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SUMMER

SUMMER, as compared with the seasons on either side of
it, may be looked upon in spite of many exceptions as a
time of puberty, when vigour keeps, so far as we see, at
a constant point. There are indeed only two seasons,
summer and winter, two static times bound together by the
changing months of spring and autumn. But the tide of
the year, rising in spring, is quicker, more sudden, than the
ebb, though nothing is quite sudden in this happy island of
quiet gradations, where the days are bound, each toeach, by
lineal affection. One day in late June, almost before we are
aware, the country before us is at the full—the tide is in.
The green waters have quietly made through the creeks and
inlets and crept through the ridges of the sands. They
have hidden the rocks that sloped down to the sand; and
the scenery of the shore, various if bleak, is clean gone
under an everlasting wash of twinkling ripples. One may
speak of the summer overcoming the face of the country
very much in the same terms as one may speak of the rising
sea. The green leaves are a tide that hides the tracery of
bough and twig, not much unlike the flowing of the sea over
sand and rock. Many shapes and forms give place to one
wash of colour.
A



2 SUMMER

The mood of summer is quite another thing than we
have known in spring. Birds and mammals share in the
mood with men. Those ecstatic dashes of flight over wide
seas are passed. The colours that relit the winter feathers
have remained brilliant; and the body and being of the
animal feels none of the unrest of growth. It is true that
the old birds fall to the work of feeding the young with an

YOUNG WHITETHROATS

energy that is almost the energy of migration; but the
mood of all animals is in general static. The flight quite
alters. Before summer is over the old blackbirds will hardly
take the trouble to top the hedge when you pass them. The
pigeons no longer clap their noisy wings behind them. The
mothering birds that before showed nervousness of excite-
ment are now among the lurkers, slipping out of sight, not
dashing away on a tumult of wings. The noisy flocks that
challenged observation are split up into secret pairs. You
will have some ado to find where hares are lurking ; and the
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foxes slink very secretly to their earths. The high tide
hangs at the full or close to the full for a long time, as some-
times the real tide will. ~ All the change you note is that the
elms are blacker and heavier and more massive than ever.
The distinctive shapes and patterns of the hedgerow bottom
are rather more hopelessly buried than ever by grasses and
kexes and nettles. The bronze and reddish colours that

‘THE ELMS ARE BLACKER’

bided for a long while on oak and walnut and rose are lost in
a monotone of green which may compare with the sea—
‘too full for sound or foam’'—when the air is still. The
true midsummer, the hours of the high tide, come in July.
The very dog-roses, which lit the hedgerows in the splendour
of flaming June, are themselves subdued to the colour that
is now puissant and prevailing. A green case hides the
seeds and swells in the place of the white and pink petals.
A like subdual has come over the chestnut blossoms, which
stood up almost comically like candelabra to carry on the
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sense of spring into the new season. Summer comes
progressively,
¢ Annihilating all that ’s made -
To a green thought in a green shade.

In some countries the symmetry, the changelessness of
summer, becomes an oppression. Colour has the effect of
glare. You escape from a dusty town into country that is
a kiln—such sometimes is the impression. We feel this in
England, too, alittle. The world has a desire for something
that is not town and is not, in the ordinary sense, country.
People fly to the sea for the sake of its movement and its
variableness and its coolness; and to escape the dry and
torrid monotony, as it seems to some, that has taken
possession of the land, while the succulent stems of wild
grass and tame corn are drying their juices, and the leaves of
the trees are impalpably losing freshness and ‘surface.’

Great changes there are, of course, in these months; but
to the eye many of the changes are rather artificial than
natural. The grasses are cut at the time when they have
hardly reached that full tide at which the trees abide the
summer long, and growth begins again after the cutting.
As for harvest proper, it is felt to be an event of autumn,
though it intrudes into summer; and in a highly cultivated
country makes the greatest change of all.

The sounds of summer suffer a more thorough change
than the sights. Almost before we know it all the birds, or
almost all the birds, have gradually sunk into silence. Even
expert naturalists are surprised year after year by the com-
pleteness of this silence and its early date. Burroughs, king
of American naturalists, came over to England largely to
hear the nightingales sing; but he went back home with his
desire unfulfilled. He had simply stayed in towns too late;
and when they journeyed into the country he and his advisers
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found themselves in a land where ‘no birds sing.’ The
nightingales were tending their young in the thick coppices
and wide bits of the hedges. The flames of ‘flaming June’
had died into a hot glow, and the ecstasy of song into a
motherly quietude. How could birds sing in so gorgeous
a place, where nothing is ‘half-revealed and half-concealed,’
where the wonder and the wild desire are subdued to a
steadfast and curtained splendour. You will find in English
poets who have been most prodigal of descriptions of spring
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and autumn—especially autumn—and winter scarcely a
really summer song. They are as mute as the birds when
August is near.

What summer songs there are treat of June, which is
half spring, not of full summer; and even so perhaps the
most notable of June songs in our language is not English.
The words are Lowell’s :

¢ And what so rare as a day in June?
Then if ever come perfect days,
Then heaven tries earth if it be in tune,
And over it softly her warm ear lays.

The flush of life may well be seen,
Thrilling back over hills and valleys.
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The cowslip startles in meadows green,
The buttercup catches the sun in its chalice ;
And there ’s never a leaf nor a blade too mean
To be some happy creature’s palace.’

It is June, not July, with Lowell, too; and he is thinking not
of the mute nightingale, but the bobbing bobolink. Most of
the summer -songs there are find their inspiration in the
water rather than the land. You will mark this especially in
the work of the present Laureate, who is a great teller of the
seasons. He loves January and February and May and
September and October ; but in summer his thoughts belong
to lazy days on the Thames beside which

¢ The lazy cows wrench many a scented flower,
Robbing the golden market of the bees ;
And laden barges float
By banks of myosote ;
And scented flag and golden flower-de-lys
Delay the loitering boat.’

July is perhaps the month most expressly deserted by the
poets. From June they leap, if no further, at’least to
August and harvest time, which is almost autumn. Possibly
one of the most perfect summer pieces in the language is
Matthew Arnold’s ‘Scholar Gipsy,” in which the most
English Oxford county in the summer time is brought clear
before our eyes.

‘¢ Here, where the reaper was at work of late,
In this high field’s dark corner, where he leaves
His coat, his basket and his earthen cruse,
And in the sun all morning binds the sheaves,
Then here, at noon, comes back his stores to use ;
Here will T sit and wait,
While in my ear from uplands far away
The bleating of the folded flocks is borne,
With distant cries of reapers in the corn,
All the live murmur of a summer day.
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¢Screen’d in this nook over the high half-reaped field,
And here till sundown, Shepherd! will I be,
Through the thick corn and scarlet poppies peep,
And round green roots and yellowing stalks I see
Pale pink convolvulus in tendrils creep;
And air-swept lindens yield
Their scent, and rustle down their perfumed showers
Of bloom on the bent grass where I am laid,
And bower me from the August sun with shade,
And the eye travels down to Oxford Towers.’

The lines recall some of the very few lines that surpass
them in giving the sense of a summer. Wordsworth was
not the peer of Arnold.as botanist, but the Tintern land-
scape is even surer than the Oxford, and more English.

¢ The day is come when I again repose
Here under the dark sycamore, and view
These plots of cottage-ground, these orchard tufts,
Which, at this season, with their unripe fruits,
Are clad in one green hue, and lose themselves
Among the woods and copses, and disturb
The wild green landscape. Once again I see
These hedgerows, hardly hedgerows, little lines
Of sportive wood run wild ; these pastoral farms
Green to the very door; and wreaths of smoke
Sent up in silence from among the trees !’

But though we think of summer in England as ‘clad in one
green hue,’ it is worth remembering that those who have
travelled round the world, and pried into the forests of
tropical regions, have found England conspicuous not only
in soft scents, but in brilliance of colour. Both the joys
and sorrows of English are highly coloured. What is more
gorgeous than the crimson of a field of Australian clover,
or the mauve of common clover, or the pink of sainfoin?
You will find no such fires of colour as the mustard-field
of the Eastern counties or the sham mustard or charlock
that adds too much brilliance to too many fields. The
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poppies in the corn in Poppyland have a vivid salience you
will try to parallel in vain. When Linnaeus, in the legend,
fell down on his knees to thank God for the golden gorse
that covered one of our Welsh hillsides, he was saying grace
for a sight that quite outdoes the tropics. The tale may be
taken along with the anecdote of Tennyson who, walking
with a friend, suddenly went down on his knees and buried
his nose among the shyest of our flowers, saying, ‘ Smell 'em,
man. Smell’em.” We have regions of gold and of scarlet.
We have also great regions of purple which clothe the
summer downs with as joyous a dress as the floor of the
woods in bluebell time.

The meadows are green, and the hedgerows are green,
and the trees are green pillars; but let those who would
picture the English summer not quite forget the plaques of
colour that the hedges frame or the wide spaces of colour
where no hedgerows are.




JUNE

¢The pinks along my garden wall

Have all shot forth their summer stalks,
Thronging their buds ’mong tulips hot,

And blue forget-me-not.
Their dazzling snows forth bursting soon
‘Will lade the idle breath of June ;
And waken thro’ the fragrant night

To steal the pale moonlight.
The nightingale at end of May
Lingers each year for their display ;
Till when he sees their blossom blown,

He knows the spring is flown.
June’s birth they greet, and when their bloom
Dislustres, withering on his tomb,
Then Summer hath a shortening day ;

And steps slow to decay.’

