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LITTLE BOY BLUE

 
Boys and girls, don’t you think that is a pretty name? I came

from the warm south, where I went last winter, to tell you that
Springtime is nearly here.

When I sing, the buds and flowers and grass all begin to
whisper to one another, “Springtime is coming for we heard
the Bluebird say so,” and then they peep out to see the warm
sunshine. I perch beside them and tell them of my long journey
from the south and how I knew just when to tell them to come
out of their warm winter cradles. I am of the same blue color
as the violet that shows her pretty face when I sing, “Summer is
coming, and Springtime is here.”

I do not like the cities for they are black and noisy and full
of those troublesome birds called English Sparrows. I take my
pretty mate and out in the beautiful country we find a home. We
build a nest of twigs, grass and hair, in a box that the farmer puts



 
 
 

up for us near his barn.
Sometimes we build in a hole in some old tree and soon there

are tiny eggs in the nest. I sing to my mate and to the good people
who own the barn. I heard the farmer say one day, “Isn’t it nice
to hear the Bluebird sing? He must be very happy.” And I am,
too, for by this time there are four or five little ones in the nest.

Little Bluebirds are like little boys – they are always hungry.
We work hard to find enough for them to eat. We feed them
nice fat worms and bugs, and when their little wings are strong
enough, we teach them how to fly. Soon they are large enough to
hunt their own food, and can take care of themselves.

The summer passes, and when we feel the breath of winter we
go south again, for we do not like the cold.

 
THE BLUE BIRD

 

I know the song that the Bluebird is singing
Out in the apple tree, where he is swinging.
Brave little fellow! the skies may be dreary,
Nothing cares he while his heart is so cheery.
Hark! how the music leaps out from his throat,
Hark! was there ever so merry a note?

Listen a while, and you’ll hear what he’s saying,
Up in the apple tree swinging and swaying.
“Dear little blossoms down under the snow,



 
 
 

You must be weary of winter, I know;
Hark! while I sing you a message of cheer,
Summer is coming, and springtime is here!”

“Dear little snow-drop! I pray you arise;
Bright yellow crocus! come open your eyes;
Sweet little violets, hid from the cold,
Put on our mantles of purple and gold;
Daffodils! daffodils! say, do you hear,
Summer is coming! and springtime is here!”



 
 
 

 
THE BLUE BIRD

 

Winged lute that we call a blue bird,
You blend in a silver strain
The sound of the laughing waters,
The patter of spring’s sweet rain,
The voice of the wind, the sunshine,
And fragrance of blossoming things,
Ah! you are a poem of April
That God endowed with wings.

E. E. R.
LIKE a bit of sky this little harbinger of spring appears, as we

see him and his mate househunting in early March. Oftentimes
he makes his appearance as early as the middle of February,
when his attractive note is heard long before he himself is
seen. He is one of the last to leave us, and although the month
of November is usually chosen by him as the fitting time for
departure to a milder clime, his plaintive note is quite commonly
heard on pleasant days throughout the winter season, and a few
of the braver and hardier ones never entirely desert us. The Robin
and the Blue Bird are tenderly associated in the memories of
most persons whose childhood was passed on a farm or in the
country village. Before the advent of the English Sparrow, the
Blue Bird was sure to be the first to occupy and the last to



 
 
 

defend the little box prepared for his return, appearing in his
blue jacket somewhat in advance of the plainly habited female,
who on her arrival quite often found a habitation selected and
ready for her acceptance, should he find favor in her sight. And
then he becomes a most devoted husband and father, sitting by
the nest and warbling with earnest affection his exquisite tune,
and occasionally flying away in search of food for his mate and
nestlings.

The Blue Bird rears two broods in the season, and, should the
weather be mild, even three. His nest contains three eggs.

In the spring and summer when he is happy and gay, his song
is extremely soft and agreeable, while it grows very mournful
and plaintive as cold weather approaches. He is mild of temper,
and a peaceable and harmless neighbor, setting a fine example of
amiability to his feathered friends. In the early spring, however,
he wages war against robins, wrens, swallows, and other birds
whose habitations are of a kind to take his fancy. A celebrated
naturalist says: “This bird seems incapable of uttering a harsh
note, or of doing a spiteful, ill-tempered thing.”

Nearly everybody has his anecdote to tell of the Blue Bird’s
courage, but the author of “Wake Robin” tells his exquisitely
thus: “A few years ago I put up a little bird house in the back end
of my garden for the accommodation of the wrens, and every
season a pair have taken up their abode there. One spring a pair of
Blue Birds looked into the tenement, and lingered about several
days, leading me to hope that they would conclude to occupy



 
 
 

it. But they finally went away. Late in the season the wrens
appeared, and after a little coquetting, were regularly installed
in their old quarters, and were as happy as only wrens can be.
But before their honeymoon was over, the Blue Birds returned.
I knew something was wrong before I was up in the morning.
Instead of that voluble and gushing song outside the window, I
heard the wrens scolding and crying out at a fearful rate, and on
going out saw the Blue Birds in possession of the box. The poor
wrens were in despair and were forced to look for other quarters.”



 
 
 

 
THE SWALLOW

 

“Come, summer visitant, attach
To my reedroof thy nest of clay,
And let my ear thy music catch,
Low twitting underneath the thatch,
At the gray dawn of day.”

