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gummy end &s palatable as quinine. But this was his wg of
sucking out his food, and it ﬁas a good & nner to him.

I looked again at the round doorway of the bird house.
There was no head sticking out now. All was still. The scene
was empty. ZLittle Downy had slept in this house for the.second
season now. It waes s house of family traditions. In summer
it was alive and bustling with violet-green'swallaws. And a
3wa11§w family can overflow its bed in no time and spill out
into the world like bright little puff-balls on & sunny spring
moining. .But this was Cctober, and Downy wss alone and sound
asleep. He had earlier cleane@ out the mussy swallow family's
sgmmer littér, fetchiﬁg the éld feathers and dirt to the door and
dropping them down. And he had found the doorway a little too
snug for his liking, so he had clutched himself lightly to the
front of the house and chiseled the entrance out to fit him. 3But
one must not have his door too large when-he ig alone in this
wintry world on dark~nighfs. _

And b& this time, it was a real wintry world. The
air was cold and gray. A wind was blowing. I glanced across
from Downy'é door in the maple to the corner of the house. Under
the eaves ls an electric light with en iron bracket .around it.
Huddled up on a band of the bracket sat a bluebird. He looked
chilled and 2 little dejected. There was a roof over hig head,
but no walls to his bedroom to break the bite of the wind. The
‘iron was cold to his feet, too. I turned 6n the switeh. Would
$ao saddon Thit soiee Bia? /hm:‘-r"é’he sat in the full glare

almost_cxowding the warm globe. I could see his eyes shihe,,

~and they were not afraid. Pretty soon he began to fluff and
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