ROBERT BRIDGES, Garden Signs.

¢Where the bee sucks, there suck I ;
In a cowslip’s bell I lie :
There I couch when owls do cry;
On the bat’s back I do fly
After Summer merrily.
Merrily, merrily, shall I live now,
Under the blossom that hangs on the bough.’
SHAKESPEARE, Ariels Song.

Tue CountrRYy CALENDAR

JUNE, which is the top of the year, is a month with several constant

epithets. ¢Leafy’ June is one. ‘Flaming’ June is another, and
[
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the best. Energy and colour are the marks of the month. Spring
is not over, and summer is not stale. The garden certainly flames,
principally and most notably with roses, of which the carmine pillar
is a real pillar of flame. The trees are alight. How many people
in June have thought of the upstanding pink and white flowers of
the horse chestnut as a candelabra? Tennyson, though he was
scolded for it, wrote of the laburnum’s ‘slow-dropping wells of fire,
another type of flaming June. The may-trees are bright with
flower, and the lilac and the acacias. The syringa weights the air
with scent. The hedgerow gleams on June nights with discs of
light, with heavy-scented alder-flowers, and guelder and dog-rose
and wayfaring tree, and with a galaxy of kexes at the foot.

The naturalist can pursue every sort of his quarry. The guille-
mots’ eggs on the Bempton cliff are still lawful prey; corn-buntings’
eggs may be found; and the latest migrants, the reed-warbler, the
flycatcher, turtledove and swifts begin to lay. The leaves of the
hedgerow are alive with young birds; and the hayfields, which are
reaped this month, are a wishing-well of discoveries. You have
flower, you have fruit, and yet, plain on the ash and oak, you have
the breaking of the leaf-bud and the change from red to green. In
no month do birds so baffle one with a range of notes. Before the
nightingale grows silent towards the end of the month, and the
cuckoo changes his tune, young birds and hen birds, as well as the
fussy cock birds, indulge in a number of calls and cries and whispers
that have quite evaded the attempts at classification. But before
the month is over the hunt for caterpillars and insect food for the
young has brought the song of the parents to an end, and it has
become little more than a cluck such as the robin’s when calling the
young, or the blue tit’s just before entering the nest.

Some moths now first emerge, the fox moth and the hawk
moth ; but the time is rather remarkable for the host of beetles
and weevils and chafers that appear: the bright green nettle
weevils, the long thin-bodied red ‘soldier’ and blue sailor’ beetles,
the cockchafer, noisy on June evenings, and the rose chafer. It is
the month too to see the glow-worm, the little beetle of the hedgerow.
The month has several nature festivals.

Shearing day, now an occasion less thought of, was once one
of the most hilarious and characteristic, especially celebrated by the
picking of posies.
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Many country rhymes pay great honour to St. Barnabas’ Day,
the summer solstice under the old calendar. The most quaint and
informative runs—

‘When St. Barnaby bright smiles night and day,
Poor ragged robin blooms free in the hay.’

Another traditional signpost of the ripening of the grass is the sound
of the seeds in the pod of the yellow rattle; and this is perhaps a
better sign than the blooming of the ragged robin, which is often
premature. An old weather couplet of the month says truly—

‘A leaky May and a warm June
Bring on the harvest very soon.’

A wet June is said to spoil the rest of the year.

In Germany the St. John’s wort, which has a saintly splendour
of flower, is associated with St. John’s Day, June 24th.

Heavy thunderstorms, which kill many ground-nesting birds, and
towards the end of the month a spell of north wind, are common
symptoms of June weather.

June 1st.—The close season for coarse fish ends in many waters.

June 24th is Midsummer'’s Day, the longest day, the sun rising at
3.45 a.m. and setting at 8.19 p.m.

Average temperature of June Ist, 57°4°.

Average rainfall of month, 22 inches.

June 1st. Sun rises 3.51 a.m.; sets 8.5 p.m.
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CLIMBING THE HEDGEROW

AT a particular date very early in summer the hedgerow,
which was a maze of crooked twigs of quick or a tangle of
many growths, begins to take on an appearance almost as if
it were being crushed out upwards, from bottom to top.
Then begins a race for the upper air, and the hedgerow
bushes, which are always visible, which are the hedge, become
mere supports, like pea-sticks, for a variety of climbing aspir-
ants. At the foot, quaintly suggesting the scoop of a wave
before it breaks, the goose-grasses and stitchworts begin the
race. The stitchwort perhaps would not generally be called
a climbing plant; but it is too weak-kneed for the most part
to stand alone, and with proper support attains a greater height
than most people would realise. On many characteristic
hedgerows these stitchworts along with the goose-grass, reach
upwards with a concave dip, where they sag before reaching
the support of higher branches. They climb so regularly
that a long stretch is almost symmetrically covered ; and when
the star-flowers come out at the upper edge, you might be
persuaded into thinking that they were flecks of foam on the
upper ridge of a curling wave. The goose-grass is more
regular still and more truly a climber. It has the proper

apparatus, whereas the stitchwort climbs only because it
13
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flourishes most where supports happen to be. The stitchwort
wobbles upwards, if one may say so, resembling Meredith’s
maxim that ‘the flame of the soul burns upwards; but we
must allow for atmospheric variation.” No atmosphere or
accident prevents the goose-grass taking the shortest, that is,
the straightest route upwards which its supports allow. It
opens so successfully that often it makes a fringe as sym-
metric as you could see on stuff in a shop.

The device is not uncommon. Touching the plant,
you might vow that it was sticky with a gummy substance.
Even on the hard and smooth palm of the hand it feels
as if it was clinging by some adhesive ooze. The hairs
on stalk and leaf are more numerous and sharper than the
teeth of a fretsaw, and can attach themselves to roughnesses
quite invisible to theeye. It climbs very much as many seeds
distribute themselves, by a system of little grappling irons.
The goose-grass stem and leaf have an affinity with the burr.
But the climbers have more devices than one. The seed, like
the cat in the fable, has one; the climber, like the fox, a
number. Though this mechanical stickiness is the master
device, there are others. Everything that climbs, in what
may be called the loose way, grows at a great pace. The
tip of the goose-grass has just enough strength to keep upright
and just enough limpness to sway into touch with the nearest
support. Like other climbers this grass tapers to the tip and
anchors itself, like the worm in its hole, by putting out leaves
at right angles. The pretty whorl of leaves, which encircle
all members of the family to which the goose-grass belongs,
may indeed very well be compared with the hairs on the worm,
They lie at first smoothly along the stem or body; and are
then put out at an abrupt angle, greatly assisting to maintain
the position gained.

When we see first the constellations of the stitchwort and
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the tiny flowers of the goose-grass, and note this wealth of
green over the back of the hedgerow we know that summer is
really come. Few plants add more to that luxuriance of green
which distinguishes summer from spring. But these climbing
binds spring to summer and enjoy a progress which shows no
division. A more sudden emergence of a new season is
presented by that prince of climbers the white bryony. Ithas
no rival in the English hedge, either in speed of growth or in
perfection of device. Botanically it is in a class by itself, as
its colour and form may well suggest. The time to watch it
is in a wind on some loose hedgerow. On the tight, clipped
hedges which are almost walls, this bryony suddenly pops its
head out from the top, growing like Alice when she bit the
tall side of the mushroom ; and it looks almost as much agley
as Alice, in the picture in which she appears to be mostly
neck. It has climbed through the fence with its prehensile
fingers, sailor-like, but is quite at a loss in its new position
with a cut surface below and nothing to cling hold of above
or to the side. Its grappling tools now pull it down instead
of up; and its attraction upwards, an attraction felt by all
plants, even in some degree by ground ivy, is a vain instinct.
Its crooked leaves, glaucous and soft, its green and grey
flowers and spiral shoots make a very lovely fringe along the
top of such a hedge ; and later the berries look as if they had
been placed there in patterns by some artificial aid. But the
real place for the white bryony is in a loose and freely grown
hedge. Here, as you watch it daily, it might almost be taken
for an animal, so conscious the movements seem. Just like
a finger, the lip of the tendril hooks over any twig or leaf.
Almost while you watch the grip is tightened, and the com-
plete hitch made. By the next morning what one may call
the spiral instinct, which is implicit in the growth of nearly
all such plants, begins to express itself. The tendril
B
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‘corkscrews’ daily, working from both ends, so that in the
sequel you have a double screw, from right to left on one
part, from left to right on the other, the two being joined by
a little untwisted bar. The contraction of the tendril has
pulled the shoot up half an inch or so. These spare springs
are holding the weak shoot in place on all sides and at all
angles, so that it is buoyed in complete safety.

But it is only in a wind that you note the full perfection of
the tendrils. They have done more than pull the parent

WHITE BRYONY

shoot upwards and upwards. Their spiral form is more than
a contraction of the muscles. Though the wind becomes
a hurricane, and the bryony has grown in a place fully
exposed to it and has bridged wide spaces in the hedge,
it will weather the storm without suffering so much as a
strain. The tendrils are springs of such sensitive strength
that they temper the most blusterous attack on the plant.
It is a liberal education in mechanics to watch them give
and stretch and return to their first form; and in spite
of their tender tissue ride out the gale in consummate
ease.

