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The Freedom of the Fields.

(Cdward B. Clark, in ‘The Presbyterian
V Banner.”)

In winter, after a heavy storm, when
the fields stretch away white and glisten-
ing and the fir boughs bend with their
fleecy burden, how often do we hear people
say: ‘The wcrld is shrouded in snow!
The word shrouded is used because the
winter t!me and white snow are associated

THE CHICKADEE.

in the mind with death. People are alto-
gether too nuwch given to the thought that
because ice ho'ds the tumbling creek in
check, and the top rails of the fence are
covered, that there is nothing living in
" nature’s fields and woodlands.

. It needs but the screwing of one’s cour-
age up to the point of leaving the blazing
birch logs on a cold January morning to
break a foot-pathway through the mea-
dow and along the edge. of the timber, to
prove that this winter death is but an out-
ward semblance, and that there is pulsing
life everywhere. Those of us who know
the mmmor-ﬂme robin, oriole and blue-
bb\d, and who love them and feel an inter-
est in their l;lvu, will be glad on some
ua.rch morning to meet and scrape ac-
quaintance with some strange bird visit-
ors from the north, who are as happy and
as quly, spguently, with the thermom-
eter_at zero, @s are their summer cousins
when the wild roses are 'buddh;g, and the
dandelions o.rn donnang their tuthiry,

caps. Ls

It is just ut this cold wlnter season that
the bird-lover, if he have within tramping
distance of his home a grove of cone-bear-
ing trees, may meet one of the most heau-
tiful birds of which we know, and about
'hosa uf. ﬂuro clinga a ‘tender legond

pluchﬂnmipimmuoz tkoﬁr
north. It is likely that the sweet twitter-
ing notes of the birds will be heard be-
fore they themselves are dheovoroil,"af

#M the :niml- £ ol Ml’ﬂ

when a large flock of the birds is assem-
bled, and in tune, the music that they
make sounds like the jingling bells of a
jolly sleighride party.

The father crossbill wears a handsome
suit of red and olive brown. His close-
fitting cap is perhaps the brightest part
of his attire. Madam Crossbill, in her
general color, looks very much like the
leaves among which she spends much of
her time.  Both the birds are gymnasts of
a high order. They will cling to a light
branch and sway backward and forward
with their heads pointing earthward. They
take, with apparent ease, any = position
which will enable them to get at their
food, which is the shell-encased seed lying
at the base of the scales of the cones.
Pick a pine cone some day, and, after you
have examined it thoroughly, you will
think that it must be an exceedingly dif-
ficult task for a bird to crack the tough
scale and expose the seed. If you have

" looked carefully at the pine cone first, you

will be able to account at once, when you
meet the crossbill, for its peculiarly shap-
ed beak. As a matter of fact, when a per-
son who has never read of the crossbill,
first sees it he thinks its beak a deformity.
The upper and lower parts, mandibles they
are called, are crossed one over the other.
Throw your middle finger over the fore-
finger, as far as you can, and you will get
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| THE DOWNY WOODPECKER.
a MW#‘;MW of the hbd's
mmmuaw owner to

tlny mda vithhxm evergreen covering of _M_zha:m& from ﬂn:—ptﬁo'mu read-
the sprt as - could do m a 'yﬁr 9!

Longfellow has put into poetry a trans-
lation of a German legend about the cross-
bill. The story is that the birds, out of
pity for the dying Saviour, tried with
their littls beaks to draw the cruel mails
that held his hands to the cross. In its
struggle to do the act of kindness, its beak
became crossed, and its feathers were dyed
with the Saviour’s blood. Dying, he re-
cognized the bird’s act, and decreed that
in testimony thereof it should bear the

EVENING GBOSBEAK.

mark of the crossed beak and the red dye
in its feathers until his coming again,
Let those who are brave enough to at-
tempt the winter’s tramp search well the
same trees in yhich the crossbills abound,
and see if they cannot find a still more
gorgeously dressed northern visitor, the
evening grosbeak. This fellow is indeed
a beauty. His body is a brilliant yellow,
his tail is jet black, while his wings are’
sharpy contrasted black and white. The
grosbeak is much of a wanderer. You
may see him twenty times in a single sea-
gon, and then miss him altogether for
some years. He looks more like a visitor
from the tropics than from the regions of
ice and snow, and from his cheery call
you would think that he never knows
what it is to lack for all the comforts of
life. Even the English sparrow, accus-
tomed as he is at all times to the presence
of man and his work, is not tamer than
this handsomely garbed winter grosbeak.
He will let you approach almost within

_arm’s length of him, and will not for a

moment give over his pleasant task of

seed-eating. He will eye you occasionally

a little inquiringly as if he would ask:
‘Do you not know that it is rude to stare
at a person who is dining? He will soon
forgive you, bowever, for your impertin-
ence, and wili give a c&n ﬂu.t isa aort of

- confiding chuckle.

' An hour spent with a aqc‘k of ovening
gmsbea.ks teaches one a lesson. The bird

~ always looks on the bright side of things,

no matter how the clouds may lower, nor
how the wind may blow, and if he finds
that his favcrite box-elder tree restaurant
has a bare cup’bon'd he will ny\ohmﬁlly :
to some humbler inn, with poorer fare, and
_say @ tutuv.l gme'ﬁuhu MMg ur
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