'THE LAND WE LIVE IN.

‘betook myself to a little hill at the edge
-of the clearlng about half past six or say
gix p.m. My lorgnette was of course in
its case, in my pocket, Thia hill, I made

it my business to visil every day, and from -

sitting quietly there and watching around
me, I was able to discover some facts in

pigeon life, I have seen noted by nobody

“betore. There was a peculiar odor of
pigeons diffused through the whele atmos-
ptere, and pervaded it even where T was
now sitting on this hill, nearly one huadred
vardslout in the clearing, A bush circled
round to the weat, in which were several
very tall and dead elm trees, Tothe right
-of these, was a solilary pine toweriog
rkyward, also dead, or pearly so, with a
long, dead iimb ajmost at its top, sticking
abruptly ont, On these lrees ¢ conside-
rable number of pigeons were seated, and
my lotgnette told me, they were all red
breaeted cocke, .

The quaptities on the wing, all around
me, were prodigions. Occasionally a
bunch ofa thousand or so would rush past
my head with a roar, and sfter arriving at
their destination, perhaps a mile or two,
would descend into the bush snd disappear.
And this bad a very strange look. Tt
seemed as if the forest swallowed up the
myriads of birds that (awe in flocks
over it. .

As night approached, the heavens in all
arce to the north, south, and east, were
literally a maes of flocks of pigeons, wing-
ing their way to their rooste, I remained
ihis evenidg till the grey cold sky with
stars twinkling ¢ver hewd, wind 2ll over the
blue vault proclaimed the reigh of night.
1 was fuscinated, I cowd not leave the
epot, and kept watch till I fel{ my eyelids
turn heavy sud had lo make for © Home.”

A few heavy chunka and small Joge were
{hrown on the embers ; afire soon shot up
in ruddy beams, and T consigned myseif
to my buffalo robes, and the sweet acented
sapin and soon forgot this wicked worid
and all belonging to it, wrapped in the
arms of repose, Sleep in this mancer is
most refreshing, as 1 know from expe-
rience, yet gne ig very esgily aroused if
any nnexpeuted sound floats 1o the ear.

Dagh as ustal, on euch occasiona lay
beside-my-boots at the foot of the bed.
Sudderly he leaped up and began to barl

- savagely and then dashed at something I
heard grunt. In a ‘moment there was
pandemonium. Someboly’s pigs had
strayed hitherward, and their grunts and
squeals as they ran.for their lives lowards
the concession, told me that Dash was
driving the enemy ahead of him,—victo-
ripus over the foe.

Presently be returned in triumph, his
4ail erect, and himself rather biown. My
watch told me it was half past eleven, and
yet there wag a continual buzz, sud a loud
roaring sound all about wme—A continual
Alight it seerved to be, yet I saw no birds
in fiocks. There was no moon, The night
was clear and warm, and thousands of
pigeons were calling all over, and {luttering
around me. Limbs seemed to be falling
all aroltnd, and I thought Iheard the voice
of 8ome mighty tempest shouting through
the forest with all ite might. But the air
was perfectly stitled.

Again 1sougbt my robes and was very
soon in the laud of dreams hushed to
repose by the notes of thoueands of doves.

And this was only twenty years ago, yet

Phueger’s Lumirous-Bait is enddrsed by America’s highest authority., Try it.

there are scores of youths and maidens
of eighteen and twenty around me, who
have not the slightest idea of what &
passenger pigeon is like, so completely
have they vanighed from thisland !

1 slept soundly, and was not disturbed
again til] the grey and distant streaks of
morning began to glimmer in the eastern
sky. A growi from Dash, followed by &
savage charge at something as yet invisi-
ble, and a fierce tussle informed me that a
baitle royal was going on,

Then came another heavy shaking and
I heard the familiar squeaks uttered by an
expiring raccoon. 8till he continuel to
skake that coon, even after it was dead.
Oa getting it from the dog I found it was
& two years old one, and pretty fat for the
spring, aud the fur, although faded in
color, yet thick and good.

Sleep being now eut of the question, the
fire was trimmed, and the pot placed ready

_for warming up for breakfast,

Anxious to be on the hill before referred
to, [ soon was there, wrapped in my over
conf. ‘I'he mornings ot this season of the
year are, always chilly. Iven then the
birds were making considerable noise, and
you might see one here and there in the
middle of the surrounding dimness, darting
over your head or any where near, and
returning at great speed {o the bugh.

