances description with reminders about courtesy, showing how to make a friendly yard for birds.

From the house the group moves to orchard and meadow, where the cast of species expands. Blackbirds, larks, bobolink, and field sparrows demonstrate how song, flight, and feeding distinguish grassland and hedgerow birds. The chapters explain how bills shaped for seeds differ from those suited to insects, and why some birds perch high to sing while others skulk low to forage. Nests are described to train the eye, yet the emphasis remains on observing rather than collecting. The book links bird life to farm life, noting the help birds give by controlling pests and the need to guard against needless harm.

The woods add new challenges and rewards. Woodpeckers advertise by drumming, thrushes by fluting songs, and warblers by quick movements and subtle markings. Readers learn to look for wing bars, eye rings, tail patterns, and feeding styles along trunks, understory, and canopy. The text contrasts daylight hunters with night birds, explains camouflage, and shows how nest placement suits different strategies. It also revisits classification, placing familiar woodland birds into families, reinforcing the idea that form and habit fit together. By pacing the lessons with the children’s growing confidence, the narrative models patience and the value of repeated, quiet visits.

Marshes, ponds, and shores widen the scope to waterbirds and waders. Herons, rails, ducks, and sandpipers exemplify long legs, special bills, and stealthy movements. The chapters highlight seasonal rhythms: some birds breed locally, others appear only during migration. Tides, water levels, and weather guide where and when to look. The mentor stresses keeping distance, using optics, and recognizing protective laws that limit collecting and hunting. Field marks like wing patches in flight or silhouettes at rest are emphasized. These scenes broaden the children’s sense of habitats and show how wetlands shelter birds that depend on quiet, undisturbed places.

Birds of prey and game birds introduce questions of reputation and responsibility. Hawks, owls, and vultures are presented with clear distinctions between species that hunt harmful pests and those that may take poultry, encouraging careful identification before judgment. The book underscores the value of scavengers and rodent-eaters, and the role of regulated seasons in conserving game birds such as quail and grouse. It shows how to read soaring patterns, head shapes, and wing forms, and how to separate day-fliers from night hunters. These sections connect bird study to law, fairness, and the shared duties of farmers, sportsmen, and naturalists.

Later chapters pull together migration, weather, and the year’s cycle. The children learn to note spring arrivals, nesting timetables, and autumn departures, and to expect changes in plumage and flocking. Practical advice covers winter feeding, providing water, and building simple nest boxes. The text introduces common and scientific names, demonstrates how to use keys and an index, and encourages keeping lists to track patterns over time. By comparing young and adult birds, and male and female plumages, the book prepares readers for real field challenges. Throughout, it connects personal records with broader, lawful efforts to protect bird life.

The book concludes with the children competent to find and name many birds, but more importantly prepared to observe thoughtfully. Its final message is that familiarity breeds care: knowledge turns curiosity into respect, and respect into protection. Citizen Bird unites friendly narrative with dependable natural history, showing that plain language can carry scientific truth. It invites beginners to continue learning in their own neighborhoods, confident that the keys, habits, and ethics they have practiced will serve anywhere. Birds are citizens because they belong to the same community of land, water, and sky, and deserve a fair, informed welcome.
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    Citizen Bird unfolds in the United States of the 1890s, when rapid urbanization was reshaping rural New England and the Mid-Atlantic, yet farms, meadows, woodlots, river margins, and rocky coasts still dominated much of the landscape. Seasonal rhythms—spring migrations, summer breeding, autumn flights, and winter scarcity—anchor its scenes in places familiar to households along the Atlantic seaboard. The period’s expanding railways and seaside resorts brought more people into contact with birds, even as markets drew on those same routes to traffic in feathers and game. The book uses these ordinary settings as outdoor classrooms, presenting a late nineteenth-century American countryside where observation could be practiced close to home.

The professionalization of American ornithology after the Civil War forms a key backdrop. The American Ornithologists’ Union (AOU) was founded in New York in 1883, issued its Check-List in 1886, and promoted standardized nomenclature and ethical field practice. Elliott Coues, coauthor of Citizen Bird, was a central figure: his A Key to North American Birds (1872; later editions) codified identification and taxonomy for a broad public. Smithsonian networks, U.S. surveys, and museum collections flourished in these decades. Citizen Bird explicitly translates this technical infrastructure into “plain English,” allowing beginners to grasp current scientific consensus while learning the discipline of careful, non-destructive field study.

