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Silcnca.- and loneliness seem as a rule o brood
over the halls and waiting rooms of the Balui-
more and Ohio depot at 2dch and Chestnuc Sts.

The building is one to be recommended as a
spot well suited to quict meditation. This seems
especially erue in the carly hours of the morning,
say at about six o'clock,

Aweck or two ago a brother ornithologist and
myself arose at dawn and breakfasted before the
sun was fully up. Then with guns and game bags
we sought the depot of the “B and O and kicked
our way through the heavy swinging doors,

We had no very clear idea of where we were
going, we only knew that the spirit of unrest was
upon us and that our ears were irching for the
sound of gunshots,

There was however the dim, undcr]_ring con-
sciousness that we must be back at our respective
places of business before noon.

We wene down the broad stairway to the low-
er waiting room. A few yawning parties were al-
maost the only occupants. Two of them were lise-
lessly pushing the dust abour on the floor with
l‘}" g-]lﬂ[](l]L‘l’l Ijl uﬁhﬂ.

The ticket agent watched us from behind his
bars as we approached. Seeing us armed 1o the
teeth he doubtless looked upon us as bound for
western wilds, Possibly a vision arose in his mind
of a lucrative sale of dckets. How must such hopes
have been dashed when we began asking abour

Tinicum, Essington, Philadelphia Yacht Club, erc.

The region round about Tinicum is one not
unfamiliar to us. In pase seasons we have tramped
through the boggy country thar lies along that
portion of the river’s western bank. It is a fruicful
ground for the ornithologist 1© work in.

In the spring migrations, the birds follow up
the river in their northern course; then they scem
to sce the great black city crouched between the
Schuylkill and the Delaware a few miles ahead.
Before ascending for the lofty flight across the
city’s smoky width they drop to carth awhile and
rest in the meadows and woodlands of Tinicum.

O n the morning above alluded ro, we decid-
ed after some discussion to buy tickets for
South Essingron. Soon after, we boarded our train
which consisted of but two cars drawn by a wheezy
old engine. As you doubtless know, the railroad
runs for a short stretch along the Schuylkill's cast-
ern bank, then crosses the river down by Grays
Ferry, 1'|.1|1n5|:1[_r| in back of the old Barram Gar-
dens. The road which we ok follows along near
the Delaware to Chester.

The lowlands which we went through were
very lovely in the early morning light. There were
idcal studies For the watercolor arrist. Broad
streams crept out across the meadows to meet the
river not far away, There were spatterdock ponds
and carrail pools. Straight rows of willows followed
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the ditches that drained che far elds. All the lines
which met the eye were horizontal — how jar-
ring to the sense of sight is the pert verrical when
it intruces itself on such a scene! There was a faint
mist on the meadows; it softened outlines but did
not obscure them. Thin wisps of cloud, dropped
by the night, lay here and there like lacey scarfs
to drape the marshlands. Brown and whire cartle
gave color to the landscape as they stood lknee-
deep in the long grasses. Sometimes we passed
old houses of evident colonial dare; the back vards
heaped full of pink apple trees, while purple lilacs
lolled over the fence, with perhaps a Lombardy
poplar or two out in front.

W{: left the train at South Essingron. This
place is near to a certain large ract of
woodlind which we have before visited. On pre-
vious occasions however we have approached it
trom the opposite direction. Standing by the rail-
road we now saw it lyving to the westward a cou-
ple of ficlds distant.

We slipped in through someone’s back yard
and out past the barn and wagoen sheds; then a
cart road went straight back through the fields
and along by one side of the wood.

The tall rye stood on cither side as we went
down the lane; the dew drops sparkled on the
gray-green heads and che swallows swept around
us. The sounds of singing birds came from the
fruit trees scartered through the fields, the larks
were in the shore grass and the chaes sang in the
hedgerows.

