o= 49'@:

AVIAF

OoR

BIRDS.

WITH

FINE Wo0D ]‘\l.ll\H\l.

WORCESTER :

-
PUBLISHED BY J. GROUT, JR.







THE

AVIARY.

WITH BEAUTIFUL ENGRAVINGS.

WORCESTER:
PUBLISHED BY J. GROUT, Jr.







S
¢ TEB AVIARTYT. 94 .
e T T

BALD EAGLE?!

The white-headed or Bald Eagle is spread
over nearly the whole northern part of Amer-
ica, but abounds particularly near the falls of
Niagara, where it sub: on fish and on such
animals as are accidentally floated down the
stream. It also feeds upon pigs, lambs, fawns,
and other small animals that it can overpower.
It builds its nest on the top of a tall tree, of
sticks, weeds, and moss. The young are usual-
ly three in number, and do not, like many other
birds, leave the nest Gl they are fully fledged.
The parent birds are very fierce in their defence,
and feed them with the greatest assiduity.

This splendid bird is about three fect long,
and seven feet from the tip of one wing to the
other. The head, neck and tail are pure white,
the rest of the plumage is nearly black. The
representation of the Bald Eagle forms the na-
tional emblem of the United States. The mode
in which this bird obtains his prey is thus
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graphically described by Audubon. The scene
is in Mississippi, and the eagle is perched on
the top of the tallest tree, on the margin of the
stream. X

THE SWAN.

“The wild, trumpet-like sound of a yet dis-
tant but approaching swan is heard. The eagle
shakes the whole of bis body, and with a few
touches of his bill, he ges his plumage in
an instant. The snow-white bird is now in
sight ; her long neck is stretched forward ; her
eye is on the watch, vigilant as that of her ene-
my; her large wings seem with difficulty to
support the weight of her body, although they
flap incessantly. So irksome do her exertions
seem, that her legs are spread beneath her tail
to aid her flight. She approaches, however.
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The eagle has marked her for his prey. As
the swan is passing, he starts from his perch, in
full preparation for the chase, with an awful
scream, that, to the swan’s ear, brings more ter-
ror than the report of the large duck-ﬁun.

“ Now is the moment to witness thc eagle’s
power. He glides through the air like a f‘\lhng
star, and like a flash of lmhtmng comes upon the
timorous quarry, which now, in agony and de-
spair, seeks, by various mancuvres, to elude the
grasp of his cruel talons; it mounts, doubles,
‘md willingly would plunge into the stream, were
it not prevented by the eagle, which, long pos-
sessed of the knowledge that by such a strata-
gem the swan might escape him, forces it to re-
main in the air by attempting to strike it with
its talons from beneath.

*The hope of escape is soon given up by the
swan. It has already become much weakened,
and its strength fails at the sight of the courage
and strength of its antagonist.  Its last gasp is
about to escape, when the ferocious eagle strikes
with his talons the underside of its wing, and,
with unresisted power, forces the bird to fall in
a slanting direction upon the nearest shore. He
presses down his powerful feet, and drives his
sharp claws deep into the heart of the dying
swan. He then, with his mate, gorges himself
with the blood of the luckless victim.”
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THE OLD OWL.

%
The owl is a bird that flaps along
With a lonely loud halloo;
He has but one unceasing song,
To whit, to whit, to woo, |
In dusky light he takes his flight, S
The twilight dim is the time for him,
And when the moonlight scowls,—
’Tis then he silently prowls,
And hunts the mice and moles.
.
A lonely owl once built her nest
In the hole of a hollow tree,
And she with a fine young brood was blest
As ever owl could be.
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She loved her young, and as thLy clung
Beneath her downy wing.
She o’er them oft on a br: anch aloft,
As they reposed below,
Would shout and sing, while the woods would
ring,

To whit, to whit, to weo.
.

A boy came by that hollow tree,
With a fierce and wild halloo ;
And this the birds, all startled heard,
And answered, to whit, to woo.
As the old bird shrieked, the young ones squeak-

ed;
“ Oh ho!” said the boy,
In a frantic joy,
¢ An owl is the bird for me,
And here are its young ones three.”
Then with eager look,
He that bird’s nest took;
While plaintive and slow,
Rose a note of wo
From the owl in its hollow tree,
To whit, to whit, to woo.

v.