About baif an bour, more or less, atter
I sat myself on my accustomed stump
there waa a mighty uvoise of wings as If
every bird on the gronnd had suddeuly
taken wing,

The light was a5 yel uncertain, and the
stave in the clear sky were nearly invisible,
that is, stars of the first magnitude, for the
Jesser luminarizs bad long disappeared in
the blue ethereal vanlt. Aund this noise

whieh at first resembled amothered notes,

of thunder, suddenly swelled louder and
louder, till it became a deafening roar, and
a migh y mass like o black clond came
right over my head within half gun shot
and made the atmosphere quiver, ag if the
rush of tens of thoussnds, aye hundreds of
thousands of rapidly beating wings. For
fully a minute this swiftly moving, cloud
of life, made every thing around me,
intensely dark, as the morning light waa
intercepted.

In truth, I waa complelely bewildered,
I had eeen such # clond the first morning,
neitl were in the distsnce, and I really had
but a sinall conception of the vastness of
the innumerable numbers of birds in this
flock, birds so numerous as to be beyond
the powers of the human mind to grasp
the reality of those numbers. And they
rotled away like a cloud lefore the wind,
scattering abroad, as it seemed, as they
receded from the range of my glasses.

Had I had my gun, I could vot by any
means have used it. I saw two other
masses rise from sections of the forest to
the south, and although the farthest must
have been two or three miles away, the
roar of rushing sound was perfeetly
distinet and loud, though subdued by
distance. Astothe nearer one, I codld see
the different birds with the lorgnette, and
they made the air tremble where I was
silting, as they winged their way to some
distant feeding ground. Itis acurious fact,
and to me unaccountable, that they never
slopped near heme to feed ; except for a
few days after they first seitled down, and
not & farmer I heard of, ever saw one of
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them pick up one grain of their spring

eown wheat, oats, or peas. Where they
went to feed, T do not know, but most
undoubtedly it was not within scores of
miles of their breeding grounds,

The son had rieen and small bunches
were seen winging their way all about.
A meadow in which there was a brackish
muddy spol, with a shallow supply of
water, waa visited by thourands of them
daily, This wasabout two miles from the
breeding ground.

It is & strange fuct in the natural history
of ail these birde, ns well as many others
that the place wi e-e their wa'er supply is
found, i3 often very remote from that
where they obtain their food, .

Travellers in many lands have noted
this point. Gordon Cumming relates, that,
by watching and fo'lowing the flight of the
little African doves and grouse, he wag
ennbled to discover a pool in the desert
for his sorely distressed oxen, horses, and
dogs,

The little hilt on which I was seated,
commanded o msgnificent view of the
forest, of which the birds had taken pos-
sesgion. I tired walching these birds
passing by in a1 endess maze, so I took
my vay horne, aud let we assure you I
enjoyed my pigeon &'ew, and a cup of ten
amazingly, that morning. Dash also
enjoyed it, a8 he had to have his share
slong with his master,

The guns began to crack away in good
earnest on the distant outskirts, especially
in the vicinity of Kintail where there was
a large bunch of pigeons located, I was
glad that as yet nobody was within & mile
or two of my habitation, for being well
known to all the neighborhood, far and
near, 1 was well aware that I was likely to
have visitors,

After breakfast, T took my gun aud

.returned to the hill to especiully note the

flighte, and any thing else worthy of
entering in my diary. In fact this’ dis-
cription as given here is strictly true.
Any one reading it, can rely on the signa-
ture of “ Gasperean ” as being trustworthy
in all and every point of natural history,
a3 recorded by me.

I had not been long in my place, peneil
in hand, when I gaw a little pigeon hawk,
( Faleo Calumbarius) strike down a pigeon,
and like o flash strike another, and go off
with il in its talons, see-saw, from side to
gide, till he landed it, seemingly quite dead
on a log, some fifly or sixty yards from
where I was sitting,

“ Bravely done, little fellow,”T thought,
but surely one is enough for breakfast for
a person -of your gize. I picked up the
first bird he struck. It was a cock, and
perfectly dead. Blood was on its baclk,
and a gash an inch or more long.

How had he struck it ? Had he struck
it with such force, ag some-assert with his
breast bone, the force and concussion must
have been absolutely so strung as to kill
both him and his vietim. -

1 took this pigeon o my eeat and plucked
it, the better to inspect Lhe eanse of death,
and the depth of the wound, I found one
of the ribs over the region of the heart

bare nod broken, and below it was a small -

clot of blood, and as I-carefully examined

the heart and lungs about it, there was o

%lem' in the lung, and puncture in the
eart,

Thieconclusively satisfied me, the hawk
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