One of the pleasures of the season is to observe the
sheer speed of growth; and as one watches one sees how
necessary an aid to the grappling devices is this faculty of
speed. The plant, as it were, rushes at its hills, and sur-
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mounts them often by sheer impetus. The speed is curiously
little affected by weather, and few plants are truer to date.
Why this is so, any one will know who has attempted to
translate a white bryony. For the sake of observation the
writer transplanted some from hedgerow plants to his garden,
and a very difficult task it was. The root stock is buried
deep, and it consists of an almost formless mass, a white
rather marrow-like tuber consisting wholly of food. From
this the bryony grows without heed of outer circumstance.
If some moralist is in search of a good illustration of the
causes of success in life he might make good use of the
bryony. This rapid progress to higher things is not, as it
appears, sudden and unexpected. It is the direct result
of years of storing. The preparations have been long
made : all is ready; and at the signal, at the touch of the
summer sun, the stored power is expressed, the capacity
proved.

There are seductive illustrations too in the clematis, the
lustiest of all the climbers, which s said to be increasing beyond
all measure throughout England. We notice the clematis
most when it is best described by its nickname of ‘old-man’s-
beard’; but it is best worth watching in summer. The
leaf-stems and leaves have more than one curious device.
They delight, as the moralist said,

*To rise on stepping-stones
Of their dead selves to higher things.’

The green stems of last year look, till a late date in spring,
as if they were stone-dead, withered to nothing. Even to
the touch they seem dead. You may say of them, as was
said in another reference, that they are ‘generally shamming
when they 're dead.” But they are, as one may say, treated
as defunct by the growing shoots. They are made to serve
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in the place of ropes by which youth shall climb above the
parents’ heads. One may make protest against the wild
clematis that the instinct to grapple is overdone. The leaf,
with its innate power to twist, is so sensitive to stimulus that
it grips instantly whatever it touches. If it can grip nothing
else it grips itself. You may find hopeless knots and tangles
into which some leaves have become so absorbed that they
have ceased to perform the function of leaves. The young
principal shoot only is saved, and it is not always saved from
being dragged down instead of being helped up, by its amazing
rapidity of growth. When once the grip is fixed and the
leaf stem, or indeed the leaf itself has made a half-
hitch, all hope of extrication is over. Not only is the hold
tight and tightened daily, but when once a complete circle
is made the stem thickens and hardens, so that the most
delicate touch could never in any circumstances unwind it.
The stuff, so to say, has set. But in spite of its excesses
the clematis is perhaps the most successful of all climbers.
It reaches immense heights, and being perennial makes
good its position. It has one common, indeed almost
universal trick, in great perfection. The growing shoot
is slim and spearlike, without protuberance on this side
or that. As soon as it has insinuated itself through a
past opposition, out shoots the side leaves at right angles,
making relapse impossible, if there has been any tangle to
penetrate.

This dodge is most necessary perhaps to the blackberry,
a humble and much modified climber. The blackberry
leaves in the sequel actually slope backwards, and being very
stiff, quite prevent the young shoot from slipping backward
through the hedge in which, as a rule, it grows. But the
leaf of the clematis excels in length. The barb, as it were, is
wider, and though its mission is not to be a barb, as in the
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blackberry, but a grappling tool, it performs also the double
function. The very tip of the leaf can grasp, only less suc-
cessfully than the tendril of the white bryony, even such
small roughnesses as are formed by the bark of a spruce or
a Scotch fir.

In a contest of what we may call, following Mr. Francis
Darwin, plant intelligence, perhaps the hop would come out
first. The time comes in summer when wide areas of Kent
and Worcestershire are quite changed in appearance by a
strangely sudden metamorphosis, when the obedient bines
mount their poles and wires and strings, all revolving in
accordance with their nature in the same spiral from left
to right. They are also helped to start by deft fingers.
But it is not in a geometric hop garden that you will best
discover the intelligence of the hop plant. Circumstances
there are too easy for the stimulus of intelligence. It is
at its best when seeking a support that is not near at hand.
You would swear then that the tip of the shoot had eyes
or an equivalent sense, such as roots have. The sensitive
tip of a root will make a bee-line for water and will slip
round obstacles miraculously. The hop shoot appears to
possess more than a spider’s skill in finding support. The
spider lets herself down on a streamer and swings till
something is caught by chance and the help of the wind.
She plays for the accident. The hop having reached the
top of its support sets out for adventures new with a more
delicate aim.

In a particular adventure watched by us, a shoot which
reached the top of its support, about seven feet from the
ground, set out in a quite direct line for the only pillar that
was within reach. It advanced at right angles to its main
stem, and in spite of some drooping and eccentric wavings in
the wind reached its bourne after a week’s journeying. As
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it grew you could trace the spiral instinct and habit belong-
ing to all the genus. But the screwing in this passage had
the effect of strengthening the stem and increasing its power
of direct growth. It enabled itself to grow horizontally and
in one general direction by twisting its fibres, just as you
can increase the stiffness of rope or string by tightening
the ravels of its skein. This method is adopted in quite
another form both by the black bryony and in a less degree
by the honeysuckle. Almost the normal growth of the
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BLACK BRYONY

beautiful black bryony is in the form of a twisted faggot of
stems, which support one another in the upward march, just
as the bundle of fibres within one hop shoot. It makes a
very complete contrast with the white bryony with which
it has no affinity except in name. The one has grey,
furry, odd-shaped leaves. The other’s leaves are dark and
very shiny, shaped with precision to a heartlike form. You
scarcely notice the stem of the white for its leaves and
tendrils. The curled stem of the black make one of the
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most conspicuous standards of the season. And yet one can
understand the similarity of name. The two are the most
conspicuous climbers of the summer hedgerow, and when
autumn comes both leave strings of poisonous berries along
the line of their withered shoots.
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BLACK BRYONY BERRIES
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Tae glories of summer nights are earth-born, and their lights
are warmer and nearer to us than the splendour of the winter
moon. All night at midsummer the colour of daylight
hardly fades out of the north if the sky is clear; and on wet
or cloudy nights the dusk is full of earth’s perfumes, and
obscurely lit with flowers still gleaming in the unreal dark-
ness. There is seldom a really dark night in June or the
first half of July; the sun’s path still creeps so near the
horizon that light is reflected from all light objects, and
even from the upper clouds. The earth on a June night
seems plunged in a conscious rest more refreshing than
sleep; its spirit seems etherealised rather than sunk in
torpor. Cries of half wakeful birds continually suggest how
light is the veil of unconsciousness ; most creatures hibernate
in some degree like dormice or bears, and expend in summer
wakefulness the energy they accumulate in long winter
sleep. The summer twilight of England is one of the
happiest features of its geographical position. The soft
veil of the June night is a more exquisite gift of nature
than the positive daylight prolonged by the midnight sun.
Sheer daylight prevails in the June nights even in
England; we can watch the cool grey stain contending with

the stars of the north. In July as the nights grow a little
22
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longer, this white light is often replaced in fine summers by
deeper glows still joining the sunset and dawn. Night
becomes stiller and more solemn than at midsummer, but
hardly darker; and it is often fuller of colour. A glow of
rich orange or living cornfield gold illuminates the northern
sky and defies the darkness; night is filled with the essence
of sunshine poured in the July day. The afterglow of
sunset is prolonged by exceptional causes, and the nights
become a festival of the sun, yet with the sense of repose
shed by its absence from the sky. The afterglow is caused
by the rays of the descended sun reflected from lofty clouds
or invisible vapours above us, but an ordinary afterglow
fades about an hour after sunset. The remarkable nocturnal
glows which last on almost till dawn may be due to an
unusual volume of floating particles in the higher atmosphere,
such as the dust-clouds expelled by a volcano or lifted by
a tornado from a desert. Sometimes they may share the
principle of the mirage, and be the afterglow of tracts to the
west transmitted round the earth’s curve by refraction, as
travellers see the image of towns or ships projected in the
air overhead. The product of earth’s own atmosphere,
these summer glows give a sense of the fullness of summer
unlike the alien brightness of moonlight and starlight.

On cloudy summer nights the earth is lit with its own
moons and stars. Elders and wild-rose bushes frame con-
stellations of blossom in the dusky hedges, and a little later
white heads of clover shine in the pastures like a Milky
Way. White campion flowers gleam opaquely pallid on
the grassy banks, and privet blossom stars the shadow of
the thickets. The motionless lamps of these blossoms
are mingled with other moving lights. Glow-worms set
their signals at dusk by roads and rivers, and the white
ghost swiftmoths of midsummer vibrate in their fantastic
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dances over the grass stems where their golden mates sit
hidden.

This dance of the ghost swifts is one of the most ecstatic
of all flights. No bird and no other insect combines so
intense a movement with so marked a rhythm. While the

moth’s wings whir with such

=—— 77— rapidity that it is a mere
?&‘\&\Q% nebula in the twilight, it flings
% 7 itself backwards and forwards

on a track a yard or so wide
like the weight on the pen-
dulum of a clock. A pasture
or hay-field after dusk at mid-
summer may be covered by
dozens of these large white
moths absorbed in their pas-
sionate exercise. It gives an
intense sense of the vitality
pulsing in the earth at this
midsummer season.  The
dance seems intensely ex-
hausting, even for a moth
with such long and powerful
wings. After each bout of
frenzy, lasting for one or two
minutes, the dancer rests on
a grass-stem, looking a little denser and whiter than the
surrounding clover flowers.