The school-based Nature-Study movement of the 1890s—pioneered at Cornell University by Liberty Hyde Bailey and Anna Botsford Comstock—embedded local natural history in primary curricula and teacher training. Classroom clubs, normal-school courses, and city park lectures encouraged direct, ethical observation. Florence Merriam (later Bailey) advanced nonlethal birding with Birds Through an Opera-Glass (1890), popularizing field glasses over firearms. The 1893 World’s Columbian Exposition in Chicago showcased natural history for mass audiences. Citizen Bird aligns with these reforms: its dialogue-driven lessons, practical identification, and emphasis on curiosity over collecting helped teachers and families implement Nature-Study ideals in towns and suburbs across the Northeast.

The international plume trade—feeding the millinery fashions of Europe and the United States—reached a lethal zenith in the 1880s–1890s. Egrets, herons, terns, and other colonially nesting species were shot by the thousands at rookeries from the Chesapeake to Florida’s Everglades; chicks starved when adults were killed. Contemporary reports from the London feather market placed so-called “osprey” (egret) plumes at up to $32 per ounce in 1886, surpassing the price of gold by weight, drawing poachers to remote colonies. George Bird Grinnell launched the first Audubon Society in 1886; the movement revived in Boston in 1896 when Harriet Hemenway and Minna Hall organized boycotts of plume-trimmed hats. Massachusetts enacted a pioneering ban on wild-bird plumage trade in 1897. Citizen Bird mirrors this crisis by framing birds as fellow “citizens” worthy of protection, instructing children and parents to reject feather fashion and to replace desire for trophies with responsible watching.

A cascade of protective policy followed. The AOU’s Committee on Bird Protection circulated a model songbird law in 1886, prompting state closed seasons and prohibitions. At the federal level, the Lacey Act of 25 May 1900 curbed interstate commerce in wildlife taken in violation of state laws, striking at plume and market hunters’ distribution networks. Theodore Roosevelt designated Pelican Island (Florida) the first National Wildlife Refuge in 1903 and, by 1909, had set aside more than 50 bird reservations; conflict was deadly—Florida warden Guy Bradley was murdered in 1905. New York’s Audubon Plumage Act (1911) and the Weeks–McLean Act (1913) preceded the 1916 U.S.–Great Britain (for Canada) treaty and the Migratory Bird Treaty Act of 1918. Though published before many of these measures, Citizen Bird supplied the public ethic such laws required, furnishing arguments used by Audubon societies and school boards to legitimize regulation as a civic duty.

Late nineteenth-century market hunting drove dramatic declines in several species. Passenger pigeons, once numbering in the billions, collapsed under commercial netting and habitat loss; the last captive individual died in 1914. Shorebirds such as curlews and plovers were taken by punt guns and battery shooting along the Atlantic Flyway during the 1870s–1890s, while the New England heath hen dwindled on Martha’s Vineyard. Sportsmen’s groups and scientists pressed for bag limits and closed seasons, and states formalized game commissions. Citizen Bird reflects this milieu by teaching identification for the sake of knowledge, counseling restraint, and distinguishing lawful, seasonal subsistence from indiscriminate commerce that emptied skies.

Women’s civic activism shaped bird protection at the grassroots. Women’s clubs, teachers’ associations, and Audubon chapters organized lectures, school visits, and anti-plume campaigns in the 1890s. Mabel Osgood Wright founded the Connecticut Audubon Society in 1898 and later created the Birdcraft Sanctuary in Fairfield in 1914, a model private refuge for migratory songbirds. Frank M. Chapman’s Christmas Bird Count began in 1900, replacing the competitive “side hunt” with community science. Citizen Bird served these efforts as a practical manual and moral primer, equipping households—especially mothers and children—with knowledge and arguments that linked everyday choices to the health of regional bird populations.

As social and political critique, the book challenges the era’s conspicuous consumption and laissez-faire attitudes that treated wildlife as fashion supply. By insisting that birds are “citizens” of shared places, it indicts a market system that privatized profit and socialized ecological loss, and it anticipates the legitimacy of public regulation. Its pedagogy democratizes scientific knowledge, countering class barriers to learning and empowering lay observation over elite collecting. It also surfaces gendered inequities: women’s purchasing power and reform networks become instruments for change rather than drivers of destructive trends. In elevating ethical attention over possession, the work exposes cruelty, waste, and the limits of unregulated commerce.
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OVERTURE BY THE BIRDS


 "We would have you to wit, that on eggs though we sit,
 And are spiked on the spit, and are baked in a pan;
 Birds are older by far than your ancestors are,
 And made love and made war, ere the making of man!"

