
THE SOUTHERN .1OURNEY 0F 111IE BIRDS. >I

shape of limited powers of flight, liave started ou their long
journev, doiug it by regular and easy stages. while others
groupingr together ini pleasurv- parties ro-am apparently
aimlessly about the country, haviug a jolly good time,
accepting the question with no great seriousness, yvet
always tendincr in their roving towards their winter home.
arriving at and passincr without apparent reason far beyond
the point of suitable te'nperature. Many mothers ainong
the later mignrants and moulters are atixioislv awaitingr the
development of their slow fèatherincg young and are busily
trainimg these novices to the necessities of the occasion
while ail, even residents, are inditstriously trimmincg their
%winter clothes and otherwise prep:tring for the wiuter
frost Let us take a walk and mark what we see at
this interesting. exciti ng, yet seeiningly sad se-ason, when
-ail nature is preparing to go to lier annual sleep or rest. lu
the woods, the fields. the miarshes, evervwhere wve gco we
find life flittincg about ftrom bush to bush, amoiig, the grasses
auCld througrh the rushes. Wadingr the bogs and sloughs,
swimmmilg the rivers and ponds, and so-arinig higvh above us,
are the birds, but oh, how sulent. Evervwhere birds, yet
none of the, ecstatie bursts oPf rnek>dv of sprinS, none of the
cheering aud solacincg music- of the sumamer. Although al
realize the necessity of the mnove, the spirit lu which it is
carried out is strikingliy differeut frorn that showii ini the
northeru or awakening journey of the spring. Sorne are
anxious to be grone, some hold back as long as possible, and
somne even warble a parting dit ty to their native heath, but
the general nioveinent is a-silent oie, and one xnori-nr1 we
awake to find ourselves alone; the woods, fields and sloiu.gnhs
aire deserted, and then, aud not tili then, do0 we r-ealize that
sumer is gone with the birds and that wvinter is upon us.
A s Nve go into the fields a, small flock of vkiriegvated bitIl-
colored birds arise lu front of us and flutter off wvît1 a
inetallic "lik chiiuk," which tells us iiinediately that
they are boholinks, -aud -we see tlîat besides losing his
rollickingr soug of springý,, the imle bird has al-so abimdoned
his dress suit of black and white and lias put on a plain
suit like that of' his wifo and youang. Further on, as we
corne into tklairer g1rass and bush. a floukI, of srnall birds
flutter Up ahead of us and drop again out of sight with a
faint "'clip" or "cheep." These we sec arc the sparrows
whiolh sang so beautifully for us ail ziurnmcr by the road-
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