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~ This had happened once before as the slim, fierce little fal-

‘con had freauented the region , sitting in plain sight, even flaring down
to the bushes that harbored the juncos and other birds. Theré was something
unusual in the hawk's actions, as if he was a bird in a strange garret, or
that he had come & long way and was very hungry, really on the warfpath for
food of anv kind. His bold, predacious behavoir. though interesting, brought
upon him the emmity of the ranch folks, especially sixteen-year old Henry
who vowed té go gpunning for hime The hawk was persistent in his hunting, but
alert.and elusive. One morning he was putting on some fast dive bombing
among the ground birds, spiraling up, then tilting his pointed wings snd
dropping like an arrow straight for his target.

Henry was on the job, too, but gouldn't get a shot at the wary bird.)
The ha wk sailed off up the canyon and disappeared somewhere on e cliff,
One morning he was back and had perched on a look=-out tree in thevorchard,
half concealed aﬁd watching for a chance et the juncos. Henry sneaked
cautiously behind the cottage and finaliy fired, and brought the bird down.

This hawk was ﬁl:‘al\a"cckish-brown with some slaty on the wings, a
bIhgﬁgltail with three grayish bars and tip marked withjgﬁitish, throat
white streaked with black, under parts blackish=brown witﬁ tavny and white
markings; Consulting Gabrielson and Jewett in their "Birds of Oregon,"
it aﬁpaared thet Henry's bird conformed.to their doscription/of the black
pigeon héwk. But how come? They saﬁ the black. pigeon hawk "breeds in
western British Columbia and perhaps on Vencocuver Island, and winters south
along the coast to southern California.” - -

I skinned the bird and sent the specimen to Jewett, who verified
our identifica~tion. He said there was no record of this bird ever having

been seen in New Mexico and that it established a new record for the state.

Again there was peace for the birds of the ranch. Even the shy
Tovmsend solitaire ventured in, but never down among the grbups of feeding
birdse He staid high up in the tall cottonwood trees or perched guardedly

on the tip of a juniper, frequently uttering his clear, fluta-liké note |
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