 (Andrew Lang.)



A party of Swallows perched on the telegraph wires beside the highway where it passed Orchard Farm. They were resting after a breakfast of insects, which they had caught on the wing, after the custom of their family. As it was only the first of May they had plenty of time before nest-building, and so were having a little neighborly chat.

If you had glanced at these birds carelessly, you might have thought they were all of one kind; but they were not. The smallest was the Bank Swallow, a sober-hued little fellow, with a short, sharp-pointed tail, his back feathers looking like a dusty brown cloak, fastened in front by a neck-band between his light throat and breast.

Next to him perched the Barn Swallow, a bit larger, with a tail like an open pair of glistening scissors and his face and throat a beautiful ruddy buff. There were so many glints of color on his steel-blue back and wings, as he spread them in the sun, that it seemed as if in some of his nights he must have collided with a great soap-bubble, which left its shifting hues upon him as it burst.

This Barn Swallow was very much worried about something, and talked so fast to his friend the Tree Swallow, that his words sounded like twitters and giggles; but you would know they were words, if you could only understand them.

The Tree Swallow wore a greenish-black cloak and a spotless white vest. He was trying to be polite and listen to the Barn Swallow as well as to the Purple Martin (the biggest Swallow of all), who was a little further along on the wire; but as they both spoke at once, he found it a difficult matter.

"We shall all be turned out, I know," complained the Barn Swallow, "and after we have as good as owned Orchard Farm these three years, it is too bad. Those meddlesome House People[1] have put two new pieces of glass in the hayloft window, and how shall I ever get in to build my nest?"

"They may leave the window open," said the Bank Swallow soothingly, for he had a cheerful disposition; "I have noticed that hayloft windows are usually left open in warm weather."

"Yes, they may leave it open, and then shut it some day after I have gone in," snapped Barney, darting off the perch to catch a fly, and grasping the wire so violently on his return, that the other birds fluttered and almost lost their footing. "What is all this trouble about?" asked the Martin in his soft rich voice. "I live ten miles further up country, and only pass here twice a year, so that I do not know the latest news. Why must you leave the farm? It seems to be a charming place for Bird People. I see a little box under the barn eaves that would make me a fine house."

"It is a delightful place for us," replied the Barn Swallow; "but now the House People who own the farm are coming back to live here themselves, and everything is turned topsy-turvy. They should have asked us if we were willing for them to come. Bird People are of a much older race than House People anyway; it says so in their books, for I heard Rap, the lame boy down by the mill, reading about it one day when he was sitting by the river."

All the other birds laughed merrily at this, and the Martin said, "Don't be greedy, Brother Barney; those people are quite welcome to their barns and houses, if they will only let us build in their trees. Bird People own the whole sky and some of our race dive in the sea and swim in the rivers where no House People can follow us."

"You may say what you please," chattered poor unhappy Barney, "everything is awry. The Wrens always built behind the window-blinds, and now these blinds are flung wide open. The Song Sparrow nested in the long grass under the lilac bushes, but now it is all cut short; and they have trimmed away the nice mossy branches in the orchard where hundreds of the brothers built. Besides this, the Bluebird[2] made his nest in a hole in the top of the old gate post, and what have those people done but put up a new post with no hole in it!"

"Dear! dear! Think of it, think of it!" sang the Bluebird softly, taking his place on the wire with the others.

"What if these people should bring children with them," continued Barney, who had not finished airing his grievances—"little BOYS and CATS! Children who might climb up to our nests and steal our eggs, boys with guns perhaps, and striped cats which no one can see, with feet that make no sound, and such claws and teeth—it makes me shiver to think of it." And all the birds shook so that the wire quivered and the Bank Swallow fell off, or would have fallen, if he had not spread his wings and saved himself.

The Martin had nothing to say to this, but the little Bank Swallow, though somewhat shaken up, whispered, "There may be children who do not rob nests, and other boys like Rap, who would never shoot us. Cats are always sad things for birds, but these House People may not keep any!" And then he moved down a wire or two, frightened at having given his opinion.

