English Song Birds

By Theodsre Roosevelt

IKE most Americans interested in
I birds and books, [ know a good

deal about English birds as they
appear in books. I know the lark of
Shakespeare and Shelley and the Eutrick
Shepherd: 1 know the nightingale of
Milton and Keats: T know Wordsworth's
cuckoo:; | know mavis and merle sing-
ing in the merry green wood of the old
ballads: I know Jenny Wren and Cock-
Robin of the nursery books. “Therefpre
I have always much desired to hear the
birds in real life: and the opportunity
offered last June. As I could snatch but
a few hours from a very exacting round
of pleasures and duties, it was necessary
for me to be with some companion who
could identify both song and singer. In
Sir Fdward Grey, a keen lover of out-
door life in all its phases, and a delightful
companion, who knows the songs and
ways of English birds as very few do know
them, 1 found the best possible guide.

We left London on the morning of June
9, twenty-four hours before [ sailed from
Southampton.  Getting off the train at
Basingstoke, we drove to the prety, smil-
ing valley of the Itchen. Here we tramped
for three or four hours, then again drove,
this time to the edge of the New Forest,
where we first took tea at an inn, and
then tramped through the forest to an
inn on its other side, at Brockenhurst.
At the conclusion of our waltk my com-
panion made a list of the birds we had
seen, putting an asterisk opposite those
which we had heard sing.  There were
forty-one of the forner and twenty-three
of the latter, as follows :

*Thrush. *Blackbird, *Lark, *Ycllow
Hammer, *Robin, *Wren, *Golden Crested
Wren, *Goldfinch, *Chaffinch, *Greenfinch,
Pied Wagtail, Sparrow, * Dunnock ( Hedge
Accentory, Missel Thrush, Starling, Rook,
Tackdaw, *Black Cap, *Garden Warbler,
“Willow Warbler, *Chiff Chaff, *Wood
Warbler, *Tree Creeper, *Reed Bunting,
*Sedge Warbler, Coot, Water Hen, Little
Grebe (Dabehick), Tufted Duck, Wood
Pigeon, Stock Dove, *Turtle Dove, Pee-

wit, Tit (2 Coal Tit), *Cuckoo, *Nightjar,
*Swallow, Martin, Swift, ’heasant, Par-
tridge.

The valley of the Itchen is typically the
England that we know from novel and
story and essay. It is very beautiful in
every way, with a rich, cdvilized, fertile
beauty—the rapid brook twisting among
its reed beds, the rich green of trees and
grass, the stately woods, the gardens and
ficlds, the exceedingly picturesque cot-
tages, the great handsome houses standing
in their parks. Birds were plentiful ; §
know but few places in Amenca where
one would see such an abundance of indi-
viduals, and | was struck by seeing such
large birds as coots, water hens, grebes,
tufted ducks, pigeons, and peewits. In
places in America as thickly settled as the
valley of the Itchen, I should not expect
to sce any like number of birds of this
size ; but I hope that the efforts of the
Audubon socicties and kindred organiza-
tions will gradually make themselves felt
until it becomes a point of honor not only
with the American man, but with the
American small boy, to shicld and protect
all forms of harmless wild life. True
sportsmen should take the lead in such a
movement, for if there is to be any shoot-
ing there must be something to shoot;
the prime necessity is to keep. and not kill
out, even the birds which in legitimate
numbers may be shot,

The New Forest is o wild, uninhabited
stretch of heath and woodland, many of
the trees gnarled and aged. and its very
wildness, the fack of cultivation, the rug-
gedness, made it strongly attractive in my
eyes, and suggested my own country.
The birds of course were much  less
plentiful than beside the Ttchen.

The bird that most impressed me on
my walk was the blackbird. 1 had already
heard nightingales in  abundance near
Lake Como, and had also listened to larks,
but [ had never heard either the blackbird,
the song thrush, or the black cap warbler ;
and while T knew all three were good
singers, 1 did not know what really beau-