The analogy of the displays of birds suggests that the
exhibition of speed and glittering whiteness is designed to
win the admiration of the female moth. Certainly she is
often to be found resting in the grasses over which the male
moths dance; but it is hard to be sure in the dusk whether

WHITE CAMPION
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the dancers deliberately perform before her eyes, or whether
the dance is simply an outlet for exultation in her company.
As the last glow fades the dancers rapidly desist, and the
whole display is over before midnight.

Songs of the summer nights mark audibly the change
that comes over the season between the springlike opening
of June and the autumnal ripeness and gravity that tinge
the dewy August dawns. For the first ten days of June
the nightingales are still in song before midnight, though
they are rapidly declining ; song-thrushes sing late into the
white twilight hour, and the cries of plovers and water-fowl
show how lightly they are dipped in sleep. The deep and
passionate song of the nightingale seems in accord with
the scents of evening, and the warmth of the early night.
Nightingales stop singing, as a rule, when the air begins
to grow chilly towards one o’clock; they are not among
the earliest singers of the dawn, in the keener air of the
new day. . After the nightingales have fallen silent, and
before the first larks rise, comes the wind of dawn that
runs round the world in advance of the sun, and divides
the old day from the new one. The change is palpable;
the cooler air has lost the scents and languors of the out-
worn summer day, and has the renewed freshness of morning.
About two o’clock, before it is light enough to see the larks
rise in the sky, they can be heard in a great singing com-
pany, soaring into the grey morning vault. Sometimes the
music comes from the ground; they seem often to utter
their first hymn to the coming day before it is clear enough
to draw them into the sky. Blackbirds sing a few brief
strains, and then fall silent again for nearly an hour. When
the light is already clear enough to see the dewdrops
hanging on the grass blades, then bursts forth a universal
pean to the sun. In a wood or garden where birds abound,
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this song before sunrise in early June is amazing in its
vehemence. It does not give a perfect display of the song
of any one species, for the din of music is so confused that
only the most individual voices can be followed. Blackbird
and blackcap and nightingale and a dozen other species are
mingled in a chaos which can only be likened to the buzz
of voices at a dinner-
party ; and through the

ey
E,'/ / N tumult we can only

distinguish clearly the
measured rhythm of
the ring-dove, and the
turtle - dove’s  hollow
double note.  This
burst of song lasts for

y
/Z/ %
(i

about twenty minutes ;
then itsuddenly ceases,
and the sun being now
well over the eastern
woods the birds fall
keenly to feeding.
There is a great
. change in the night
BLACKBIRD by about the middle
of July. It is still
unmistakably summer. None of the peculiar dampness
of autumn, with its subtle sense of vegetation beginning
to decay, yet hangs in the coolness of dusk or the filmy
mist of dawn ; there is not yet apparent that first presage
of autumn’s oncoming, the drenching August dew. But
the night is far more silent. The nightingale’s music
is long over; except in cool upland regions and dales
of the north, the evening strain of the song-thrush is
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also past; and as the deep glow fades into real darkness
only the babble of the sedge-warbler by the river recalls
the full nocturnal music of early June. The sedge-warbler
is peculiarly associated with July nights; not because it
does not sing as readily by night in earlier summer, but
because other singers are silent, and leave it to chant alone.
There is something strangely conversational in the sedge-
warbler’s voluble monologues in the July night. They are
half scurrility like the bickering of the house-sparrow, and
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SEDGE-WARBLER

half sheer beauty; and the bird seems singing for itself for
company, in the loneliness of the night: The ear is struck
with notes that recall the day; it is the sedge-warbler
mimicking the cries of the birds that haunt the streamside
under the sun. Now comes the sharp call of the chaffinch,
now the sibilant signal of the water-wagtail, and presently
the chatter of the sparrows that practise fly-catching under
the noonday willows. A veil of sleep half dulls the sedge-
warbler’s vigilance; the song becomes a softer babble in
the reeds, like the song of a swallow on the weather-cock
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in the early dawn. A moorhen calls sharply in one of its
nocturnal alarms, and instantly the singer is awake again,
pouring a loud recitation into the darkness. The song dies
away after midnight, when the confines of the new day are
near; but even as late as August a sudden disturbance by
the river at any time of night will sometimes draw a burst of
song from a sedge-warbler hidden in the reeds.

Sedge-warblers, like nightingales, are day-birds which
also sing at night; but the nightjar is a true bird of dusk,
though it occasionally murmurs its curious music while the
sun is high. It does not begin to flit abroad till its prey of
moths appears in the darkening air; but it will rise about
sunset to some bough in the quiet copses, and reel out its
music actively until it is time to feed. Itis a strange bird
in many ways, but the reeling murmur which it pours forth
in the dusk is the feature which has most struck popular
imagination in this country. Hence comes its names of night-
jar, evejar, and evechurr; while its other common name of
fern-owl suggests its owl-like flight and plumage and noc-
turnal habits. The nightjar’s murmur is emphasised by the
growing stillness of the July nights, like the songs of the
sedge-warbler ; and it is more deeply in accordance with the
ebb of summer vitality which adds solemnity to the summer
darkness. It is a low and monotonous sound compared with
the songs of May. In May, indeed, it is apt to be overlooked
or neglected ; but now it sheds a soothing sound in the night,
and suggests the full but calmer current of the ageing year.
Unlike the cry of the corncrake to many ears, it does not
become wearisome, because its monotony is never absolute.
From time to time the jarring is slightly changed in tone,
like the distant sound of an autumn threshing-machine, which
it often recalls. In the stillness of the night the delicacy of
these modulations is emphasised ; they fascinate the ear by
their slightness and the precision of their effect.
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In proportion to its gentle pitch the distance to which
the sound will travel is remarkable, but much energy must
go to its utterance. Close observation in the early twilight
has shown the lower mandible of the bill intensely quivering
while the sound was being produced, and there is the same
hint of force in Gilbert White’s record of how the Selborne
summer-house quivered when a nightjar perched and mur-
mured on the roof. It seems clear that the song, like the
sedge-warbler’s, is prolonged after the breeding season,
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though nightjars are late nesters. Depending like swifts and
flycatchers on a diet of summer insects, they do not arrive
till May, and their eggs are often to be found in the middle
of June. In the earlier weeks of their stay, when the cocks
are probably seeking their mates, a reduced half-whispered
jarring is sometimes to be heard uttered from the ground on
ferny commons and in the woods. The same tentative
murmur is sometimes heard early on a June morning a little
before sunrise, but the shades of evening and the early night
form the song-time for this nocturnal bird.

It is rarer to see the nightjar hunting than churring,
because of the increasing darkness; but it will sometimes
reap a harvest of the little moths that buzz on warm even-
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ings round the crown of the oaks, and its flight can sometimes
then be watched against the half-lit sky. It is extremely
rapid and skilful, and the activity of its mazy motion is
emphasised by its silence. The nightjar flies as silently as
an owl; though moths and beetles cannot be alarmed by
noises, like rats or mice, yet a harsher flight might set up
disturbing currents of air which would be equally effective
in scaring the prey. Very owllike, too, is its cry of
‘kowick, kowick,” which it occasionally utters on the wing.
It gathers its food inits
huge mouth, guarded
with bristles to pre-
vent live insects from
escaping. The bird’s
wide gape gave colour
to the widespread
legend that it sucks
the milk of goats,
which is perpetuated in
various languages by
the name of goat-sucker. There is no other explanation of
this ancient slander, except that the rough, dry goat pastures
in many parts of Europe are a favourite haunt of this lover
of warmth and dryness.

The grasshopper-warbler sheds another subtly changeful
murmur into the air of summer evenings. Though it usually
ceases in the later dusk, about sunset this creeping mouse-
like bird is almost as vocal in the river-meadows as the
nightjar a little later in the copses. Its voice is shriller and
more chirping than the nightjar’s, but there is no very close
likeness between the irregular and fitful scraping of a grass-
hopper and its steady reeling cry. It is much more like the
sound of a fisherman’s well-oiled reel, and as the bird haunts
the same banks as the fisherman at his favourite evening

NIGHTJAR
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hour, one can easily be mistaken for the other. The grass-
hopper-warbler’s song—for it takes the place of a more
musical - ditty—possesses nearly as conspicuously as the
nightjar’s the delicate change of pitch which averts mono-
tony and adds a characteristic attraction. In the case of the
nightjar the change is said to take place when the bird ceases

GRASSHOPPER-WARELER

to draw in breath and begins to expel it; but owing to its
habits of concealment the grasshopper-warbler is one of the
most difficult of all birds to observe, and there is no evidence
of the same cause in its case, though it is at least probable.
The corncrake’s note in the June mowing grass constantly
varies in intensity, but has no change of pitch; and the
alternating softness and loudness of its cry is simply due
to its turning its head in different directions while it calls.