[ know full well one’s downy couch may be a
pleasant place at six 2.m., yer we never wish to re-
turn thither after we have climbed the first fence
acrass our morning walk, have kicked our way
through the first dewy field of clover and have
heard the first few serains of nature’s glad good
IMOTIOW,

An oak tree stood in the feld by che pointar
which the cart road reached che edge of the wood;
a small brown bird was singing on one of the low-

er branches. We did not recognize the song, nei-
ther could we identify the bird from the distance
ar which we stood.

Mow an unrecognizable species is a source of
excitement 1o an |::|mi[l'u:]vingist~ an excitement
which often results in the death of the bird. S0
[E118 [hi.q dﬁ‘-'r'}r r"r't:l.}r |'|'|.|:]r|'|i|'|g| =l gll:n wWent (illif_l’:l}r
o [J'l(‘: Siluuld‘:r., lj'l.t'r‘.' WS Fll.] FF, H ] ITHHE .'Il'“:l i
dead bird fell in the rye.

1".-":-'rl:‘;' Were over t|::|{: l;:]'l.l'_": i:]'l a mexnent, .‘;I:r:ltf.:h—
ing around in search of the prize. Then one held
up a small brown-feathered body, and a look of
disappointment came across the faces of the
hunters.

"Swamp sparrows’ notes always do fool me,”
growled one.

l"l[ ]!.3."-"1: (L%] lﬂ:ln'l. ’E['l'l :!“ e :lE;l.i.l'l ﬂ,"\'l:r:.' .,‘il'rril:'lg.,l|I
grunted the other,

“Light was so bright behind him 1 couldn’
|'|.':|-'|.]{L' L “"h:lt‘ ]'“: W'.:!S,“ uxl‘lﬂ;n.‘i rhﬂ: man wl‘lu
shot him.

hTJ]':K: hi.l'[:l Jlu[]'!l'.' :l['ld I:I'L:Ill'.:: H 1 S.I";.i]'l I:}[']'I;m :!n}l'-
how,” says the other.

And now, kind readers of the Review, be not
horrified, 1 beg of you, because of this carly morn-
ing murder and the cold-blooded conversation
which followed it believe me when [ say that in
the intelligent study of arnithology, a certain num-
ber of such sacrifices are a necessity.

":':'rL‘ \Vl‘]l? “".'I.h::h 1]'“_' I?;f{l.}; al Eirrlﬂ: maore {,]chl}"
E]‘:r]!ﬂ[]ﬁ ']15” t|1|: ;Lw:mgi; {Thsﬂrv{:r H.]'l.d ir impus-
.'li.h]‘: ﬂ.['“":l:f'h: [14] i{]‘:"gil:::r' 1 .‘;ITI:I:i.I.:S at Elgl'll'. [F it E,'H.:
L'll'll:!['l‘lili.-!r T L5 Wi must ]'l.ﬂ."urL‘ ir in our ’1'.1"(,15',
perhaps comparisons with previously collected
specimens may be necessary, sometimes the aid
of boaks or men more learned than ourselves muse

be called in.

he ornithologist delights not in the taking of
life. So far as his sentiments are concerned
[|:’3|E hi.jd i“ |.|::H: |.] l].‘;!'l. i$ :ll‘-\':l}r.'i Wil ftl'l maore "]13[1
the bird in the hand, but the ransference of the
].':lild. rr‘."'[] tl“: |.'.||.|$I'| (Xn] t]'“: |'I;l.:|'|.|:.|. KeQms oy ]'Iim a



necessity when by so doing some grain of knowl-
edge is added to his mental store of bird lore.

It is the instiner of the true naturalise always
to take 2 long step when by doing so he can avoid
treading on the dny flower thar smiles up ac him;
the erue naturalist as certainly plucks thac ciny
flower if by so doing he adds a needed specimen
to his herbarium, Hearc and head must work to-
gether in the study of nature. The love of beaury
and the thirst for knowledge must offset one an-
other. I know there are many who are closer ob-

] knew the bird
ar once as the
golden-winged warbler;
It 15 & rare species
in this region;
I never saw but one
alive before.

servers and ardent lovers of nature who do not
and would not take life. From an aesthetic point
of view their opinions may be interesting and of
some value; from a cruchfully scientific standpoine
they are hardly worth considering; they are aboue
as valuable as the opinions of a doctor would be
who had never entered a dissecting room or stud-
ied anatomy.