That boy now took his victims home,
And put them in a cage ;
And cooped up there,
In their despair,
They bit and seratched in rage ;
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They caught his finger once or twice,
And made him scream with pain ;
And then he vowed,
In curses loud,
That they should all be slain,
Ile tied them to a stake, and got
An iron pin, and made it hot,
To burn out their young eyes.
 Ha, ha !” said he, © you’ll not bite me,
You’ll not bite me again :””
Then in the sky
A wing flapped by
That seemed to stop his breath ;
"I'was the old owl, with a heavy scowl,
Lamenting her young ones’ death—
To whit, to whit, to woo.
Vi
That boy grew up—became a man,
A cruel man was he,
His heart had grown as hard as stone,
Which none but God could see.
One dreary night,
In the wan moonlight,
Beneath that hollow tree
He vengeful stood, to spill the blood
Of a hated enemy.
With a furious blow, he laid him low,
Then plunged his knife, to take his life,
Deep to its haft,
And wildly laughed,—
“You will not again plague me.”
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But yet as he knelt
O’er that foe, he felt
A shudder that quailed all his blood’s full glow,
For ob, he heard,
On the tree that bird,
The same old owl, o’er that murder foul,
Cry, whit, whit, to woo.

VI

e fledd—the owl's reproaching cry
Still ringing in his ears ;
But ah, ’t was in vain for the wretch to fly,
So loaded with guilt and fears.
He quick was caught,
And to justice brought,
And soon in prison lies.
And oh, while there,
In his deep despair,
Inlonely tears and sighs,
He thought of the iron cage !
And he thought of the cruel rage ! !
And the red-hot pin, that he once thrust in,
To burn out the young bird’s eyes.

Condemned to die—t’ was his destiny
To die on that hollow tree,
And there as he hung
And there as he swung
In the night-wind to and fro,
That vengeful bird
Was often heard,
‘When scarcely a breath the forest stirred,
1*
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In screamings high,
All the night to ery,
To whit, to whit, to woo.
T'o whit, to whit, to woo.

SWALLOWS.

OF these birds there are several kinds, but T
I am going to speak of only one or two of
them now. The common barn swallow is one
of the most interesting. It does not come
much amongst us at the north, till the settled
warm weather of May. A straggler now and
then appears before, which has led to the ad-
age, “One swallow does not make summer.”
The flight of the swallow is often low, but
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distinguished by great rapidity, and sudden
turns and evolutions, executed as if by magic.
Opver fields and meadows, and the surface of
pools and sheets of water, all the day may this
fleet, unwearied bird be seen, skimming along, ,
and describing, in its oft repeated circuit, the
most intricate mazes. The surface of the wa-
ter is indeed its delight; its insect food is
here in great profusion; and it is beautiful to
observe how dexterously it skims along, and
with what addressit dips and emerges, shak-
ing the spray from its burnished plumage, as,
hardly interrupted by the plunge, it continues
its career. Thus it feeds, and drinks, and
Dbathes upon the wing.

The swallow breeds twice a year, and con-
structs its nest of mud or clay, mixed with hair
and straw ; the clay is tempered with the sali-
va of the bird, (with which nature has sup-
plied it,)) in order to make it tenacious and
easily moulded. The shell or crust of the
nest, thus composed, is lined with fine grass or
feathers, firmly fixed against the rafters of
barns or out-houses. The writer has heard of
a pair that yearly built in the rafters of a
wheelwright's shop, undisturbed by the din of
the hammer or the grating of the saw. The
propensity which these birds, in common with
their family, exhibit to return to the same spot,
and to build in the same barn year after year,
is one of the most curious parts of their histo-
ry. During their sojourn in foreign climes,
they forget not their old home, the spot where
they were bred, the spot where they have
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reared their offspring ; but, as soon as their
instinct warns them to retrace their pilgrim-
age, back they hasten, and, as experiments
haye repeatedly proved, the identical pair that
built last summer in the barn, again take uj
their quarters, passing in and out by the same
opening.

It is delightful to witness the care which
the swallow manifests towards her brood.—
‘When able to leave the nest, she leads them
to the ridge of the barn, where, settled in a
row, and as yet unable to fly, she feeds them
with great assiduity. In a day or two they
become capable of flight, and then they follow
their parents in all their evolutions, and are
fed by them while on the wing. In a short
time they commence an independent career,
and set up for themselves.

The notes of the swallow, though hurried
and twittering, are very pleasing; and the
more so as they are associated in our minds
with ideas of spring, and calm serenity, and
rural pleasures. The time in which the bird
pours forth its melody is chiefly at sunrise,
when, in “token of a goodly day,” his rays
are bright and warm.

«The breezy call of incense-breathing morn,

The swallow, twittering from the straw-built shed,”
unite alike to call man from his couch of rest,
and to praise “the God of seasons as they
roll.”

After the work of rearing the young, ere
autumn sears the leaf, the swallow prepares to