In early May, when the grass is still short, it can sometimes
&



32 SUMMER

be plainly seen lifting its head above the green pile of the
meadow, and calling in different directions, apparently seek-
ing a mate. In the south of England the corncrake usually
falls silent in June; but in the valleys of the north and west,
where it remains more abundant than it has been of late
years in the south, it calls in the late-mown hay-fields far
on into July, when the bilberries are ripening on the hills.
One curious feature of the early hours of a summer
morning is the boldness of the beasts and birds. Before five

oclock very few people are stirring, and wild creatures do
£

PARTRIDGES DUSTING

not take man into account. They lord it in their own
domain, as once in Eden; and except for the trim roads and
well-tilled fields telling of daily care, the human explorer of
the June morning might almost feel himself a survivor on
a planet from which mankind had flown. The roads are
occupied by the birds for courting, preening, fighting, bath-
ing in the dust, feeding and exercising their young, and for
every purpose that a smooth and wheelless terrace natur-
ally suggests to a bird’s mind, If it were not so natural
and unconscious, there would be something actively con-
temptuous in this annexation of a country highway as a
promenade of infant partridges and amorous yellowhammers.
When the explorer approaches the birds show little of the
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timidity which they display towards mankind later in the
day. They gaze at him indifferently, and are little disposed
to give him room. The yellowhammer goes on tracing his
golden semi-circles about his hen; thrushes stare from the
middle of the road as if they were half ready to break out in
noisy abuse, but preferred to treat the intrusion with silent
dignity ; and shyer birds appear so numerously about the
road and hedges as to give a new realisation of their
fugitive and elusive lives in the hours when man is king.
Even the shy hare on its way back from the
cottage garden looks twice and three times at
the rare apparition before deciding that it must
be a man; and the wilder stoat, which will
sometimes attack a man in defence of its young
by broad daylight, gazes at him in the hour of
dawn with the true look of the wild animal—
half insolence and half sheer bloodthirstiness.
All this hostility and indifference on the part
of the familiar beasts and birds of an English
village gives a curious jar to man’s instinctive
sense of his own predominance. We have only
to get up three or four hours before breakfast to
find a world in which we are still of small account; and it is
positively comforting to human self-esteem to find a friendly
welcome from the old cart-horses in the pasture, pushing
their hairy faces over the palings and expecting to be led off
to work for their masters. At least we have tamed the
horse if we are flouted by the common jenny-wren.

The first note of summer verging towards harvest-time
is heard in the stillness of the June night, when the green
horse-chestnut or tassel of plane-seeds falls to earth with a
single sudden tap. Though the unripe seed falls with a
miniature sound, there is the warning of all autumn in it.
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The nightingale soon breaks out singing again from his
thicket, and the dawn has its jubilant cries; the impression
is quickly eclipsed, but returns with gradually increasing
frequency as the summer goes on. July dawns are mistier
than those of June, and far more still; instead of the chorus
of all the birds, we hear little but the chirp of the sparrows
presaging heat, the faithful crooning of the ring-dove, or the
deep and rasping caws with which the rooks at this time of
morning post from tree to tree on their way to their feeding-
grounds. August dawns break later and mistier still ; and
now, in the weeks of deepest silence by day, the piercing
warble of the robin is lifted to the earliest stain of light. It
is his autumn song renewed ; the birds’ moulting time, which
forms the only real break in the circle of the English seasons,
has intervened since he lifted his voice in the pzan of the
midsummer morning, and this song already tells that it is
passing.




LITTLE BLUE RESTING

MIDSUMMER BUTTERFLIES

Mav butterflies last long into June, and late June wakes
others which haunt the woods and heaths in July; the
longest day marks a sharper division in the lives of these
sun-loving creatures than for most other wild things. But
there are certain butterflies which are peculiarly the children
of midsummer, and as deeply associated with the pride of
the long June days as the wild roses or the yellow irises,
or the full gleam of the waving hay-fields. So long as the
hay stands uncut the common blue butterflies enjoy the
height of their season among the lotus and clover; but
their bands first broke into the hay-fields in May, and to
find the typical blue butterfly of midsummer we must mount
among the wild hay-crop of the downs. The attraction of
the little blue lies not in conspicuousness or special brilliance
of colour—it is the smallest and one of the duskiest of its
tribe—but in the punctuality of its emergence in the high
June days, and its faithfulness to some definite and fascinat-
ing spot. The rampart of a primeval encampment, lapped
for centuries with the smooth downland turf; a sheltered
dip in the downs where year by year the little burnt orchis
thrusts up its brownish spike; some thyme-scented flank of

a thorn-clump, where the larks and the sheep-bells mingle
35
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in one wide noonday tune ;—in most such haunted spots the
little blues appear punctually June by June, and we know
that if we rise and go into the high places of that wonderful
country we shall find them faithful to their time. Their
unfolded wings are of a smoky brown, like those of the
brown argus; but those of the male are shot with a purple
iridescence which betrays their family as they flutter gently
from one cluster of bird’s-foot trefoil to another, or quiver
on a head of lady’s fingers. Ineradicably faithful to their
haunt, they are feeble fliers, and spend much of the bright
days, and all the grey ones, resting with closed wings on a
flower-head or grass stem. The under side of their wings
has the typical pearled and silvery pattern of the blues, but
without the usual brightness. Like so many of the scarcer
butterflies and plants, it is confined to chalk or limestone
soils ; its food-plant in the larval stage is the lady’s fingers,
within sight of which it passes all its life.

A little later in the month, on higher and wilder hills
far to northward, the mountain ringlet emerges, and is
equally true to its one chosen spot. It holds a very remark-
able position in English wild life, for it is a surviving
member of the Arctic fauna which flourished here in the
Ice Age, so far as anything can be said to have flourished
at that time. Its only remaining haunt in England is
among the mountains of the Lake District, and that is
its last station until it is found again in the Alps. It lives
in grassy hollows of the mountains at a height over two
thousand feet, and then it may be seen in June and early
July fluttering about the rough slopes in the thin, high
air, whenever the sun shines brightly. It is a dusky little
creature, a little larger than the common small heath, but
at once darker and richer in colour. Its dark brown wings
are banded with deep orange-red, and spotted with a row of
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the characteristic eyelet markings of this and many other
butterfly tribes. Only the ubiquitous small tortoiseshell
ranges as high as the mountain ringlet among the Lakeland
fells, and the tortoiseshell is a wanderer from nettle-beds in
the dales, and is attached to no native hollow among the
bare grey crags. The Scotch ringlet is a rather larger
butterfly, with the same deep brown and orange markings,
which is not found south of Lancashire. It is curious
that neither of these glacial species survives in the Snowdon
district, or the other mountain masses of Wales.

The large heath is another June butterfly which is con-
fined to the more northern and mountainous parts of the
country, but ranges further south and to lower levels than
the two mountain ringlets. It is commonest in the north
of England and south of Scotland, where it is found on the
mosses, and among the sandhills close to the sea. But
for its larger size, and hoarier colour, it is much like the
small heath, which is almost the commonest and hardiest of
English butterflies. The characteristic hardiness of this
tribe of ‘browns’ comes out in different ways in different
species. The two mountain ringlets and the large heath
are confined to breasts of high mountains, sweeps of wind-
beaten moor, and barren northern tracts. The small heath
does not refuse to colonise the warmer and more fertile
parts of England, but it cheerfully puts up with the bleakest
and dustiest pastures, and seems indifferent to the wettest
and coldest seasons. Except for the common white, which
is artificially fostered by cabbage-gardens, the first and last
butterfly to be met with on the sparse turf of building plots
in the outskirts of towns is usually the small heath. Par
excellence, it is the ‘common brown. Almost as widely
distributed, and quite as unsusceptible to cold and rainy
summers, is the large meadow brown, which punctually
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appears every midsummer in pastures and hay-fields just
when the hay harvest is beginning. It flaps across the field
paths as cheerfully in the gloomiest years as in the brightest,
and its casual, skulking flight seems to suggest that it does
not know the difference. The emergence of this unpre-
tentious butterfly is one of the chief events in the year to
all who note the minor signals of the seasons. It foretells
the change from the days of growth to the days of ripening
—from the lengthening to the slowly shortening evenings;
and although it comes out a little before the longest day,

LARGE MEADOW BROWN

when there is still but small sign of the year’s decline, only
too soon the pastures grow dark with July heat. The
bare hay-fields call it to the scanty and monotonous hawk-
weed blossoms which are all that they have to show for
their wealth of blossom among the June grass.

Mountain, moor, sand-dune, and meadow find each some
opportunity for the virtues of this Spartan tribe, and the
common ringlet disregards comfort in the woods. It
varies greatly in numbers in different years, so that presum-
ably it is subject in some way to the hardships of the
seasons; but certainly it does not share the antipathy of
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most butterflies for damp and drizzle. On June days of
fine soaking rain it can be seen flitting about the rides and
wet rushy patches in the woods with a movement which, if
not precisely animated, is at least as lively as it displays
on days of true June warmth. It loves the coolness and
shadow of the deeper grassy glades; and it is one of the
most softly beautiful of all our butterflies, with an extreme
delicacy of bloom which could perhaps only have been
developed by an insect of such quiet ways and gentle flight.
It is very difficult to secure a perfect specimen of the ringlet
for a collection; despite the utmost care in capture and
setting, the satin lustre of its deep green wings will show
some scratch. Its colour is the dark, full green of a rush-
stem, but darker still; and the eye-spots common to the
tribe take in this case the unusual form of a variable
number of fine yellow circles, strewn near the margin of
the under side. The haunts of the ringlet are in the deepest
peace of the woods, and all the grace and gentleness of
nature are expressed in its movement and bloom.