After the swamp sparrow tragedy, we went in-
to the wood. It was a large square tract of timber
with a few cart tracks running through it cereain
portions were swampy and there was much un-
derbrush,

he grear migeatory wave of bird life was chen

at its fullest — sweeping everywhere over the
country, When we enrered the Tinicum woods it
seemned as though the air was all acwitter wich the
notes of birds. The twigs on every side were trem-
bling ac the clasp of litdle claws; there were dain-
ty dabs of color slipping through the fresh green
leaves; chere was the quick peeping glance of small
black eyes and everywhere the fluttering of lictle
wings,

Itis ar such an early hour that one can best
watch the warblers, the most interesting group of
all the migrants. They had a large “working ma-
jority” in the great leafy house the morning we
were down at Tinicum.

The myrtle bird or yellow-crowned warbler
was much the most abundant; he almost abways is.
There were also great numbsers of black polls, while
black-throated blue and black-throated green war-
blers were equally common. The redstare was
everywhere, He too is a warbler as you doubiless
know. He is the daintiest little coxcomb thar ever
comes this way; his feathers are flame colored
mixed with black; he spreads his tail like a tiny
turkey; he waltzes out along a limb snapping his
bill at passing insects, then he falls off forward as
though he were making an elegant bow to some-
one out in space.

The Canada flyearching-warbler was quire
abundant: he is a near relative of the redstarn he
has a chroat and breast of yellow, with a necklace
of black dors.

M;tglmlin warblers uttered through the low-
er branches of the trees. Parula warblers
were abundant. Black and whire creepers went up
and down the rough bark. Now and then a flash
of flame color showed thar a Blackburnian war-
bler was passing. A very fine specimen of this
handsome species was secured by my companion.

We separared soon after we entered the wood.
Itis a rule best to work alone when studying na-
ture.



For a while | warched the antics of a wa-
terthrush, He was stepping about with a bobbing
motion through a bit of bogay thicker. He oo is
a warbler and not a real thrush; he merely gers the
name because of his mortled breast. He is a near
relative of the ovenbird or golden-crowned thrush.
This specics also was abundant throughour the
wood, You may readily recognize birds of chis
group by their movemenis. They keep close o
the ground or upon it. They neither hop nor run,
but they walk and the tail keeps constantly bob-
bing with the motion which we associate with
sandpipers and other small warer birds.

There is something excessively dainty and lady-
like in all their movements. We find them in mioisc
places, but chey abways walk with carcful, caurious
step, as though fearful of soiling their skires or
gerting their feer damp.

Every scroller in the woods of summer is fa-
miliar with the cheerfully monotonous song of
golden-crowned thrush. It consiscs of a series of
shrill reperitions, each one gerting higher till the
singer suddenly stops, as though for wanc of
breath, withour having time to give even a falling
inflection by way of termination.

I‘-‘-“ﬂh‘ working my way through a bit of rangled
underbrush when [ heard a chirping across on
the edge of the wood which artracted my arcen-
tion, | moved cautiously over and came out on
the lane. On the other side of the cart wracks ran
an old fence much grown abour with high weeds
and low bushes, The unfamiliar chirping was in
this thicker. Now, an unknewn bird note is a
source of great excitement o the ornithologist,
and the sight of a rare or unknown specics sends
positive thrills down his back. This is an age when
thrills are in grear requisition, The average per-
son of leisure when in pursuit of pleasure is sim-
ply looking about for thrills from varied sources.
We seek for them in books, in conversation, in
travel and in adventure, Our brains and nerves
seem to need them as a stimulanc. The innocent

thrill is surely a harmless thing; the ornithologist
constantly meets with them in the pursuit of his
favorite study.