At that moment a Chimney Swift joined the group. This Swift, who nests in chimneys, is the sooty-colored bird that flies and feeds on the wing like a Swallow, and when he is in the air looks like a big spruce cone with wings. He was followed by a Catbird, who had been in a honeysuckle, by one of the farmhouse windows, and peeped inside out of curiosity. Both were excited and evidently bubbling over with news, which half the birds of the orchard were following them to hear. "I know all about it," cried the Swift, settling himself for a long talk.

"I've seen the House People!" screamed the Catbird.

"They wish well to the Bird People, and we shall be happier than before!" squeaked the Swift, breathless and eager. "Listen!"—and the birds all huddled together. "This morning when I flew down the chimney, wondering if I should dare build my nest there again, I heard a noise on the outside, so I dropped as far as I could and listened.

"A voice said, 'Mammy Bun, we will leave this chimney for the birds; do not make a fire here until after they have nested!' I was so surprised that I nearly fell into the grate."

"And I," interrupted the Catbird, "was looking in the window and saw the man who spoke, and Mammy Bun too. She is a very big person, wide like a wood-chuck, and has a dark face like the House People down in the warm country where I spend the winter."

"There are children at the farm, I've seen them too," cried the Phoebe, who usually lived under the eaves of the cow-shed; "three of them—one big girl, one little girl, and a BOY!"

"I told you so!" lisped the Barn Swallow; and a chorus of ohs and ahs arose that sounded like a strange message buzzing along the wires.

"The BOY has a pocket full of pebbles and a shooter," gasped the Phoebe, pausing as if nothing more shocking could be said.

"Yes, but the big girl coaxed the shooter away from him," said the Chimney Swift, who was quite provoked because his story had been interrupted; "she said, 'Cousin Nat, father won't let you shoot birds here or do anything to frighten them away, for he loves them and has spent half his life watching them and learning their ways, and they have grown so fearless hereabouts that they are like friends.'

"But Nat said, 'Do let me shoot some, Cousin Olive. I don't see why Uncle Roy likes them. What good are birds anyway? They only sit in the street and say "chuck, chuck, chuck" all day long.'

"'You say that because you have always lived in the city and the only birds you have watched are the English Sparrows, who are really as disagreeable as birds can possibly be,' said the big girl; 'but here you will see all the beautiful wild birds.'

"Then the little girl said, 'Why, brother, you always loved our Canary!'

"'Yes, but he is different; he is nice and yellow, and he knows something and sings too like everything; he isn't like these common tree birds.'"

"Common tree birds indeed!" shrieked the Catbird.

"That is what the boy called us," said the Chimney Swift, who then went on with his story about what he had heard the children say.

"'Why you silly dear!' cried, the big girl, laughing a sweet little laugh like the Bobolink's song, 'that only proves how little you know about wild birds. Plenty of them are more brightly colored than your Canary, and some of those that wear the plainest feathers sing more beautifully than all the Canaries and cage birds in the world. This summer, when you have made friends with these wild birds, and they have let you see their homes and learn their secrets, you will make up your mind that there are no common birds; for every one of them has something very uncommon about it,'

"Then our brother B. Oriole began to sing in the sugar maple over the shed. The sun was shining on his gay coat; the little girl pointed to him and whispered, 'Hush, Nat! you see Olive is right; please empty the stones out of your pocket.'"

The Chimney Swift had hardly finished his story when there was another excitement.

"News, more news!" called the Bank Swallow joyfully. He had been taking a skim over the meadows and orchard. "These House People do not keep cats!"

"They may not have any now, but that doesn't prove they never will," said a Robin crossly. He had just flown against a window, not understanding about the glass, and had a headache in consequence.

"They never will keep cats," insisted the little Swallow boldly.

"How do you know?" asked the birds in one breath.

"Because they keep dogs!" said Bankey, twittering with glee; "two nice dogs. One big and buff and bushy, with a much finer tail than the proudest fox you ever saw; and the other small and white with some dark spots, and as quick as a squirrel. This one has a short tail that sticks up like a Wren's and a nose like a weasel; one ear stands up and the other hangs down; and he has a terrible wink in one eye. Even a poor little Bank Swallow knows that where one of these dogs lives the Bird People need not fear either cats or rats!"

