


something like a miniature love-nest, two little treys with a lowered seat
fastened between them at just the right level so that all that he had to do
was to turn his head and eat cherrieg on one side, or raqpbsrries on the-
other. It looked like training him to be s lagzy epicure - and slmost suc-

ceeded. FEven if his chest was bulging with food, he couldn't resist open-

=~ ing his mouth wide if somebody would poke some more down. He set like a

king on his thngﬁtisnd waited for his tables to be re-filled. Iﬁ%they be-
ceme emnty, he just sat hunched and called for service - quick, urgent
service.
There was one fly in?the ointpent of this happy scens. The Lewis
family had a cat conharning whose fifmly entrenched place in the household
there was no question. He had = previous priority and was a well behaved
feline. But he couldn't help casting greedy eyes at this newcomer that
made his mouth Qater, and perhaps a chance for a real teste. So, w&th re-
gret, Cherry was boarded out in a catless family that enticed all the birds
possible to live in their yard. Much to hiiédiscradit, he didn't seem to
-mourn at this exile or even notice the change of care-takers.
He was a iittli older now and teking on the family crest of faym -
color, the black cheek patches, and richer}ﬁélors of dress, the olive-gray
back, under parts pale with yellow flanks, bright yellow band on his tail,
and the wax-like red wing badges, the symbols of his rsce. BHis meru was en- :
larged now to contain elso bits of ripe cantaloup, hard-boiled egg yolk for vitemins,
end sometimes a few insects, especially a choice beetle that he picked up
when -he was outdoors. But ripe, red cherries remsined his favorite dish. 5
Oneiday e flock of cedar wexwings arrived and settled in e thick tree
in the yard. They talked softly as if carrying on a conversation. When they
moved to another tfee, it'was in a compact regiment. They staiﬁ about the
place for a few days, and then moved on, for the cedar waxwings are wanderers.
Cherry hed been childishly excited to hear the voices of his own race. He
searched the trees with his black eyes, 1ifted his head and chitbered back
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