The bird in the bush across the lane contin-
ued to chirp, and the thrills increased in magni-
tude. [ could see the leaves and ewigs trembling;

EE redstart ... spreads
his tail like a tiny turkey;
he waltzes out along a
limb snapping his bill at

passing insects, then he
falls off forward as

though he were making
an elegant bow to

someone out in .‘ipdi‘é’.

it was undoubeedly a small bird; it was active and
was probably scolding at me, although I could
not see it. Suddenly it darted into view, swung
forward on a spray, snatched at an insect, then
fluctered back to the thicker and out of sight. Bue
the momentary glimpse was all thar was neces-
sary for recognition; | knew the bird ar once as
the golden-winged warbler; it is a rare species in
this region; I never saw bur one alive before, and
that was twelve years ago when 1 secured a fine
male in a swampy thicket near my home.

Again there was a fluttering among the leaves



nearest to me and the bird came once more into
view. [ saw by its comparatively dull coloring that
it was a female. All the movements were swift and
sprightly; it glanced gracefully along from spray
te spray. It attempred none of the gymnastic evo-
lutions of the redstart; it did nort assume the dain-
ty airs of the warerchrush or ovenbird. T warched
it with intense delighe, bue all the while T knew
thae it was the fate of thae licde bird 1o lie for years
o come in a dark drawer by the side of that oth-
er one shot twelve years agos thar s litele feer
would be folded rogether and that a label would
be ried to them giving its name, sex, date of death
and where shot,

St‘.um:huw the gun wenr off; I suppose someone
must have pulled the trigger. The feathers of
the lictle golden-wing were hardly spailed ar all
and it really made a very good specimen,

Later on, my friend and I came together again
on the far side of the wood, We each had several
lietle feathered corpses done up in paper cornu-
L‘I.':E}[HH.

The sun was now high in the sky; it shone hot-
ly on you while in the fields; it was fast drying the
dew on the grass. The whole world seemed teem-
ing with life; the air was full of sound, color, fra-
grance, freshness, The wood appeared to be more
crowded than ever with birds. Warblers like great
bright insects were everywhere dancing among
the young leaves; migrating thrushes of various
kinds were moving stealthily sbout in the under-
brush; tanagers flashed like fire for an instanc in
the sunlight near the treetops; woodpeckers beat
their morning tartoo on dead branches and a Car-
olina wren sang sweetly over among some fallen
logs in the north corner of the wood.

There were a number of blue jays sereaming
about, or making a shrill ereaking noise as though
their voices needed a lubricane. Wheelbarrow bird
is one of the common names of the jay, his notes
at times sound so like the squeaking of that home-
ly vehicle,

Once or twice we seartled night herons our of
the tree tops, where they had sertled among che
thick foliage for the day's siesta.

They Mapped away sullenly, clumsily and half
blindly through the bright sunlight. We found no
nests, though I think it probahle thar a few may
breed there. The marshy land lying all abour and
the river so near at hand make the neighborhood
a good one for the long-legged races of birds.

frer a time we left the wood. Separating again,

we wandered through the flar fields and along
by the fences where grasses and weeds grew high,
with blackberry thickets here and there,

One finds the yellow-breasted chars in places
like chese. They are beautiful in color, but
grotesque in action. They fly through the air with
upright wings and legs dangling loosely; their
breasts are brigh yellows their backs are olive green
and a white ring is round the eye; their voices are
remarkable, they have the powers of mimicry w
some degree and should rank high as ventrilo-
quists. They have harsh, chattering, chuckling
notes; they make gurgling sounds like water run-
ning from a bottle; sometimes they warble a few
sweet bars, When we went out into the fields, the
songs of the chats were coming from along the
woodside and from the fence-row thickers.

The sun in the fields was hot on our heads as
we pushed through the nodding rve; gauze-winged
inseces buzzed i the warm air burterflies tottered
about on uncertain wing. Far overhead a few
rolling clouds drove up across the sky like great
white chariots, Swallows went sweeping through
the middle air. One scems for a second to see the
mark thar a swallow makes when he cucs swiltly
across the sky.

We look at our watches and behold, it was al-
most train time. Then we went regrecfully over
through the fields to the station. The puify old
train came back from Chester and took us up to
town, together with a few scray milk cans that
were standing on the platform. ]



