WARBLER WAYS. 15

During the warm days of June when the mystery of life
seems# suddenly unveiled in a miraculous manner, I often fre-
quent a woody retreat above the o0ld mill-dam on Pulton Creek.
The water gurgles among the gray rocks and glides past a clump
of firs and maples. Star flowers gleam from the darker placea-q
of shade, white anemcnes are scattered in the green of the
grass blades and ferns and Linnaean bells overhang the hoss-
covered logs.

As ons sits here in the mid@st of the woods, tae chords
of‘every Benge are stretcned. His nﬁatrila sniff the arcma of
the Tir boughs tipped with their new growta of lighter green.
His eye catches the cautiocus movements of furry and feathered
creatures. His heart vibrates with the raytamie tarcbbing of

the forest pulse. : ; rr Cain. Lastaly
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One day as I lay idling in (this favorite haunt,)a
anad ow caught in the net of sunbeaus spread under tne maple.

i black-tnroétad gray warbler fidgeted on the limb above with
a straw in her bill. This was pleasing. I had searched tae
locality for years, trying to fapd the nome of this sny bird,
and here was a conclusive piece 6F?evidence thrust squarely in
my facs.

The site of the nest was twelve feet from the ground
in the top of a sapling. A week and a half later, I parted the
branches and found a cup of grasses, feather-line&, nestled in
the fork of the fir. Thers lay four eggs8 of a pinkish tinge,
touched with dots of brown.

The chief source of satisfaction



The chief source of satisfaction in a camera study
of bird 1ife comes not in the odd-time chances of observation,
but in a continued period of leisure, when ong may spend his
sentire %hne sbout bird homes just as ne takes a weak's vacation
at the sea-shora. One cannot take a camera, no matter how eX-
pensive it is, and snap off good bird pictires during the spare
moments of a busy day. He might, however, £ill half a dozen
note-books with valuable odd-time observations. To ba sure,
the joy of nature comes to tne amateur, not to tne professional
but to be a successful amateur bird photographer one has fairly
to make a business of lying in gaitfor hig subjects hour after
hour, day by day, and maybe week after week. The reward of
real success comes not in mere acquaintancesghlp with some
fesathered bit of flying life, but in real friendsnip, there
cannot be the formality cof a socliety call, but one should ,by
frequent visits, be well enough acquaintsd to drop in at any
time with his camera, without interfering with the daily af-
fairs of family life.

The real value of photography is that it reccrds the
+puth., The person who photographs birds succassfully, has to
study his subjects long and carefully. He is not likely, there
fora, to gaet but a scanty setl of notes and be compelled to com-
plete‘his observations when ns is seﬁted in tnhe comfortable
chair of his study. Of course, in the study of art, we may

try to improve on Nature, but in Kature Study, truth is the



important element. We might as well understand that a beast
or bird i1s interesting because of its own wild individuality,
net because it is a man dressed in fur or featnesrs.

Of course it showed a pure lack of discretion to try
to picture the home cf such a shy warcler during the days of
incuvation, but I nalf believe the featnered owners would have
overlooked this, had it not been for tne pair of blue jays that
buccaneered that patch of fir. Wnile we were getting & pict-
urg, I savw tnem eyeing us curiously, but tney slunk away among
the dark firs squawking jay-talk about somethaing, I aidn't
understand. Two days later we skirted the clump to see if the
cense of warbler propriety had been tc¢o severely shocked by
the camera. In an instant I translated every syllable of what
that pair of blue pirates had squawksd. 7The scattered rem-
nants ¢f the n@st &nd the broken bits of shell told all.

These gray warblers, however much they were upset by
the camera-fiend and bluetjay depredations, were not to be
thwarted. They actually went to housekeeping again witain
forty yarde of tne old home site. The new nest was placed in
a fir sapling very like tae first, but better hidden from ma-.
rauding blue jays. It was supremely betﬁer located from the
photographer's point of view. Just at the Bide of the new gite
was the sawed-off stump of an old fir upon which we climbed
and aimed ths camera siralght into the nest. There, instead

of four, were only two small nestlings. They Stretched their



skinny necks and opsned wide tneir yellow-lined mouths in an
attitude of unmistakable hungser. _

The momerit the mothar retéfned and found us so dan-
gerously near her brood, she was scared almost ouft of her sen-
ges. She fell from the top of tae tree in a fluttering Tit.
She caugnt gquivering on the limb a foot frcm my hand. Invol-
untarily I reached to¢ help her. Poor thing! She cculdn't hold
on, but slipped through the branches and clutecned my snoe. I
never saw such &an sxaggerated Ease of the chills, or aheard such
a pitiful high-pitched note of pain. I stooped to see what
ailed her. What, both wings broken and unable to nold with her
claws! She waversed liks an autumn leaf to tae ground. I
leaped down, but shé nad limped under a bush and suddenly got
well. Of ccurse, I knew she was tricking me.