"I love dogs," said the black-and-white Downy Woodpecker, running up a telegraph pole in search of grubs; "dogs have bones to eat and I like to pick bones, especially in winter."

"Me too," chimed in the Nuthatch, who walks chiefly head down and wears a fashionable white vest and black necktie with a gray coat; "and sometimes they leave bits of fat about. Yes, dogs are very friendly things indeed."

Then a joyful murmur ran all along the wires, and Farmer Griggs, who was driving past, said to himself, "Powerful lot of 'lectricity on to-day; should think them Swallers would get shock't and kil't." But it was only the birds whispering together; agreeing to return to their old haunts at Orchard Farm and give the House Children a chance to learn that there are no such things as "common" birds.
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THE DOCTOR'S WONDER ROOM

Nathaniel and Theodora, who were called Nat and Dodo for short, were standing in the hallway outside Dr. Hunter's door, engaged in a very lively argument.

"I say birds are animals," blustered Nat, pounding his fists together after a fashion of his own.

"And I'm as sure as anything that they can't be," persisted Dodo, "because they have feathers, and nothing else has."

"That doesn't prove anything. Everything that lives and grows is either an animal or a vegetable. Do you think that birds grow like potatoes and are dug out of the ground, or come off trees like apples?" And Nat gave himself an air of great wisdom, such as brothers are apt to wear when they are in the fifth reader, and their sisters are only in the third.

"But isn't there anything besides animals and vegetables that they might be? Perhaps they are minerals," said Dodo, brightening up as she thought of the word.

"Oh! oh! what a stupid you are, Dodo! Minerals! Why those are rocks and such things, that can't move and don't live." Nat laughed rather rudely, and, putting his hands in his pockets, began to whistle.

"I think you might tell me what kind of an animal a bird is, and why it has feathers and can fly, instead of laughing," said Dodo in a shaky voice; for her feelings were very tender and she remembered too late what minerals are.

"Yes, tell her, Nat," said Olive, who came through the hall just then. "Are you holding your knowledge tight in your pockets, or whistling to keep from telling it?"

Nat scowled a minute and then said frankly, for every one was frank with Olive, "I really don't know what sort of an animal a bird is, though I'm sure it is an animal. Don't you think Uncle Roy will tell us?"

"I'm sure he will be glad to, if he is not very busy, and he is seldom too busy to talk of birds. He is writing a book now of all the things he knows about them. Knock on the door, Dodo."

"I'm afraid to," said Dodo, clasping her hands behind her. "Mammy says that room is full of birds, and that we must never go in there. Suppose when the door opens they should get out and fly away?"

"Mammy was right in telling you not to go in without asking, because there are a great many books and papers there that father values, and you might upset them. But the birds that are there are not alive. They are dead birds that father has collected from all parts of America—stuffed birds, such as you have seen in the glass cases in the Museum."

"But, Cousin Olive," said Nat in astonishment, "if Uncle Roy has shot enough birds to fill a big room, why won't he let me pop at a few with my shooter?"

"You must ask him why yourself, Nat. Knock again, Dodo. Father, may we come in? The children are here, with pockets full of questions;" and Olive opened the door of the study, which Dodo named "the wonder room" that very day.

It was a very long room on the southwest side of the house. The sun streamed in through three wide windows, and at one end there was a deep fireplace with brass andirons upon which some logs smouldered, for though it was a mild May day the great room felt cool. Around the room were deep cases with glass doors, from which peeped all kinds and sizes of birds, while between the tops of the cases and the ceiling the spaces were filled by colored bird pictures. The Doctor's desk stood in front of one window, heaped with papers and books; down the middle of the room were low book-cases standing back to back, and where these ended, before the hearth, was a high-backed settle, almost as long as a bed.

The children stood still for a minute, speechless with surprise and delight. Then Dodo made a rush for the Doctor's chair, and hugging him round the neck, cried, "Dear Uncle Roy, will you please let us stay in here a little while, so that we can learn what sort of animals birds are, and all about them? And will you tell Nat why you let yourself shoot birds when you won't let him?" Here Dodo stopped, both for lack of breath and because she knew that her sentences were mixing themselves dreadfully.