One more trace of a hardy evolutionary upbringing may
be noticed in this tribe of browns, and that is the salient fact
of their general emergence in this month. In the Arctic
regions, where a species of mountain ringlet is found about
as far north as butterflies exist, they must emerge in June,
or not at all; for the time of the midnight sun gives them
a chance of active life which is at once unrivalled and unique.
When most of our own land lay under ice the same exigen-
cies of the seasons must have prevailed to a great extent
here, and the ringlets and other ‘browns’ most nearly allied
to them seem to show the ancestral habit to this day. The
most aberrant member of the group is the small meadow
brown, which waits to come out until July, and is abundant
in lanes on the blackberry blossom which opens in that
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month. It is the brightest of the group, with less brown in
its wings and more gay orange-red, and this coincidence of
brighter colour with later appearance and a more southerly
distribution is suggestive. It may indicate that the small
meadow brown became distinct from one of the other mem-
bers of the group after the Ice Age ended; or possibly that
it never existed, or became extinct in the northern part of
the country, most of which the ice-sheet covered. Inall the
wealth of the June woods it is strange to sit in the sun and
think of a time when, of all our present butterflies, only
a handful of browns and ringlets may have basked on the
raw walls of the glacier’s moraine, just as we may still see
them in the higher Alps, where this tribe is characteristically
abundant. A brown butterfly may sometimes be seen travel-
ling in the wind and sunshine over the crests of the highest
snow mountains.

When ringlets begin to appear in the dewy shadows, the
sunnier foliage of the woodland glades is haunted by the
large skipper and the small pearl-bordered fritillary. Com-
pared with the grizzled and dingy skippers which precede it,
the large skipper is a brighter and far more summer-like
little butterfly, and has all the sturdy liveliness of its tribe.
Its wings are of a rich golden brown, not unlike the tawny
hue which marks the fritillaries, but with less red in it, and
more nearly approaching a bright bay. They are dappled
with deeper brown, and set off in the case of the male—which
is by far the commoner—with an oblique black stripe on each
of the upper pair. Large skippers delight to flicker about
the young sprays of beech and oak and other June foliage,
basking on the tufts outstretched in bright sunshine, and
rubbing the edges of the upper and lower wings together in
active delight. Before they settle down to enjoy the sun-
shine they often pace circumspectly about the chosen leaf
with their stout wings obliquely raised; then, if any other
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butterfly appears—but especially one of their own species—
they leap at once into the air, and bicker with itas pugnaci-
ously as the small copper, and with an even more active and
vigorous flight. After buzzing with a flylike motion they
have a way of making a sudden leap or ‘skip’ in the air,
which often makes it hard for the eye to follow them; and
they will practise this elusive flight out of sheer inner velocity,
and when there is no other
butterfly to provoke them.
Though they are often found
in rough pastures, they are
fondest of the sunny glades in
woods and copses; and they
appear, like the full sprays of
tender foliage, at the height
of the growing year. :

Small pearl-bordered fritil- ¥
laries also love luxuriant and
leafy places, and are less often
seen on drier and more open
commons than the earlier
and commoner large pearl-
bordered kind. To the incurious eye they might easily
appear to be small specimens of that fritillary which has
grown so familiar among the bugle blossom and bracken since
some bright morning early in May. But they come freshly
forth when the earlier butterfly grows worn with winds and
wayfaring ; and if we watch it fanning on a spray, or
absorbed in some midsummer blossom, we see that there
are plain differences in its marking. The upper side of the
wings are more lightly chequered with black, giving them a
more uniform and rather less handsome appearance; while,
on the other hand, the gleaming silver plaques on the under
side are more numerous and convergent. Like most of the
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THE STRUGGLE FOR LIGHT

IF one thing more than another proclaims and boasts the
arrival of summer it is the solid mounds of the elm-trees
cloaked with leaves so thick that they give as little hint of
the structure beneath, as an Eskimo’s dress of his anatomy.
If any one would make a picture of summer let him, suppos-
ing thefeat possible, paint a great English elm, a Hunting-
donshire oak as it is called, standing solid and vivid against
one of the black thunder-clouds which June breeds. Suppose
presently that thunder-showers fall vertically, the ground
beneath the elm will be surprisingly dry, and it may be that
it will be encircled by a puddle of wet, a gutter round it;
so successful are the little leaves, in their close ranks, at
drawing off the water. They serve a secondary purpose so.
If you study the way of a root in the ground, a way as
wonderful as that of a bird in the air, you will discover its
marvellous skill in taking a bee-line for dampness and water.
The little sensitive tips, the antennz of the rootlets, wheedle
their way past the stiffest obstructions to the patch of
moisture. They will make their way to this gutter round
the elm, and so roots and branches set up something of an-
artistic balance. But this is not the first and foremost

purpose served by the screen of leaves. The clothed tree
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looks most solid, a hill of green, against the cloud; but it is
in reality a hollow hill, an architectural dome, hollow in the
centre, Of course the shell of the dome is not symmetric,
but in tree or bush, in elm or rose, a vast majority of the
leaves reach to the outside, and the obscuring of one leaf by
another is avoided with amazing success. Only those who
climb will quite realise this. The leaves on most trees inter-
fere not at all, and though there are little leafy twigs here,
there, and everywhere, the number of leaves they carry is
very small indeed compared with the case of the dome.
Bush leaves are even more successful than tree leaves in this
struggle for ‘a place in the sun.’ If you were to take an
instrument and peel a wild rose-bush you would disclose an
emptiness of leafless shoots. But the successful skill of the
struggle for light is best seen in the arrangement of the
leaves that have reached the outer circle. They arrange
themselves in mosaics so accurate that a bird looking outward
would scarcely see more than a pattern of slender cracks of
daylight, in places would see merely a pattern of unbroken
leaves. This natural mosaic is perhaps seen best of all in
some climbing plants, notably the ivy. The ivy shoot seems
to rejoice in darkness. It bores its head into any crack, as
it should do seeing that it carries roots. But the leaves are
light-lovers, and however thick they grow they arrange them-
selves so that each overlaps its neighbour as little as may
be. Without much searching, especially if you look to the
younger shoots, you may find patterns as neat and comely
as they are ingeniously fitted.

It is true that leaves both old and young may suffer from
much light, and do indeed take precautions against its dangers.
But the precaution is seldom found by way of avoiding the
field of light. The defence is from within. We can all see
the difference between the bright fresh green of spring, when
first ‘burgeons every maze of quick’and the sober greens
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of full summer. The change in complexion is due doubtless
first and foremost to age and exposure. It is only extreme
youth that keeps a bloom. Time and weather must tarnish
it. But this darkening is not only a slow progressive thing.
In truth, as in semblance, the leaves are darker one day than
another, and at one hour than another. Within the leaf a
sorting of the green grains takes place, by which they have
the power to protect their complexion from the sun and
arrest the process of exhaustion. Many evergreens grow
darker, even as you look at them, if the sun comes out hot
and scorching; and they pale again, when coolness returns,
to a tint nearer their spring freshness.

The struggle for light is with plants very much the same
as the struggle for life. Light is life and darkness death.
We have spoken elsewhere of autumn being another, a
second spring. In one respect summer appears not as the
summit of a year but as the preparation for a new year.
The flower is over and the fruit shed from most of our native
trees when they are at the full The elm behaves as the
crocus, which is a green bundle of shoots now that all sign of
the flower is gone. The leaves, like Shelley’s chameleon,
feed on light and air, and are busy with the greatest chemical
marvel of the world, converting the sunlight into the food of
life, bridging the organic and inorganic kingdoms. Without
the due share of light they die like bees in a sunless
world. It is almost a pitiful thing to see, as one has seen,
a shoot of clematis penetrate into a covered place. It waves
this way and that; it grows apace reaching out for food. If
there is a crack of light it struggles towards that region so
far as its power of growth permits. The leaves acquire a
pale green, and begin with the poor material at their disposal
to manufacture from light, making bricks without straw. But
before the summer is out they are dead, cut off just at the
point where light begins to be insufficient. You may watch
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some strange struggles between light and darkness. In a
certain high hedgerow an ash and a holly grew in close
juxtaposition, and the holly as it progressed made a dark
shade for some ten feet from the ground. From the ash
stool the shoots set out at an astounding pace to escape
through this deadly darkness. Most of those that reached
the top lived, though even they had a struggle, as the stems
were hardly stouter than reeds so fast had they grown.
Those that could not get a leaf to the light in time withered
and stood in a sheaf like the centre of a blackberry or rasp-
berry bush in winter, when the annual shoots have withered.

