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When the ﬂickefs were out of the mursery stage and their door
was opened one morning fér their ﬁraf taste of freedom, they all went
"punch-drunk,” One scaled the stuceco wall of the garage, "yarruping" at
every hitch. Another reveled and squealed in a dust bath at the edge of
the garden. The third one, a bright-cheeked male, started straight for
the blue sky and landed in the top of a tall fir tree in a neighbor's yard,
a yard infssted with pet cats. The smallest one, a rather backward little
fomle, sat under a bush near her cage and did mthing. I whistled the
flicker call, but nof one paid any attention to it. Some hours later, all
four hungry rebels came whininghome to be fed and put to bed in their cage.

They must have been tired and cross from /their first flight, for
when all were hung upA on the wires of their cage like bats, one got a 1ittld
too cioae to another. Crack went a bill on his h@ad. The other one jabbed
him in the ribs. The grating tomes sounded like “"Quit your orowdingl Can't
you stay on your own side?" But soon all four heads w'ere tucked ;nok under
wings, making them look 1like headless dummies.

The next day they came and went about the yard, perched in the
apple tree above their old home spot, fluttered their wings and begged for
some one to climb up and serve lunch. Soon they vehtured fﬁrthor away and
their Jjubilant calls rang from the tall firs down the hillside. For soms
time when I whistled the flicker call, it brougt them back to accept from
our hands the chunks of mush that never failed. They loved their wide free-
dom, but still vror; loath to sever their family bonds., The runt female came
back at night as regularly as the sunset, and clung to the screened porch

i1 she was let in, to hang up as she had done in her baby cage. One day

the bold, venturesome male was missing and never again answered the
evening call to come home. The other three, aﬁor their first run-away excite-
ment, stayed about in tho garden and orchard, chumming with their adopted
folks. If either of us went out to work, one or another would come shouting
to light on & shoulder and ride piok—u—b&ck-

As I was pickingraspberries one morning, a couple burst down upon
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