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flushed, he burst up straight from the ground with & metallic whir of
wings, and he cevered ground like a race lorse. Some sa& he can spring
along at thirty-eight miles an hour, each stride seven or eight inches
in length. He c_an also cower and sneak along &s softly as a cat. He
is full of tricks. -

‘rho,oocks, suddenly bedecked in glowing colors’of irridescent :
greens, browns, reds, the wa.:iztles like blood, the white neck band, strutted
slowly and pompously for the full effect and warning to other cocks.
Sometimes one after another, catching up, would mill gingerly about each
other in the field, until one would tilt his tail in the other's fg,co,
then they would be facing each other, tense for an instent. Then it came,
two forms jumping at the same instant, spurs 'gouging and slashing, eyes
red with anger. Around and around they went until one ducked his head
under the breast-bone of hig challegger to hedge the blows. Suddenly
he made a dash to one side and with head up and all sails set, went flying
down the field. Whereat, the winner threw back his head, puffod out his
chéét and sent a clarion burst of victory into the air for all the cower-
ing damsels on the side lines to hear and take note.

: This went on day after day in the field, under the grape arbbr,
always on an open My. when the game lagged and seemed to growing
stale, several cocks would go mincing apparently demurely in.a' line. after
a lead;r, but always keeping asbout the same distance between them. They
were bent on something. .‘ﬂhen the head bird had all he could stand, he
showed the yellow feather and took flight, hiding in the first blackberry
bramble or other cover. The game was up for a short time. They started |
all over end worked it up again until a couple clashed. The hens paid little
attqntion to this performence, but sauntered about singly or in twos feed;ng.

The p‘l)xéasant was a showy suitor at courting time. He pranced

rown :

around the demure;hen with short steps, the tip of an outstretched wing

sweeping the ground in front of her, and stopped, lifting the feathers
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