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THE PEWEE, THE PARTRIDGE, AND THE WHIPFPOOR-WILL.

NE happy summer, out of pure love fur wild birds and a desire to know more about
O their ways, especially of mest-building, we two girls spent weeks in wandering over
miles of country, throngh woods and across meadows aud along the banks of streams;
and I must say they were among the best spent as well as the pleasantest of our lives.

We hunted for ourselves, waited patiently, and watched and observed keenly. We met
with many discouragements, to be sure. As we had no books on ornithology, and no
one to tell us, we were too early for some of the little architects and too late for others
from not knowing their times of building, and so just missed of the nest, a3 was the
case with the click-a-lees, which we tramped hours and hours to find, prying into every
stump and bole in o tree, not finding because we were too eurly, and then not finding
becanse we were too late—and, I may as well add, have never found at all.

Then, again, we were buffled and misled by the artful birds themselves. I am ashamed

to have to say it—but a thrush beguiled us rods away from Ler nest till ghe got us
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into o thicket of briars, and then slipped noiselessly buek and left us to our fate;
and we followed bobolinks over a spongy meadow all one afterncon, searching every
place where they settled in the grass, and —we had the delight of the sweet, gushing,
inspiring notes that dropped and lingered on the air, and the sight of the joyous birds

floating and dipping, but never a nest!
I1.—THE PEWEE.

But one bird we were always sure of—one can't help finding & pewee's nest.

Perhaps overhead in the verandah, or in & bruce of your woodshed or corn-barn or
any out-building ; but certainly under a bridge. There was not a bridge in ull that region
where we did vot find one—and never but one.

I suid we, but my cowpanion, being timid about water, shirked that part of our
undertaking.  So it beeame with me a matter of determination never to miss a single
bridge —und the country hereabouts abounds with thew, so many ave the mountain
brooks ; besides, I wanted to know from actual sight whether every bLridge lud its nest,
and to see how nearly alike ihe nests were, all of which I accomplished. T also found
thut there way never but one bird to be seen —one lonely pewee in that dusky retreat
above the plashing water, biocoding patiently over the e-ggs. while the mate was abroad —
who knows where?

How many dark places I explored, pressing through tangled brakes, and standing on
slippery stones, waiting till my eyes became aceustomed to the gloom and could spy out
the things they sought. Sometimes the bird would fly off, and after skimming a few
minutes over the water would return to ler nest, but always in silence.

Our most satisfuctory experience was when, after sscertaining that a certain nest wus
directly under the bridge, we went up and by our united streugth lifted a plauk and
looked into it. The bird was absent, or we should not have done this. There were five