"So you have been here two whole days without finding me out," said the Doctor, seating Dodo comfortably on his knee. "Aren't you afraid of the old ogre who keeps so many birds prisoners in his den, and bewitches them so that they sit quite still and never even try to fly? You want to know about birds, do you, Miss Dodo, and Nat feels grieved because I won't let him pop at our feathered neighbors that live in the orchard? Oh, yes, my boy, I know all about it, you see; Cousin Olive has been telling tales. Come round here where I can see you. I can answer your question more easily than I can Dodo's. Don't look ashamed, for it is perfectly natural that you should like to pop at birds until you learn to understand the reasons why you should not. It was because you two youngsters have seen so little of Nature and the things that creep and crawl and fly, that I begged you from your parents for a time.

"House People are apt to grow selfish and cruel, thinking they are the only people upon the earth, unless they can sometimes visit the homes of the Beast and Bird Brotherhood, and see that these can also love and suffer and work like themselves.

"Now, my boy, before we begin to learn about the birds I will partly answer your question, and you will be able to answer it yourself before summer is over. Animal life should never be taken except for some good purpose. Birds are killed by scientists that their structure and uses may be studied—just as doctors must examine human bodies. But if you kill a bird, of what use is its dead body to you?"

"I would like to see if I could hit it, and then—I—guess," hesitating, "I could find out its name better if I had it in my hand."

"Ah, Nat, my lad, I thought so; first to see if you can hit it, and perhaps because you want to know the bird's name. Did you ever think of trying to cut off one of your fingers with your jack-knife, to see if you could do it, or how it is made?"

"Why, no, uncle, it would hurt, and I couldn't put it on again, and it wouldn't do me any good anyway, for I could find out about it by asking a doctor, without hurting myself."

"Yes, that is right; and for the present you can learn enough about birds without shooting them yourself, and if you learn your lesson well you will never shoot a song-bird."

"May we see the book you are writing, Uncle Roy, and learn all about the birds out of it?"

"It is written in words too long and difficult for you to understand. Here is a page on the desk—see if you can read it."

Nat stood by the Doctor's chair, but the longer he looked at the page the more puzzled he became, and at last he said, "I think, if you please, I'd rather have a book with only the birds' plain American names." Then he spelled out slowly, "C-y-a-n-o-c-i-t-t-a c-r-i-s-t-a-t-a. Why, that's Latin, but it only means Blue Jay."

"Couldn't you write a little book for us, uncle—just a common little book, all in plain words?" pleaded Dodo. "There's plenty of paper here, and of course the know-how is all in your head; because Olive says you know about every bird that lives in our America—and then you need not put them quite all in our book."

"Bless your innocent heart! How many different kinds of birds do you think there are in 'our America,' my little Yankee?" "More than a hundred, I guess," said Dodo after a long pause.

"Nearly a thousand, my lady!"

"A thousand! I think we couldn't remember so many. Does Olive know about 'nearly a thousand'?"

"No, nor about a quarter of them, Dodo. There are a great many birds that are rare or curious, but are not very interesting to people like you and me," said Olive.

"Suppose you make us a little book about some of the very nicest American birds," put in Nat, who had been looking at the row of stuffed birds in one of the cases, and began to feel a real interest in knowing their names and something about them. "Oh, Uncle Roy! Here's a Robin. See! Dodo, see! I knew it in a minute; it's like meeting a fellow you know;" and Nat pranced about while the Doctor laughed as if he was well pleased.

"Now, children," said he, "I have an hour's more work this morning, and then we will talk over this bird matter. Here is a little blank book, and a pencil for each of you. Go down in the orchard, and when you find a bird, write in the book how it looks to you. So—size, color of head, throat, breast, back, tail, and wings—that will be enough for once; but try to remember, also, how it sings. You had better help them a bit to begin with, daughter," he continued, turning to Olive, who went as gladly as if she were only ten years old like Nat, instead of being seventeen, and nearly as tall as her father, with skirts that covered her boot tops.
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A SPARROW SETTLES THE QUESTION

The apple trees were not yet in bloom in the orchard, but the cherries were tricked out in dazzling white, and the peaches were blushing as prettily as possible. On either side of the walk that led down through the garden, hyacinths, great mats of single white violets and bunches of yellow daffies were in flower, and as far as the children could see the fresh green orchard grass was gilded with dandelions.

"Isn't it lovely?" cried Dodo, "I want to pick everything." She began to fill her hands with dandelions. "Only I wish that mother was here"—and a little quaver shook the merry voice.