Trees and plants go to almost as many devices to obtain
the maximum of sun for their leaves as they do to scatter
their seed in autumn. As a general rule the lower the
boughs the more horizontal. You may see some remark-
able examples on the firs and the maples; and whatever
the direction of the bough, the leaves turn themselves so
that the plane of their surface is as nearly as may be facing
the sun at its height. On some plants, such as the night-
shade, the size of the leaves varies so that the smaller may
fill up the interstices of the bigger without overlapping. In
some the leaves are actually modified in shape in order that
none may be shaded. The tulip-tree, one of the quaintest
and most charming of exotics, offers examples. In a host of
plants and some trees the stalks of the leaves grow long or
short with just such precision as the mosaic demands. There
is a common wild geranium with a mauve-pink flower that
forms rosettes of almost mathematical precision. The rose
lies flat on the ground, and in a good specimen you may have
some ado either to find any considerable crevice between the
leaves or any serious overlapping of one leaf by another.
Low-lying plants are perhaps most successful in this, especi-
ally if they lie in sombre places where light is valuable.
Some amazing mosaic tracings have been made of ivy growing
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on the floor of a wood where life depended on utter acquisi-
tiveness of the small rations of sunshine. Plants of course
differ immensely in their need of light. The grass, the else
invincible grass, which makes its way to the roofs and
carpets a neglected roadway in two seasons, pales to a
jaundice colour in a twilight situation, and dies out at once.
The kexes, especially the lesser chervil, grow a splendid dark
green under the shade of very thick hedges, and seem to suffer
not at all.  St. John’s wort, it is generally supposed, delights
in shade, and has clothed the ground under many a garden
tree with thick cover and flowers as gold and sunny as the
sun. But its delight in such places is in part due merely to
its earliness. When its leaves begin the canopy of the tree is
not yet spread nor the light intercepted. But doubtless it
can endure gloom, as may that lusty and at times light-loving
plant the periwinkle. It is a little surprising too that the
beech, which of all trees is most destructive of life beneath its
shadow, will grow in coppice shape under trees that will shade
other bushes to death. Happily no place is ever quite bare of
the green things whose life is light. Deep mosses mimicking
now trees in their form, now jewels in their tints, carpet the
woods. On the roofs of dark caves by the coast hang green
the ribbon leaves of asplenium marinum, which, like the
mosses, steals light out of water and stores reflected rays.
We all mark the full leafage seeking sunlight and storing
its energy. But flowers and fruit have as vital a need of sun-
shine as the leaves. The sun is needed at all stages. We
just begin to understand that flowers are only fructified when
the sun is hot. The fertilising of the flowers of clover and
hazel and doubtless many others is a midday function, when
the full energy of the sun is directed upon the pollen. Even
when fertilised the seed or fruit has not its full strength to
resist frost unless it enjoys a bout of sun. When well set

it retires for a while in some obscurity behind the leaves and
D
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develops strange protective devices. The leaves are green,
one might say, in order to be seen. The fruit is green to
escape detection. It is imbued with strange acids that warn
off enemies. The shucks of the marvellously invisible nuts
and walnuts are acutely bitter, and the hop surpasses them.
Green apples are a byword, and only ants or very thirsty
birds will attack green pears. But the sun begins to play
its part again when the fruit is plump; and the acids
must be baked to sugars, the green rinds split, and the
green skins reddened. But in this little history the most
crucial work of the sun has not been told. Trees in
dark places bear only leaves. They grow but are fruitless.
The great seed places are only the sunny places. But more
than this—fruit is made in the sunny summers, though it
may come to maturity in a dark summer. When a summer
is over the buds for the next year are made. How many
flower-buds, how many leaf-buds will open next year is pre-
ordained. By what alchemy and by what courses the stuff
that the leaves manufacture from the sun are turned into
new buds we cannot trace. The thing is too near the central
mystery of light and growth. But it is tolerably well estab-
lished, at any rate it is a strong and credible belief, that
when the sun is hot the making of fruit-buds flourishes. It
depends on other causes too. There is a sort of exuberant
vitality in trees which tends solely to leaves, to growth not
to produce; and there is a want of vitality which encourages
fruit. A dying tree will often bear a heavy crop, and young
trees are sparing of flowers. But apart from other causes
we may feel with some confidence, as we bask in the hot
summer or in shade watch the green leaves ‘clap their little
hands in glee,” that the agent of present pleasure is also the
earnest of fruit in the year that follows. The twigs and
boughs as well as the leaves are taking profit of the sun,
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It may well be that the sun performs different functions
at different parts of its course. The midday sun by reason
of its heat is the fertilising sun, and the patterns of the leaves
seem to be designed to meet a vertical sun ; but we have now,
‘within the last few years, good reason to believe that separate
species of plants are greedy of other angles of sunlight. Just
as a German doctor has maintained that it is only the morn-
ing meal that fattens, some gardeners argue that it is only
the morning sun that properly ripens some fruits and colours
some flowers. Without the early morning sun tomatoes and
nasturtiums languish ; but suffer no sort of harm, at least to
all appearance, if they are screened from the afternoon sun-
light. It has long seemed to the writer that the tits prefer
a nesting-hole which faces the east. We all know that all
birds are at their greatest activity in the morning. The
more one observes nature the more one is struck by the
parallelisms of the natural kingdoms. Many plants may live
their most active hours, like the birds, in these early hours.
The corn-cockle, Jack-go-to-bed-by-noon, takes his rest at this
flaming hour because his energy has remained unflagged
since sunrise, when he found the quality of light that his
being needed. The St. John's wort and tobacco plant are
owls of a sort, disliking the light, and the grass and dandelion
a wake-robin.




YOUNG PARTRIDGES

DANGERS OF THE GROUND

EveN in midsummer weather, perhaps chiefly in midsummer
weather, the solid earth is one of the most dangerous of
places for birds’ nests, though it is quite the best place for
concealment. Probably the safest nests are the highest and
most conspicuous, but in all cases a risk is run. The rooks’
nests are thrown down by a gusty wind. In one case such a
fallen nest was found to have been twice used by other birds
than the maker. A great tit and a starling had both
hatched broods in its interstices, and both for the first time
faced a danger quite new to them. The conspicuous nest
of the colony runs also risks from neighbours. Just as
penguins spend a great part of their time in robbing one
another of stones, the rooks will from time to time, though
not often, steal from any unlucky neighbour who for some
reason has not pleased the flock. There is also another
little known danger. When at all pressed for food squirrels
will climb to the nests and carry away young birds. But
when all is known the rook in the colony is as safe as he
could well wish to be. Compared with such a-bird as a
partridge his state of security is complete. For the ground
bird is never safe till the young can fly almost as well as

their parents. When the country naturalist sees descend
50



DANGERS OF THE GROUND 51

one of those sudden June thunder-storms that gives us
vastly more rain to the minute than any storms of the year,
one of his first thoughts is apt to be of the young partridges.
Every year, or almost every year, scores of young birds are
killed by such rains. It is not that they are drowned right
out, though this may happen. It is that they cannot dry
their fluff. The oil-glands do not work. Though there may
be bouts of sunlight sufficient to dry birds in the open, they
are caught in the corridors of the corn or the tall grasses,
which drip and rub the moisture on them long after the'
storm is over. Rheumatism and all manner of pains oppress
them. They dwindle and die. Even insect food, which is
their chief diet at this date, may be hard to come by in
stormy weather. It is by way of escape from such dangersf
perhaps that often the old bird takes her dapper little brood
to the roadways, which serve as warm and smooth prom-
enades, where everything is provided that a bird in search of
health could well desire. It is a little dangerous perhaps
if traffic is frequent; but the spry chicks even when very
young manage as a rule to skedaddle into the gutter of the
roads even if the approaching motor is fast, and pedestrians
who may now and again pick up the young usually replace
them.

In fear perhaps of the dangers of wet, partridges often
prefer the bases of the hedgerows for their nests, but here |
they lose the security of the open field. The hedges are
the roads of all sorts of vermin, of rats and weasels and
stoats. Foxes, moreover, accept the hedgerow as their |
proper hunting - ground. They go out bird - nesting, and
their nose and eye is so keen that they will on occasion
destroy every single nest along a mile or more of hedge. |
Out in the fields it is comparatively rare to find a nest
destroyed by vermin, however obvious the place; but along
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the line of any hedge or fence the destructions are innumer-
able. " In one case that the writer watched, a rat began a
strangely ingenious and secretive attack on a partridge’s
nest, but quite failed for some reason to proceed with it.
The nest was a scooped hollow in some rather rough grass
alongside a line of chestnut fencing, at the bottom of which
was stretched some mesh-wire. A rat, presumably by
design, tunnelled under the fence, coming up in the very
nest, but rather to one side of the centre. Into the hole he
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took, or there fell, three of the eggs. It was thought that
the partridge had deserted, as the remaining eggs were cold.
But two days later, when the nest was visited, the nest-end
of the hole was quite covered, indeed half blocked by some
very coarse bents of crested-dog’s-tail grass. These were
also spread about the rest of the nest, which looked gener-
ally redecorated, and the eggs were half concealed by grass.
The rat made no further onset, for the very good reason—
such at least was the plausible inference—that the vermin
itself had fallen victim to other vermin. At any rate within
twenty yards of the nest a dying rat was found terribly
mauled by a stoat. Thus did the partridge, after touching
the razor-edge of danger, maintain her place.

All these ground-nesting birds suffer from the increased
thoroughness of cultivation, although some of them, par-
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tridges especially, flourish most on the best-farmed lands.
They rejoice, both for nesting and for refuge, at other times
in any piece of waste ground; and where these waste bits
have yielded to cultivation the ground-nesters have shrunk
in numbers, except under special and artificial preservation.
They do more than lose their proper haunt. Among the
standing crops, that after all resemble in some respects the
rough growths of untilled land, they suffer from the scythe
and the mower. The corncrake has quite vanished from
many old haunts. The valley of the Huntingdonshire Ouse
is one. One of the delights of warm June or July evenings,
spent in a boat along reaches that encircle a great plain
known as the Port Holm, was the strange mingling of
sounds, of which the corncrake’s ventriloquial note was the
most insistent. The wind kept up a rustling whisper, a
secret sibilant mutter among the great banks of reeds. The
reed-warblers, by this date rather chattering than singing,
fluttered in and out; and among the ranker grasses the
running corncrakes kept up a burr that recalled a frog or a
murmur of distant machinery or some vast grasshopper.
But the sound has been mute for many years, probably
owing to the greater precision and earliness with which the
grass is cut. The ground-nest, though immeasurably hard
to find if you desire it, could not compete with the blade on
the chariot wheel. So the south is in great measure robbed
of this quaint and pleasing summer visitor, though happily it
is still not less common in the far north.

