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F there is a better spot a-

bout this region for bird-

study than lying in the 

shade of the firs on the 

rim of the pond, then~ r 

have not found it. Of 

course~ I have not discov-

ered a large number of 

species nesting here, nor 

have I found a great vari-

ety around at any one time, 

but in one season I have 

counted over thirty differ-

ent kinds of birds about this old reed-covered watering-

place. And all just on the border of the city limits, -i--f-~ 

y.ou please. Before long, I suppose, it will be a part of 

the city. Years ago it was a secluded retreat. Now the 

rushes and sedge-grass are cropped close by the cattle. 
Children come most every day to paddle in the water. 

One day I was returning from a long tramp througi 
the fields ; approaching the pond I saw it was occupied by 

a solitary fisherman, the great blue heron, at his stand. 

He was the most picturesque sight about the place. I al-
ways looked for him and expected him as much as I looked 

for the firs about the bank. He was the bit of life that 



drew the whole to 

a focus. I crawled 

up behind a tree 

and watched him. 

He stood as motion-

less as the moss-

grown snag near him. 

He seemed just as 

patient. A minnow 

swam past. There 

was a lightening 

flash of that point-

ed bill and he pinned 

him a foot below 

the surface. I 

walked down to get 

a nearer view, but 

he deliberately 

spread a pair of 

wings that fanned 

six feet of air and 
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dangled his long legs to the other end of the pond. But 

he is gone now, I haven't seen him for three years. 

The heron was not the only fisher that kept vig-

il about the pond. There was another almost as interest-

ing, and the old pond can never be the same to me without 

him,--the kingfisher at his watch on the dead l i mb. I · 
IA p I ( 

have se en him, on fluttering wing, hover above the pond, 
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drop like a meteor and disappear in the spray of the splash. 

His aim was generally true but at times I've seen him miss. 

This pair of kingfishers dug a nest in the bank 

of an old railroad- cut about half a mile away. I found it 

by watching them take the overland route from the pond af-

ter fishing hours. One of the pair generally br~oded ~he 
..l,,J. ""'1.A=t(,,t, ft",.. 

eggs while the other kept the watch-tower at the pond./ I 
I./ knew just as well when the young kings were born as if I 

had crawled back through the underground passage for four 

feet and struck a match to look. Both birds took to fish-

ing and they kept the air-line trail hot between the pond 

and the bank. 

We watched the nest pretty closely, and were pre-
' sent when the young kingfishers made their debut. We had 

our cameras ready. That 

hole in the bank held one 

of the wildest-eyed ) 

feathery tribes I ever 

saw. Not one of the 
l <r ti\,\ youngsters we-p.e strong 

on the wing at first and 

we got three of the frow-

zy-headed fishers in a 

pose. 

Eventually all 

the family of young kings made their ~ay to the pond where 

they perched on the projecting snags over the water. They 

were not experts on the wing nor could they spear a f ish 

, '·-tt 
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ix1 Urn wate t! , but they were not too old to learn. It can't 

be an easy thing for a bird to hit a fish when it is swim-

ming under water, not at least when the water is rough, or 

when the fisher has not mastered the law of light-reflec-

tion by a long diving experience. 

The parents fed the young for a time till they 

knew how to care for themselves. As soon as they developed 

strength and experienc~the old birds led them to the river 

about a mile distant, where they broke a way for themselves 

into the great world of bi~d-lifa. 

The CO!lC J t 

music for the world 

about the pond is fur-

nished principally by 

a band of red-winged 

blackbirds and two 

pair of song sparrows, 

the former doing the 

chorus work and the 

latter coming in for 

the solos and the re-

frains. The red-wings 

return early from the 
1'p~RCNe tJ ON 'rl>{£ PROl~C.liNq 

.SN Ac;S (J ve~ "TH£. WAT£~/.I 

south each year and they are busy the whole summer. One 

pair will rear two or three broods. In the early spring 

your singers are all artists but as the summer wears on 

you have a whole crowd of untrained vocalists, who do noth-

ing but practice the whole day long. But in place of the 



.. 

---- 5 ----

lyrical carnivals, I always enjoy the increase of interest 

that the younger generation brings to the lIBfld-. t, 
J 

When we waded out into the pond with our cameras, 

we found half a dozen blackbird homes. Black oingers flut-

tered up from the reeds lilting their "kong-a-rees" and 

swung on the fir limbs overhead. A male in brilliant e-

paulets swooped 

past my head with 

a threatening cry. 

I looked down and 

there was his nest 

half swung, half 

twined and 'Oven 

among the reed-

stems only a foot 

above the water. 

On a lining of 

hair and fine 

graoses lay four 

sky-blue eggs, 

blotched with 

brown and black. 

The eggs evidently 

hatched the follow-

ing day1 for, when I 

waded out with my 

camera two weeks 

later, I found the 

,, ' 
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nest pretty well delapidated and two well-fledged nestlings 

p0rched on the rim of the home. 