The next day my heart was nardened against all her
alluring wiles and crocodile tears. She played her beat, but
the minute she failed to win, I got a furious berating. It was
no begging note now, She perched over ﬁ?"heaq and called ma
avery name in the warbler vocabulary. Then gne saw that we
were actually shoving that cyclopian monster right at ner chil-
dren. "Fly! Fly for your lives!"™ she Screamed in desperation,
Both the scanty-feathered, bob-tailed ycungsiers jumped blindly
out of %the nest into the bushes below. The mother outdid all
previocus performances. She simply doubled and twisted in agon=-

ized death spasms. But, nct to be fooled, I kept an eye on one



nestling and soon replaced him in the nest where he belonged.
Nature always hides such creatures by the simple wave of her
wand. I've seen a flock of half a dozen gfouaa flutter up into
a fir and @éisappear to my eyes as mysteriously as fog in the
sunsnine.

This fidgety bit of featherhood is called the Elack-
throated Gray Warbler, but it's ondy the male that has a black
throat. He is not the whole species. His wife wears a white
cravat and she, to my thinking, is a deal more important in
warbler affairs. Mr, Warbler seemed unavoidably detained away
from home on matters of business or social importance thne g
greater part of the day when the children were crying for food.

The first day I really met the gentleman face to face
we were trying to get a photograph of the mother as sne came
home to feed. ©She had gotten quite used to the camera. ﬁe
nad it leveled point-blank at the nest, only a yard distant.

A gray figure came flitting over the tree-top and planted him-
self on the limb right beside his home. He carried a green
cut-worm in his mouth. No sooner had he squatted on his ac-
customed perch, than he caught sight of the cyclops camera.
With an astonished chirp, he dfopped ?ia worm,.turned a back
somersault, and all I saw was a meteor streak of gray curving
up over the pointed firs. I doubt if he 1lit or felt any de=
gree of safety till he reached the opposite bank of the river.

We met his lordship again the following day. The
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mother was doing her best to lure us from the nest by her de=-
ceiving antics., Every visit we had made, sne kept practieing
.Lhe same old trick. Just as she was putting on a few extra
agonized touches, I suddenly saw a glint of gray. The father
darted at the feigning mother. I.never saw such a case of wife
beating. Maybe it was Justifiable. I'm not an expert on bird
ethics, but I know I'd never stand idly by and see such a scan-
dalous performance among my neighbors. I don't know whether
the pater familias blamed his spouse for my presence and in-
terference, or whether he wanted all her time and attention de=
voted to tne care of the children. She didn't practice deceit'.
any more.

I could not tell one nestling from the other. As I
sat watching tne motner, the questions often arose in my mind:
Does she recognize one child from the other? Does she feed
them in turn, or does she poke the food down the first open
mouth she sees? Here is a good chance to exXxperiment, I thought,
So with a good supply of 6 x 7 plates, we watcaed and photo=-
graphed from early in the morning till late in the afternoon
for three dﬁia. At the end of that time, we had eight pict-
ures, or rather four pairs, each of which was taken in the |
same order as the mother fed her young.

The warblers foraged the firs for insects of all
sizes and Qigora. The mother often brought in green cut-worms,

which she rolled throughther bill as a house-wife runs washing



through a wringer, perhaps to kill the creature or to be sure
it was soft and billsome. This looked like wasted energy to
me. The digestive organs‘of those bob-tailed bantlings seemed
equal to almost any insect I had ever seen.

In the days I spent about the nest, I never saw the
time when both the bairng were not in a starving mood, regard-
less of the amount of dinner they had just swallowed. The
flutter of wings touched the buttcn that seemed automatically
toc open their mouths. At the sligntest scund, I've often seen
disputes arise wnile the mother was away. "I'll take the next"
said one. "I guess you'll not!" screamed the otaner. The
mother paid no more attention to their quarrgla and entreaties
~than to the ceaseless gurgle of the water. How coculd she? I
don't believe she ever caught sight of her children when their
mouths were not open. The fact that the motner fed thnem im-
pattially appealed in no way to their sense of justice. The
one that got the meal quivered his winga in acstuay, wnile the
0'ner always protested at the top of his voice. #

The first pair of pictures in the series was taken
while the young were 8till in the nest. .The motaer fed the
nearest nestling. Changing the plate and adjusting the camera
again, I had to wait only three minutes., The bairn at the edge
of the nest surely had the advanta;e of position, but what was
position? For all his begging, the nearest got a knock on the

ear that sent him bawling, whaile his brogher gulped down a fat



.

spider. o

Soon after, one cf the bantlings hopped out on the
limb and the gray motier rewarded him with a mouthful that
fairly made his eyss bulge. On her return, she did nct for-
get the hungry, more timid fledgling in the nest.

Again I tried tne same experiment of having the o=
mbgpekilitht between her clammoring children. First the right
one received a toothaome.morael, notwithstanding the impatient
exclamations of the chick on the left. Soon after, the hungry
bairn on.tha left got a juicy bite, in spite of the vocilerous
appeala_rrOm the right.

"This way I'll baffle the ingenuity of the mother,"
I thought, as I perched both bantlings on a small limb where
they could be fed on;y from the right. This looked good to the
first little chick, for he seemed to reason that when he opened
mouth wide, his mother could not resist his pleadings. He
reasoned rightly, the first time. On the second appearence of
his mother, position did not count for mueh: it was.nis brother
turn.

Later in the day, I watched the gray warbler coax her
two children fnom the fir into the thick protecting bushes
below. With the keen sense of bird motherhood, she led them on

and they followed out into the world of bird experiencs.
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