
ae ground was: buried beneath aeat Se of snows We pe ee 

- deepaired o ever ses ing: enother spring, but on Merch 18th the slough on our tern 
3 < Ns 

‘eutdenly alive with the colorful elamoring as Red Wing Blackbirds. ‘Their errivel 

leter then I can ever remember, and I have been keeping. tabs on ‘then for approxine 

3 ten yearns We oi S Pew Red Teil Hawks» still ps bits of winter singe 

3 a tree sparrows, oe sere ond A rine juncos thronged to ore fenders, 

aa erentanyse a few meadow larks arrived to trill ‘their welcome spring melodies f 

— fenceposts and utility poles, and whet a pleasent sound « oe : = a 

2: =. . ‘One by one ‘eh june ee Left. for their —. north nesting ground sy and suddenly eo 
eae , <s 

a ‘realized there were no more, snow “puntings, a the horned larke hed disbanded and mise 

= = , off. Robins hopped about the lawn end cleaned up on the mountedn ash berries Ae tl 

overlooked last sa oe seats me = | a a oo = 
7 

Sy | “spot rises their houss hed been Save Aa so we hurriely hoi sted the house he 
tees "Saeee 3 

: eas < 

‘he gor was _ suddenly a busy place 2s they tril 

picnics — ee nicisacbabitii SS 

es ‘ ee AU peir of denedians sottled down in +e slough end built a nest atop an old musk 

- ‘ house » but something destroyed she: OgE8: sO ‘they have started anothers this time 7 

oe z : with greater success. : 

= and have been “able to get within ten Poet of them. 

sk tinge | Yellow Headed Blackbirds, Coots, ‘Shovelers: and Blue "Winged ae : es. | 

a ae — On May 9%h we saw black. and white werblers in the ash tone near the itiaion ata : 

ee = and sighted yellow warblers a few days laters We also spotted a pete of white crowed 
kk” See : ; a 

. . sparrows att: a Herris sparrow fitting eround the barn ent the buzzing asker we beard 

ae 

from the vicinity of the one, ‘turned out to be dozens of Oerulean swore | 
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I was down eee wat €ohide them when = “noticed a. bird sen 

¥ 3 = 

“Yellow fellted epmiciers T ‘hed never seen one here before end vas
 bape to aad E 
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As I write this it is late May. The barn swallows are busy constructing their ag 

-mud-cup nests....Brown Thrashers are building in the grove, all five wren houses on 

the farm are occupied, and the saucy little tenants fill the early morning hours with 
e 

. 

their song. Flickers drum and again we have Red Heeded Wood peckers about. 

Dicksissels call from the telephone wires above the. oi texte fields and. Kildeer 

feign Sesien aiaes din, behind ‘the barn. Blue Jays emit, their raucuous threats and 

high in a waiie above st geden a Rose Breasted Grosbeak sang baa hauntingly lovely 

spring song. | 

Ye sterday when we were eating lunch a male ialituore Oriole alighted in a bed of 

red tulips. He perched on a tulip stem and attempted to Ss toaat something from within 

the flower. The bird wag hae heavy for the stem to bear his weight and he swayed to the 

ground, and he-eeted for all the world like he was pativink ti ride. He tried it half 

a ae times before he gave up the performance and flew away. 

It had been «a ee Oe winter and ths pedc san wet and cold, so bird life was 

more welcome than ever before and how grateful we are for their color and song. When 

the piss eas sings on the garden fence, I ste to sit back and listen to the 

song, for no nightengale ever sang more sweetly, than thet little brown wren on'‘a north- 

: west Iowa farmé 

: ; Loraine Wallace. 
: Spirit Leke, Iowa 