Ten feet away I found another nest in the middl 

of a bunch of swamp-grass. As I parted the stems I sa 

four fuzzy youngsters crouching as still as death. · I 

worked the camera up into position as easily as possible, 

and was just focus-

dropped from one 

with a fright-

Fly,for your 

a flash ev-

had scudded 

directions, 

tell where. 

search I 

the young-

close in the 

them back on 

where they squat-

with the dumps. ''PtsR.C.Hl&jJ CN THE 
Ne~l-EJJC. t: 11 

ing when the mother 

of the limbs above 

ened cry. "Fly! 

lives!" and in 

ery fledgling 

away in four 

I couldn't 

After a long 

found two of 

stars lying 

grass, and put 

the nest-edge, 

tad as if doubled up 

Early in the season I had seen the song sparrows 

at work. They dug out a hollow in the center of a tussock 

a few feet up from the water's edge. They lined it with a 

thick bed of dry leaves and twined the grass stems around 

and around, the mother shaping them with her breast. It 

was during this time, and, after the mother had laid her 

four spotted eggs that the male showed the quality of his 

song . He wears a plain brown-colored coat, and has a black 
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spot hung right in the center of his breast as a mark of 

identity. But clothes do not make the bird. He haa a re-

pertoire of song rolled up in hi tiny brain that wins the 

affection of any audience. He sings for the sake of the 

music. When I found the brown bantlings cuddled down in 

the nest, his song had lost a trifle in quality; it was 
I 

business first and pleasure afterward. 

You might wonder what a sparrow hawk was doing 

about the pond, and so did I hen I first saw him perched 

on a fence post. I thought he was out for young birds. 

He used to sit there with all the dignity of a judge and 

watch by the hour. I had often seen him beat over the 

field, glide upward and stand on fluttering wing as if 

fastened in the blue, sweeping the ground below with his 
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sharp eye. I saw him dart down at the edge of the pond, 

and back to the post with something in his talons. Yes, 

he had taken to eating frogs, and he tore off the steaks 

and swallowed them with as much reli h as a Frenchman. 

One day I saw a sparrow hawk dive into a flock 

of English sparrows in the yard by my window. Englishers 

scattered like fragments in an explosion but the hawk 

,, 
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nabbed one just at the trellis over the porch. He killed 

him with a couple of blows that caved in his skull and sat 

on the post at the corner of the tennis-court and devoured 

<1'!3 i? OWN B"1N7" L l"'1'\S Cl..JJJDL. E 1J .DOWN IN 
T fl £ N £ S T '' 

his prey. It would be a great thing if one could keep a 

whole flock of hawks about the yard just. to clean out a 

lot of these pestiferous, sputtering sparrows. But the 

sparrow hawk feeds mostly on locusts, frogs, beetles and 
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mice, it is only occasionally that he strikes down a bird. 

I~ike the flickers about the pond because they 

stay around all winter. As soon as it gets a little cold 

the scattering woods would be rather lonely and silent with-

out them. Last year a pair pounded out a hollow home in 

a dead fir. The wife sidl d around the stump like a bash-

ful school girl whenever I went near, always keeping on 

the opposite aide of the tree arid peeking around the curve. 

She made no fuss when I climbed the stump and took a look 

,, 
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at the seven eggs. The minute I reached the ground the 

mother dropped in again and went to brooding. 

I oft n see a flicker about the city. He feels 

as much at home in the steeple of a church as in the tower 

of an old dead stump in the heart of the woods. The rumb-

ling and the clanging of the cars do not bother him. The 

other day I saw one of these woodpeckers light on the side 

of a brick building above the busy street of the city. I 

knew he was~;t~ for he began jabbing at the tin 

cornice in a way that must almost have splintered his bill. 
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It resounded with a clang. He cocked hia head with a sur-

prised expression. "That's the funniest tree I ever tapped," 

he seemed to say. Then he flipped across the street and 

started a tattoo on a window-sill, but somebody shoved up 

the window to see who was trying to get in and scared the 

,, . 
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youngster over to a telegraph pole where he sat preening 

his feathers and feeling much more at home. 

Six of the seven white eggs in the old fir stump 
~? 

found wings. We '1f..:onnti the young flickers very awkward the 

day they left home. That suited us. We caught one of the 

fledglings hanging to 

the side of a burned 

stump, but he soon hitched 

•' ' ' H Affi(.IN"4 10 THeSJIJ£ or"' 
'EJ I.I R N E. JJ ST v M p '' 

up far enough to be out 

of reach. After waiting 

around all day we cor-

ralled three on the top 

of a small stub. Here 

they sat enjoying their 

first outing in the sun-

shine and learning to 

"yar-up" in true flick-
t 

er fashion. And now 

when I visit the pond 

I find that most of the 

songsters have gone on 

their long southern pilgrimage, but I always find a 

flicker or so shouting Yar-up! Yar-up-up! from the tree-

sidea or digging his daily meal from the bark of the few 

remaining stumps. 

Portland, Oregon. 

,,, 
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