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Now we went looking for the second bird. A hundred feet up the slope and
we caught sight of him. We thought of him as the male bird because of his heavy
voice, and because he was the bird that did the barking. This bird was perched
on the branch of a chrysolepis oak about twenty feet above the ground, and behind
him hung a dead branch that was heavily draped with brown leaves—a background
that beautifully camouflaged this brown bird with the white fleckings. This bird
was marked like owl number one, but of a darker shade of brown and his upper
eyebrows were almost black. This bird appeared not the least concerned with
our presence and we finally walked right under his perch. On the ground under
his perching tree were a number of old pellets. Here we got a big surprise, for
scattered through every pellet examined were a number of muskmelon seeds. Other
identified particles contained in the pellets were egg shells, apparently hen’s egg
shells, hair from a ground squirrel, small mammal bones, and other bones that
looked like bits of bone from a pork or mutton chop. As the owl flies, it is just
about a half mile to the bear feeding platforms where owls could get such things
as egg shells, melon seeds and mutton chops.

On our way down the slope\we again located owl number one. Now she
was perched in a chrysolepis oak and she also had a heavy background of foliage
formed by a hanging branch. We walked up to within fifteen feet of her. She
did not seem to mind us at all and Wwent on with her preening. As she wolled
her round head about to comb her feathprs with her bill -she looked almost human,
but then she stretched one of her great wings, and we knew that she was not
human, albeit, in spite of her wings, she did not look exactly angelic.

In other years when we camped in a wood on the river-bank we were often
serenaded at night by a pair of Spotted Owls, but only once before had we seen
one of these rare owls in the broad light of day.—CHARLES W. MICHABL, Yosemite,
California, May 27, 1933.

Water-thrush in Altadena, California.—On May 15, 1933, about 2:30 p. m., at
an abandoned artificial lily-pond, sunk in a dry gully near my house, I saw a
small, olive-brown bird with black and white-streaked underparts, tilting up and
down as it picked its way over the mud and débris. I was sure that I recog-
nized it, as I am familiar with the species in Massachusetts. I went home, got
my field glasses, and was able to observe for several hours, sometimes at a dis-
tance of not over six feet, a Water-thrush (Seiurus noveboracensis).

This little warbler walked over the muck and floating boards in the stagnant
pool, and while I watched, picked out several white grubs from under bits of
wood and leaves, and often darted into the air for insects on the wing.

The bird was at the pool until dark on the 15th, but has not returned as
far as I have observed. I was able, however, to make several sketches of it in
pencil and color, and there can be no doubt as to its identification. The tail was
flirted up and down constantly. The bird showed remarkably little shyness and
fed over the murky pool within a few feet of me. When frightened by a quick
movement of my hand, it flew up to the branches of an overhanging sycamore,
returning presently to the feeding ground of the pool.—JacoB B. ABBorT, Altadena,
California, May 20, 1933.

The Vaux Swift at Whittier, California.—On the evening of May 12, 1933, large
numbers of Vaux Swifts (Chaetura vauwxi) were noticed circling around the barns
of Mr. John Gregg near Whittier.. As night came on they began flying into a
hay loft where they would cling to the walls and to each other. At places they
would cover large sections of the wall five or six deep. It was estimated that at
least three thousand swifts found shelter in the barn that night.

Next morning the birds began leaving the barn at about eight o’clock. They
would fly out, a few at a time, circle around a while and then fly off in groups.
They returned again the next two nights in about the same numbers, and for
the two nights following these the numbers decreased rapidly, and on the sixth
night they failed to return. The birds were heavily parasitized with lice and
seemed weak and emaciated. A dozen or more were found dead each morning
during the period they were taking refuge in the barn.



