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KNOWLEDGE OF BIRD-LIFE

“With cheerful hop from perch to spray,
They sport along the meads;

In social bliss together stray,

Where love or fancy leads.

Through spring’s gay scenes each happy pair
Their fluttering joys pursue;

Its various charms and produce share,
Forever kind and true.”



PREFACE

IT has become a universal custom to obtain and preserve the
likenesses of one’s friends. Photographs are the most popular
form of these likenesses, as they give the true exterior outlines
and appearance, (except coloring) of the subjects. But how
much more popular and useful does photography become, when
it can be used as a means of securing plates from which to
print photographs in a regular printing press, and, what is more
astonishing and delightful, to produce the real colors of nature as
shown in the subject, no matter how brilliant or varied.

We quote from the December number of the Ladies’ Home
Journal:

“An excellent suggestion was recently made by the Department
of Agriculture at Washington that the public schools of the
country shall have a new holiday, to be known as Bird Day.
Three cities have already adopted the suggestion, and it is likely
that others will quickly follow. Of course, Bird Day will differ
from its successful predecessor, Arbor Day. We can plant trees
but not birds. It is suggested that Bird Day take the form of
bird exhibitions, of bird exercises, of bird studies — any form of
entertainment, in fact, which will bring children closer to their
little brethren of the air, and in more intelligent sympathy with
their life and ways. There is a wonderful story in bird life, and but
few of our children know it. Few of our elders do, for that matter.



A whole day of a year can well and profitably be given over to
the birds. Than such study, nothing can be more interesting. The
cultivation of an intimate acquaintanceship with our feathered
friends is a source of genuine pleasure. We are under greater
obligations to the birds than we dream of. Without them the
world would be more barren than we imagine. Consequently, we
have some duties which we owe them. What these duties are only
a few of us know or have ever taken the trouble to find out. Our
children should not be allowed to grow to maturity without this
knowledge. The more they know of the birds the better men and
women they will be. We can hardly encourage such studies too
much.”

Of all animated nature, birds are the most beautiful in
coloring, most graceful in form and action, swiftest in motion
and most perfect emblems of freedom.

They are withal, very intelligent and have many remarkable
traits, so that their habits and characteristics make a delightful
study for all lovers of nature. In view of the facts, we feel that
we are doing a useful work for the young, and one that will be
appreciated by progressive parents, in placing within the easy
possession of children in the homes these beautiful photographs
of birds.

The text i1s prepared with the view of giving the children as
clear an idea as possible, of haunts, habits, characteristics and
such other information as will lead them to love the birds and
delight in their study and acquaintance.



NATURE STUDY PUBLISHING



BIRD SONG

“I cannot love the man who doth not love,
As men love light, the song of happy birds.”

IT is indeed fitting that the great poets have ever been the
best interpreters of the songs of birds. In many of the plays of
Shakespeare, especially where the scene is laid in the primeval
forest, his most delicious bits of fancy are inspired by the
flitting throng. Wordsworth and Tennyson, and many of the
minor English poets, are pervaded with bird notes, and Shelley’s
masterpiece, The Skylark, will long survive his greater and more
ambitious poems. Our own poet, Cranch, has left one immortal
stanza, and Bryant, and Longfellow, and Lowell, and Whittier,
and Emerson have written enough of poetic melody, the direct
inspiration of the feathered inhabitants of the woods, to fill a
good-sized volume. In prose, no one has said finer things than
Thoreau, who probed nature with a deeper ken than any of his
contemporaries. He is to be read, and read, and read.

But just what meaning should be attached to a bird’s notes
— some of which are “the least disagreeable of noises” — will
probably never be discovered. They do seem to express almost
every feeling of which the human heart is capable. We wonder if
the Mocking Bird understands what all these notes mean. He is



so fine an imitator that it is hard to believe he is not doing more
than mimicking the notes of other birds, but rather that he really
does mock them with a sort of defiant sarcasm. He banters them
less, perhaps, than the Cat Bird, but one would naturally expect
all other birds to fly at him with vengeful purpose. But perhaps
the birds are not so sensitive as their human brothers, who do not
always look upon imitation as the highest flattery.

A gentleman who kept a note-book, describes one of the
matinee performances of the Mocker, which he attended by
creeping under a tent curtain. He sat at the foot of a tree on the
top of which the bird was perched unconscious of his presence.
The Mocker gave one of the notes of the Guinea-hen, a fine
imitation of the Cardinal, or Red Bird, an exact reproduction of
the note of the Phoebe, and some of the difficult notes of the
Yellow-breasted Chat. “Now I hear a young chicken peeping.
Now the Carolina Wren sings, ‘cheerily, cheerily, cheerily.” Now
a small bird is shrilling with a fine insect tone. A Flicker, a
Wood-pewee, and a Phoebe follow in quick succession. Then a
Tufted Titmouse squeals. To display his versatility, he gives a dull
performance which couples the ‘go-back’ of the Guinea fowl with
the plaint of the Wood-pewee, two widely diverse vocal sounds.
With all the performance there is such perfect self-reliance and
consciousness of superior ability that one feels that the singer has
but to choose what bird he will imitate next.”

Nor does the plaintive, melancholy note of the Robin, that
“pious” bird, altogether express his character. He has so many



lovely traits, according to his biographers, that we accept him
unhesitatingly as a truly good bird. Didn’t he once upon a time
tenderly cover with leaves certain poor little wanderers? Isn’t he
called “The Bird of the Morning?” And evening as well, for you
can hear his sad voice long after the sun has himself retired.

