
i8 Bird'land

all-lt)viii^' Creator in all llir (.vir-x ar\ iii^- parts

of the coimtrv. w iR-tluf it be a bleak, cold, bare

moor, a tViiitfiil meadow, a Iresli-rimiiin^- stream,

a dense, darkened wood, a roni^li marsh, or

amon«>st the eternal si:o\vs of the yreat silent

Alps. In all these places I havf met my

leathered friends.

The hltle dashing .Merlin and the loud-eallinji'

(. nrlew have often been my oidy companions

amidst the moors and hills of W'ah-. und Scot-

land : vet in such bare spots, wliere. as far as (lie

eye conld reaeli. there ha . been nothin^' bnt dry.

coarse urass no trees, no busiies. just tlie sun-

shine, iiiass. the wind and niv friends the birds.

\\'h;'-t a oloiioiis |)la''e a meadow is in tlie

sunnner-time l)efore the mowers ha\e been at

work, when the tall nrasses wa\c' gently to and

fro to the imisic of the soft wind I 'I'he birds

are sin^iny' for \eiy joy. Over all. hi^h up in

the deep, deej) l)lue. the Skxlark carols his lay

of Io\e. while down below Whinchats and I'ipits

pipe their shorter sonys. 'I'he gently Howin^-

stream and the wildly rushing river have also

their birds. It is one <tf the chief charms of