viul singrers they were.  Blackbirds were
very abundant, and they played a promm.
nent parl iy the chomus wlich we heasd
throvghout the day on every hand, though
perhaps loudest the fellowing morning at
dawn,  In its habits sued manneres, the
blacklard strikingly resembles our Amer
fvan roben, and mdeer!? looks esactly like
a robin, with a velflow il and coal-black
phamagze. 1L hops evervwhbere over the
Lawns, just as our robin does, and it ives
it nests i the grarcens oy the same fsh-
Wi, [ts song has a general resemblance
e that of owur sobin, bst many of the
wides are far more musical, mese bke
Uhwvse wof varr woosd thrssh,  Ddeed  there
wore individuals among thase we heard cer-
P f whose gedes seemed W0 me st
o copual m peaint of mclody the clumes of
e wemidd thirwsh o o the higghwest pessihile
praise for any song bird = 10 ken s song
o thae of the woeod thrusly or hermat
thrush, | ¢ertaimbe do not think that the
blackbird bas reveived full justice in the
books. 1 knew that he was a sainger, bat
I really had no ddea how fine o singger he
wais. | sappose one of his troubdes las
been his name, just as wiile oor oo cat
birel  When he appears i the ballads s«
e merbe, Peacketed with e cousin the
miavas, the song thrash, it s far caswr 1o
fovogenite ham as the master singer that
bes,  Io s d Bne tlung tor England o
fave such an asset of the countresicde, a
Tird o oo, so uch i evidenoe, so
{feariess, and such a really beautiiul simygrer.

Vhe thrush 5 & fine ssnger too, 3 betier
simger than our Amencan rodwn, bat te
my mindd not at the best quite as geood
s 1he blackberd at his best; although ofien
| found difficaly i telling the songy of
one {rem the song of the other, espeoally
it 1 ondy heand twio or three notes.

Phe Lacks were, of course, excecdingly
attractive. 1t was fascnmanng o sce them
sprang from the grass, orcle upwards,
steadily singiig, and soarimg for several
fimwites, ard then rolurn o the pusint
whetoe they Tad starsed. As my com-
pandon pointedd oo, they exactly tulbled
Waordsworth's description : thes soarei but
dhid not roam. U o queite impessilile
wiwddly 1o difierentiate a bird™s voice from
s Iubets andd surconndings,  Alldngeh n
Wi fark <oaige thire are socdonnia] maeshoal
noles, the song s o whole ool very

musical, but it is so joyous, buovant and
unbroken, and uttered under such condi
tions as fully to entithe the bird to the
place he occupies willy beth poet dnd
prose wnter,

The teeal musscal smgrer we lieind wos
the black cap warbler,  To my car its
sodyg seemwed snore muskeal than that of
the mehumpeale, It owas  astonishingd
poskeriul for so small & bed 2 i velune
ant] contpuny i1 does ol come w10 The
sorfsirs aof the thrashes aned of corpmn o lwes
barils, bt mogquality, as an solated bit of
mebahy. it can hardly be surpassed.

Among the mmor singers the roln
was poticeable,. We all know this pretry
tigthe burdl trom the buoks, and | was pre
pakred 1o Bad am as fricadly and ateract-
we as he proved o be, but | had not
teliecd how well e sang. It s nol &
ool song, but very muscal and attract-
we, aml the bard is said to sing praceeally
ali throogh the swar. The song of the
wren interested me muoch, because it was
ot an the Jeast lke that of our house
wren, but, on the contrary, fike that of
onsr winler wren, Tl theme s the sime
az the winter wren's, bat the song did
not seen o me o be as beithantdy moesical
as that ol the nny singer of the north
weshs,  The sedwe warbler sang i the
thick reeds a mocking veminlogueal lay,
which remunded mie 4t umes of the bess
pronmanced parts of our yellow breasied
chat's song,  The cuckoo's onv was sia-
gulnrly attractove and  muosical, {ar more
wo rhan the olhng, many rmes repeated,
pete ol our FonCTow.

We did not reach the inn at Brocken-
buerst wnul about mne o'clock, just atnigh-
fall. and a few minutes before that we
heard a mghtjar, {1 dud net sound i tie
least Bke cither our whippoorwill or our
mght hawk, uttering a kmp-contmucd call
of e or two svitnbles, repeated over and
over. e chatinch was very much in
evidence, continually chaunting #ts unim-
portans litthe datey. | was pleased 1o see
the Beold, masterful  mmssel throsh, the
storm covk as it ds often ealled : but thes
bard Breeds and sangs i the carly spring,
whent the wenther t= sUll fempestuos,
atd had long Been siliont when wie saw it
The starlngs, mooks, amd jackdiws  dud
not sang, and their calls were ptiractive
merely as the clls of our grakles are