The poet Coleridge claims the credit of first using the Owl’s
cry in poetry, and his musical note Tu-whit, tu-who! has made
him a favorite with the poets. Tennyson has fancifully played
upon it in his little “Songs to the Owl,” the last stanza of which
runs:

“I would mock thy chant anew;

But I cannot mimic it,

Not a whit of thy tuhoo,

Thee to woo to thy tuwhit,

Thee to woo to thy tuwhit.

With a lengthen’d loud halloo,
Tuwhoo, tuwhit, tuwhit, tuhoo-0-0.”

But Coleridge was not correct in his claim to precedence in
the use of the Owl’s cry, for Shakespeare preceded him, and
Tennyson’s “First Song to the Owl” is modeled after that at the
end of “Love’s Labor Lost:”

“When roasted crabs hiss in the bowl,
Then nightly sings the staring Owl,
Tu-who;



Tu-whit, tu-who, a merry note.”

In references to birds, Tennyson is the most felicitous of
all poets and the exquisite swallow-song in “The Princess” is
especially recommended to the reader’s perusal.

Birds undoubtedly sing for the same reasons that inspire to
utterance all the animated creatures in the universe. Insects
sing and bees, crickets, locusts, and mosquitos. Frogs sing, and
mice, monkeys, and woodchucks. We have recently heard even
an English Sparrow do something better than chipper; some
very pretty notes escaped him, perchance, because his heart
was overflowing with love-thoughts, and he was very merry,
knowing that his affection was reciprocated. The elevated railway
stations, about whose eaves the ugly, hastily built nests protrude
everywhere, furnish ample explanation of his reasons for singing.

Birds are more musical at certain times of the day as well as at
certain seasons of the year. During the hour between dawn and
sunrise occurs the grand concert of the feathered folk. There are
no concerts during the day — only individual songs. After sunset
there seems to be an effort to renew the chorus, but it cannot
be compared to the morning concert when they are practically
undisturbed by man.

Birds sing because they are happy. Bradford Torrey has given
with much felicity his opinion on the subject, as follows:

“I recall a Cardinal Grosbeak, whom I heard several years ago,
on the bank of the Potomac river. An old soldier had taken me to



visit the Great Falls, and as we were clambering over the rocks
this Grosbeak began to sing; and soon, without any hint from
me, and without knowing who the invisible musician was, my
companion remarked upon the uncommon beauty of the song.
The Cardinal is always a great singer, having a voice which, as
European writers say, is almost equal to the Nightingale’s; but in
this case the more stirring, martial quality of the strain had given
place to an exquisite mellowness, as if it were, what I have no
doubt it was,

A Song of Love.”
—C. C. Marble.

[to be continued.]



THE YELLOW-THROATED VIREO

THE popular name of this species of an attractive family is
Yellow Throated Greenlet, and our young readers will find much
pleasure in watching its pretty movements and listening to its
really delightful song whenever they visit the places where it
loves to spend the happy hours of summer. In some respects it
is the most remarkable of all the species of the family found
in the United States. “The Birds of Illinois,” a book that may
be profitably studied by the young naturalist, states that it is
decidedly the finest singer, has the loudest notes of admonition
and reproof, and is the handsomest in plumage, and hence the
more attractive to the student.

A recognized observer says he has found it only in the woods,
and mostly in the luxuriant forests of the bottom lands. The
writer’s experience accords with that of Audubon and Wilson,
the best authorities in their day, but the habits of birds vary
greatly with locality, and in other parts of the country, notably in
New England, it is very familiar, delighting in the companionship
of man. It breeds in eastern North America, and winters in
Florida, Cuba and Central America.

The Vireo makes a very deep nest, suspended by its upper
edge, between the forks of a horizontal branch. The eggs
are white, generally with a few reddish brown blotches. All
authorities agree as to the great beauty of the nest, though they



differ as to its exact location. It is a woodland bird, loving tall
trees and running water, “haunting the same places as the Solitary
Vireo.” During migration the Yellow-throat is seen in orchards
and in the trees along side-walks and lawns, mingling his golden
colors with the rich green of June leaves.

The Vireos, or Greenlets, are like the Warblers in appearance
and habits. We have no birds, says Torrey, that are more
unsparing of their music; they sing from morning till night, and
— some of them, at least — continue theirs till the very end of the
season. The song of the Yellow-throat is rather too monotonous
and persistent. It is hard sometimes not to get out of patience
with its ceasless and noisy iteration of its simple tune; especially
if you are doing your utmost to catch the notes of some rarer
and more refined songster. This is true also of some other birds,
whose occasional silence would add much to their attractiveness.



THE MOCKING BIRD

Some bright morning this month, you may hear a Robin’s song
from a large tree near by. A Red Bird answers him and then the
Oriole chimes in. I can see you looking around to find the birds
that sing so sweetly. All this time a gay bird sits among the green
leaves and laughs at you as you try to find three birds when only
one is there.

It is the Mocking Bird or Mocker, and it is he who has been
fooling you with his song. Nature has given him lots of music
and gifted him with the power of imitating the songs of other
birds and sounds of other animals.

He 1s certainly the sweetest of our song birds. The English
Nightingale alone is his rival. I think, however, if our Mocker
could hear the Nightingale’s song, he could learn it.

The Mocking Bird is another of our Thrushes. By this time
you have surely made up your minds that the Thrushes are sweet
singers.

The Mocker seems to take delight in fooling people. One
gentleman while sitting on his porch heard what he thought to be
a young bird in distress. He went in the direction of the sound
and soon heard the same cry behind him. He turned and went
back toward the porch, when he heard it in another direction.
Soon he found out that Mr. Mocking Bird had been fooling him,
and was flying about from shrub to shrub making that sound.



His nest is carelessly made of almost anything he can find.
The small, bluish-green eggs are much like the Catbird’s eggs.
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