"She will come by and by, dear," said Olive. "You know your father had to go away on business, and you wouldn't like him to go all alone."

"Why do people have business?"

"To earn money, to be sure, to buy your pretty frocks and shoes, and give you plenty to eat."

"But House People are the only ones who must work for what they have—everything else takes what it wants."

"There is where you are very much mistaken, Miss Dodo. Everything works for its living in some way[1q]. Take, for example, the birds that you are going to study. They have to build their own houses, and feed their children, and travel about every year on their own particular business."

"Travel—do birds travel?" cried both children in the same breath. "Oh, where do they go, and what for?"

"Father will tell you about that. Now you must do what he said—each find a bird, and see if you can describe it. Suppose we sit on this great root. It belongs to the oldest tree in the orchard, and Grandmother Hunter used to play house up in the top of it when she was a little girl. Father told me he had a perch up there when he was a boy, so that he could watch the birds. Perhaps, if you are careful and really want to keep quiet and see the birds, he will have one fixed for you."

"How jolly!" said Nat. "Sh-h! I see a bird now—such a queer little thing—it's running round like a mouse. Oh! oh! it goes just as well upside down as any other way." And Nat pulled out his pencil and book and waited for the bird to come in sight again, which it was kind enough to do very soon.

"Size"—wrote Nat, struggling with his pencil, which would squeak, because he had foolishly put it in his mouth. "How big would you call it?"

"Little," said Dodo promptly.

"Kind of little, but not so very. I've seen smaller in the Museum," said Nat. "What would you call it, Olive?"

"I should call it rather a small bird, if I were not speaking exactly. But if you wish to be more particular you must try to guess its length in inches. When I was about your age father measured my right-hand middle finger and told me it was three inches long. Then he made two marks across it with violet ink, which takes a long time to wash off, so that my finger made a three-inch measure. I soon grew accustomed to look at a bird and then at my finger, from nail to knuckle, and then try to tell how many times longer the bird was from the point of his beak down over his back to the tip of his tail. Of course I made a great many mistakes and could seldom tell exactly, but it was a great help."

"How long is my finger?" asked Nat eagerly, spreading out a rather large hand for a boy of ten.

"About four inches."

"Then that bird is quite a little longer than that—five or six inches anyway." And he wrote, "Length, five or six inches."

"Ah, he has gone," wailed Dodo. "Oh, no, he hasn't. He has come round the tree again—he says squank, squank, squank, as if his voice was rusty. Is that his song, Cousin Olive?"

"No, he is only talking now."

"Talking? It seems to me that birds can do ever so many more things than I thought they possibly could."

"Black head," said Nat, as he continued writing; "sort of gray on top and white in front; his tail is black and white and rusty looking underneath, and—there, he has flown away! Do you think that will do, and will uncle know his name? Oh, I forgot, he says squank, goes head down, and picks things out of the tree bark." "Yes, that will do for a beginning, but father will tell you some simple names for the different parts of every bird, so that your descriptions need not confuse you. If every one gave his own names, no two people would quite understand each other."

"Oh! I see a bird," whispered Dodo, pointing to the grass at a little distance. "See! it's quite as big as a Pigeon and speckled all over black and brown and has a red mark on the back of its neck. Please write it down for me, Olive; it takes me so long to write, and I haven't seen it in front yet. There, it's turning round—oh! it has a black mark in front of its neck like a cravat and it's speckled underneath. It has flown a little further off and is walking up a tree, and it's very white on its back where its tail begins. Oh! do hear it laugh, Nat." And the Flicker, the big Woodpecker with golden lining to its wings, for it was he, gave out peal after peal of his jolly call-note.

"Can't we go in now to ask Uncle Roy the names of these birds, and see if he won't begin our book this afternoon?"

"It isn't an hour yet since we came out. Come down through the orchard; I hear some Bluebirds singing and perhaps you can see them. They are very tame, and often make their nests in the knot holes in these old trees."

"See, Olive," said Dodo, "what is that down in the grass by the fence? It is something moving. Do you think it can be any sort of a wild animal?"

"No, it's a boy," said Nat. "I see his head. Perhaps he has come to catch some birds. Let's drive him away." "Gently, gently, Nat," said Olive; "it is a boy, but you are not sure that he is doing any harm, and besides it was only yesterday that you were vexed with me because I wouldn't let you pop at the birds yourself. We will ask him what he is doing."
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