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above terra firma. The Cedar Waxwings fly around in compact flocks, with
movements almost as perfect as the evolutions of a West Point cadet corps;
the Creeper, the woodpeckers and other species prefer to be alone or else ftind
that two make up company and the rest are undesirable citizens. Even the
walk of birds is evidence enough to an expert in detecting the species. The
stately step of the Grackle, the swift marathon rush of the Quail, the rapid
two-step of the sparrows and the nervous walk of the Kildeer are just as
characteristic as their coloring.

The quickest of all means of identification is the song of birds, but it
takes longest to get this down to accurate vesults, To the practiced ear, how-
ever, the note of a bird becomes as much a test as the coloring of the bird.
One increases his efficiency many times by this means, as he may detect the
presence of a new bird or a rare bird by a different note. He can thus cover
a much larger territory by using both eye and ear. But it must not be for-
gotten that it requires infinite patience to master the fifty-seven different va-
vieties of the Robin's song, the many calls of the Wren, and the varied notes
of the sparrows.

Let the student begin with a few common species and learn to recognize
them instantly; add to these one by one the new species, taking care in en
case to master the colors, the markings and the habits of the bird, so that he
can identify the bird at once. When he has mastered twenty species in this
way he is likely to become an enthusiastic student of bird life. '

And lastly, by all means keep a notebook, one that you can carry in your
pocket afield as well as kept readily accessible at home. In this book write down
the hirds as you find them, interesting things you have observed, data on
nests you examine, ete.,, and don’t forget to include the dates, for these will
make your notes useful to others, as well as to yourself.

Nashville, Tenn., April, 1920.

AR

A SUMMER VISITOR
“DRIPPING ROCK” NOTES

One morning just before dawn while the light was so meager that moving
objects could scarcely be seen, something in apparent distress was noticed
in the deepest part of the fish pond., A rush for a dip net, that should have
been within reach, but never is when needed most, gave the thing time to
reach shore safely. While moving slowly toward it in the shadow of the
shrubbery, the wet creature was seen to run its bill through its feathers, flut-
ter its wings, stretch its neck, again flutter its wings and deliberately return
to the water. It swam or rather paddled out two feet from the edge of the
pool into the deepest part, where the water is three feet deep, fluttering its
wings with the effort and slight distress that a small boy manifests when
he first learns to swim, dog fashion. Once more it swam to shore, preened
its feathers, fluttered, showered drops of water on the nearby ferns, stretched
its neck as though exercising for high C, rested a moment, then back again
to the water with its wings flapping water in a thick spray that wet every
part of the body except the head. The head was held high in a strained po-
sition as though afraid a single drop of water would touch it. There was
nothing but awkwardness in the movements of the bird; in fact, it acted as
though doing something distasteful and unusual. After the third splashing
it remained quietly at the side of the pool, where the shadows of an over-
hanging shale cliff made it impossible to see anything hut a long down
curved bill and some curious light and dark markings that were still too
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