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parents had a method of their omm to boost them out. They finally refused to
furnish meals for the kids until they got so hungry that they lunged out and
1it on ti’l@ roof of our housé. They were rewarded with fat worms. This femily
of eight birds were together for days about the orchard, and the old ones kept
feeding the youngsters until they learned to hunt for themselves.

A little later in the summer, we saw the mother bluebird carrying in
straws to remodel her 0ld nest. The interesting story ceme when the mother and
father were feeding their second family of three young birds. The older child-
r@n were still following them about. Then we saw one of the grown first brood
carry in food and poke it in the mouth of an infant brother of the second brood.
It looked like a girl bluebird that took vto carrying food for the little ones. She
might have learned by copying her mother.

| The hummingbirds have also passed us up in the last few years. At one
time it wﬁs little troubie finding a hummer's nest in a dogwood tree or even in a
blackberry bush, which was a prickly syronghold for this midget. The green leaves
and white blossoms also were a fine camouflage for ithe tiny lichened cup in their
mid st. Although we have had more flowers aﬁd fruit about the place, the sound

of buzzing hummer wings has been sbsent.
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Probably the most noticeable change has been the Rarkmea' 8, wren. In early

days the wrens and the violet-groen swellows vied with each other for the best
bird houses. The spunky little wrens usually won out and got their choice. There
has never been a let-up of swallow wings flashing and spiraling about our yard

in early spring, catching fea.f.:hera on the fly that were tossed out to them. But
for six or eight years the fidgety wrens deserted us. Then laq'c season a pair
appeared out of a blue sky’and_ took possesion of a bird house on a implAe treeabout
fifteen feet from the study door. Again the yard was fill of wren chattering.
Then all at once there was & silence around the little home. Even the noisy little
fa~ther wasn't shouting about anything. We investigated and found the eggs gone
and the house deserted. We soon found the cause. A pair of chipmunks hed had the
nerve to move into a bird house just a little way from the wrens' house. And lo

and behold we caught one of them coming out of the wrens' abode. This year no

wrens came back to livé in our yard..
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