SURE harbingers of spring are the Swallows. They are very
common birds, and frequent, as a rule, the cultivated lands in
the neighborhood of water, showing a decided preference for the
habitations of man. “How gracefully the swallows fly! See them
coursing over the daisy-bespangled grass fields; now they skim
just over the blades of grass, and then with a rapid stroke of
their long wings mount into the air and come hovering above
your head, displaying their rich white and chestnut plumage
to perfection. Now they chase each other for very joyfulness,
uttering their sharp twittering notes; then they hover with
expanded wings like miniature Kestrels, or dart downwards with
the velocity of the sparrowhawk; anon they flit rapidly over the
neighboring pool, occasionally dipping themselves in its calm and
placid waters, and leaving a long train of rings marking their
varied course. How easily they turn, or glide over the surrounding
hedges, never resting, never weary, and defying the eye to trace



 
 
 

them in the infinite turnings and twistings of their rapid shooting
flight. You frequently see them glide rapidly near the ground,
and then with a sidelong motion mount aloft, to dart downwards
like an animated meteor, their plumage glowing in the light
with metallic splendor, and the row of white spots on the tail
contrasting beautifully with the darker plumage.”

The Swallow is considered a life-paired species, and returns
to its nesting site of the previous season, building a new nest
close to the old one. His nest is found in barns and outhouses,
upon the beams of wood which support the roof, or in any place
which assures protection to the young birds. It is cup-shaped and
artfully moulded of bits of mud. Grass and feathers are used for
the lining. “The nest completed, five or six eggs are deposited.
They are of a pure white color, with deep rich brown blotches
and spots, notably at the larger end, round which they often form
a zone or belt.” The sitting bird is fed by her mate.

The young Swallow is distinguished from the mature birds
by the absence of the elongated tail feathers, which are a mark
of maturity alone. His food is composed entirely of insects.
Swallows are on the wing fully sixteen hours, and the greater part
of the time making terrible havoc amongst the millions of insects
which infest the air. It is said that when the Swallow is seen flying
high in the heavens, it is a never failing indication of fine weather.

A pair of Swallows on arriving at their nesting place of the
preceding Summer found their nest occupied by a Sparrow, who
kept the poor birds at a distance by pecking at them with his



 
 
 

strong beak whenever they attempted to dislodge him. Wearied
and hopeless of regaining possession of their property, they at
last hit upon a plan which effectually punished the intruder. One
morning they appeared with a few more Swallows – their mouths
filled with a supply of tempered clay – and, by their joint efforts
in a short time actually plastered up the entrance to the hole, thus
barring the Sparrow from the home which he had stolen from
the Swallows.



 
 
 

 
THE BROWN THRUSH

 

“However the world goes ill,
The Thrushes still sing in it.”

THE Mocking-bird of the North, as the Brown Thrush has
been called, arrives in the Eastern and Middle States about the
10th of May, at which season he may be seen, perched on
the highest twig of a hedge, or on the topmost branch of a
tree, singing his loud and welcome song, that may be heard
a distance of half a mile. The favorite haunt of the Brown
Thrush, however, is amongst the bright and glossy foliage of the
evergreens. “There they delight to hide, although not so shy and
retiring as the Blackbird; there they build their nests in greatest
numbers, amongst the perennial foliage, and there they draw at
nightfall to repose in warmth and safety.” The Brown Thrasher
sings chiefly just after sunrise and before sunset, but may be
heard singing at intervals during the day. His food consists of
wild fruits, such as blackberries and raspberries, snails, worms,
slugs and grubs. He also obtains much of his food amongst the
withered leaves and marshy places of the woods and shrubberies
which he frequents. Few birds possess a more varied melody. His
notes are almost endless in variety, each note seemingly uttered
at the caprice of the bird, without any perceptible approach to



 
 
 

order.
The site of the Thrush’s nest is a varied one, in the hedgerows,

under a fallen tree or fence-rail; far up in the branches of stately
trees, or amongst the ivy growing up their trunks. The nest is
composed of the small dead twigs of trees, lined with the fine
fibers of roots. From three to five eggs are deposited, and are
hatched in about twelve days. They have a greenish background,
thickly spotted with light brown, giving the whole egg a brownish
appearance.

The Brown Thrush leaves the Eastern and Middle States,
on his migration South, late in September, remaining until the
following May.

 
THE THRUSH’S NEST

 

“Within a thick and spreading hawthorn bush
That overhung a molehill, large and round,
I heard from morn to morn a merry thrush
Sing hymns of rapture while I drank the sound
With joy – and oft an unintruding guest,
I watched her secret toils from day to day;
How true she warped the moss to form her nest,
And modeled it within with wood and clay.
And by and by, with heath-bells gilt with dew,
There lay her shining eggs as bright as flowers,
Ink-spotted over, shells of green and blue:



 
 
 

And there I witnessed, in the summer hours,
A brood of nature’s minstrels chirp and fly,
Glad as the sunshine and the laughing sky.”



 
 
 

 
THE BROWN THRUSH

 
Dear Readers:
My cousin Robin Redbreast told me that he wrote you a letter

last month and sent it with his picture. How did you like it? He
is a pretty bird – Cousin Robin – and everybody likes him. But
I must tell you something of myself.

Folks call me by different names – some of them nicknames,
too.

The cutest one of all is Brown Thrasher. I wonder if you know
why they call me Thrasher. If you don’t, ask some one. It is really
funny.

Some people think Cousin Robin is the sweetest singer of our
family, but a great many like my song just as well.

Early in the morning I sing among the bushes, but later in the
day you will always find me in the very top of a tree and it is
then I sing my best.

Do you know what I say in my song? Well, if I am near a
farmer while he is planting, I say: “Drop it, drop it – cover it up,
cover it up – pull it up, pull it up, pull it up.”
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