All nests, being in some degree cups, are liable to flood-
ing. One wet June a nuthatch’s nest was found flooded out,
and the young dying of wet. They were rescued, the nest
drained, and the birds replaced, when some of the brood
survived ; but their plight showed that even a tree-hole,
carefully selected and at some altitude, is not quite storm-
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proof. But in general the builders in holes are tolerably
safe, certainly safer than other small birds which choose the
ground or a spot close to the ground. Treading feet must
always be a menace, especially in gardens and places which
men frequent. How often one has watched, with almost
daily anxiety, a nest of a garden robin or chiffchaff escape a
succession of threats; and then, just when safety seemed at
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hand, catastrophe has fallen. The chiffchaffs used to build
for example in the gardens of south London, especially
Dulwich. A few no doubt survived; but some watchers,
at any rate, found not once or twice that just as the young
were nearly fit to fly they fell victims to a prowling cat. The
dog is not, as a rule, though exceptions exist, a bird-nester;
but in its restless and inquisitive wanderings it will destroy
out of pure frolic many a robin’s nest.

Yet some small birds are most singularly successful in rear-
ing their broods. Stonechats and whinchats, which are fond
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of nesting just beyond the shelter of a furze-bush, will defy
the most prying eyes, though the neighbourhood of the nest
is obvious enough. Larks, which build without protection
in the open, suffer very little from weather, and are seldom
pounced upon, thanks to a subtle sense of protective
selection ; and their fondness for very dry commons is no
little protection against the rains of June. How snug the
chats sit under a diaphanous canopy, that keeps off rain but
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not the sweet air. There is enjoyment as well as caution in
the round-about approach to the nest, and ecstasy in the
quick final run down the pathway passage. The common is
a safe and lovely place for all the family: for the cock who
sings lustily on the top spray, vaunting his fine colours that
all the world may see; for the hen, quick with the thoughts
of maternity in the soft nook the two have chosen and
selected ; for the chicks when they come to growth and hear
the parent birds scuttling along the private path, secret from
all intruders’ ears and eyes.
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Those birds of the common, which dislike wet, suffer
very much less from summer downfalls than the water-birds
themselves. . It is unexpected, but ducks which delight in
water, whose young are water-proof, as it were, at birth, and
lovers of the stream, suffer much from heavy rain and wet
weather, overwhelming the feather walls of their nests. It
is not uncommon on this account for the duck to build in the
hollows of waterside trees; but more often they nest on the
ground, some yards from the water, and during this time suffer
as if they were land-lubberly partridges from flood. But this is
a spring not a summer story. The duck are flying
and may be shot when August begins. It isworth
notice because rare that pheasants will now and
again give up their ground-
nesting habit. In one in-
stance a pheasant’s nest
was found, safe from flood

* beneath or rain above, in
the upper part of a thick
spruce, her eggs laid on
the flattened deserted nest
of a squirrel.

As numbers increase, and nesting-sites become fewer,
naturalists begin to note a tendency among bush-nesting
birds to seek the ground. Thrushes are certainly more fond
of the ground than they once were. We have found their
homes well concealed in the midst of high kexes in a spinney.
It may have been no more than accident, but the nests were
in such case rather slighter, as if the bird was beginning to
come into line with the ground-nesters which naturally prefer
a hollow in the earth to a manufactured cup. Will the
weasels and rats drive back this company of earth-lovers to
the bushes they have deserted ?

WEASEL



THE ROSE OF ENGLAND

WE go out into our gardens and sow seeds or transplant
plants or watch green tips of herbaceous things top the soil,
or pick our first snowdrops in February if not in January.
The garden is still a pleasant place of flowers and life, it
may be, even in November, if frosts have spared the dahlias
and damp the chrysanthemums. So many things are now
‘perpetual’ that it is difficult to say which is the proper
month of each flower. If we adopted the custom of the
North American Indians, who called each month by the
name of its properest plant—so June was the Moon of straw-
berries—we should be rebuked for a series of months by
finding bits of June astray in November. Not many flowers
are more perpetual, even those not christened with that
blessed word, than roses, once taken as the very symbol of
brevity. As the petals have multiplied and the colours
extended and the characters commingled, the life has been
prolonged. Not only ‘Christmas roses’ bloom at Christ-
mas; and in a garden you may have plenty flowers of *the
short-lived rose,” from the blooming of the Banksia, it may
be even as early as March, to November or December
blooms of Frau Karl Druschki or Gruss an Teplitz and the
old Blush Monthly.

57



58 SUMMER

But in spite of science in the garden June remains
above other months the month of roses. The short-lived
flower of single petals gives the note. It begins the rose
season and in one sense ends it. The garden is a fair place
because it is a part, though an intensive and often formal
part, of the nature that is outside it; and abroad the roses
first bloom in June and are clean vanished before July is
over. Beyond all rivalry the dog-rose is the fairest flower
in English hedgerows. It possesses a score of virtues. The
first green leaf-buds of the year are the buds of the rose, and
most delicate is their tint. Behind the light and airy but
very complete screen of the leaves the early nests are built,
most cunningly built, not inside the bush but right against
the fringe, so that the sitting bird and the young have every
advantage of a screen from prying eyes without any want of
air or light. And the twigs on which their home rests are
so slight that the nest is as safe from heavy climbing crea-
tures—from stoats or rats—as from preying birds. There is
no lovelier thing in the lap of summer than a lichened
chaffinch’s nest perched with secure lightness in these fring-
ing leaves, sometimes right against a flower. The bird is
not perhaps so fond of the rose as are some others, as the
whitethroat, for example ; but now and again you find a nest
there of such perfection that it remains a jewel in the mind’s
eye however many nests be found elsewhere afterwards.
This dog-rose possesses almost all the qualities that appear
in varying degrees of strength in our newest garden roses.
It is a bush rose, but it is also a climber. Great festooning
sprays swing out above bullfinch hedges; and as you catch
the dim discs of the many flowers some summer night you
might take them for a pattern of stars, illimitably remote.
The dog-rose has signs, too, of that almost evergreen habit
which we admire in the Wichuriana. It has the colours too.
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It is pink and it is white, and in its yellow anthers we catch
the promise of the gorgeous things that will emerge under
cultivation and hybridisation.

The gardener owes to the dog-rose other thanks too. It
supplies the power of life to our garden standards, as the
wild crab, its nearest rival in the list of hedgerow beauties,
to our apples. It is surely one of the strangest mysteries of
botany, the mother science of the world, that the budded
scion should be thus fed by the vitality of the wild plant’s
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juices and yet be untouched in mien and character. But the
wild thing rebels sometimes at the service. There are
garden roses which are reluctant to flower on their own
roots, and are always budded at the base of a wild plant.
The frequency of the wild brier in the wilder parts of many
gardens is no doubt in part due to the direct victory of the
wild over the tame. The budded stock has triumphed over
the inserted slip and relapsed to its native state.

England is rich in native roses, more rich than many
good observers quite know. We have native wild roses that
differ widely in all the marks by which we recognise roses :
in flower, in scent, in leaf, in thorn, and in habit. Some of
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them, too, have double virtues. The dog-rose, which is the
master of them all, carries flowers which are very pink, almost
as pink as the unopened buds, and others which are nearly
white, only less white than the flowers of the most popular
rival to the dog-rose, 7osa arvensis. This ‘rose of the field’
is common in most places, and often accepted locally as a
variety of the dog-rose. But the kinship is remote. Its
scent is very much more distinct and sweet. Its petals have

the rich crumpled look of some rock-rose petals, and the wide
golden centre raised to prominence in the shallow cup lends
it an attraction very rare in the family. Soon, too, one learns
to pick out its guise, its habit of growth, from afar as one
distinguishes the pattern of an oak from an ash. It aspires
nearly as high, but the flowers are ranged in arcs of branches
that set out horizontally from the main stem.

Both the common wild roses that light the June hedge-
row have fathered some of the loveliest garden roses at a
remote date: and many an experiment has been made with
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the little wild bush rose, rosa spinosissima, which you find
mostly by the seaside. Nature herself, too, has strewn the
hedgerows with varieties that are scarcely varieties, differing
capriciously in this quality and that: dog-roses with thorns
almost straight, in place of the vicious hook which has given
this rose its name. The gardens of the nurserymen are full
of odd varieties impure in pedigree, some of which make very
poor standards for the budded rose. But the rose that has
parented one of the most pleasing new roses of recent history
is the sweetbrier, the favourite of all our native roses. Like
mint or currant it is endowed in all its parts with its pecu-
liar and delightful lemon fragrance. The fruit is at least
as fragrant as the dainty leaves, and you can extract the
scent from the bark. It is not, in the words of Bacon’s
division, ‘fast of its smell,” but breathes it out, especially into
the evening air, so that its neighbourhood is as odorous as
a shut room with bowls.of lilac. Its sweetness secured its
place even in the most luxurious of tamed gardens. But the
gardeners were not content; and at last one of them, in the
garden of Lord Penzance, wedded to the sweetbrier flowers
as bright and various in colour as even the English gardener
could desire. The making of the Penzance Brier, of Anne
of Geierstein, and the rest, joined the garden to the hedge-
row. The bushes are at least as lusty as any dog-rose,
tremendous with thorns, and from the centre branches send
out as sweeping boughs as the ‘rose of the field’ would boast.
The scent pervades leaves and fruits, and fills a whole garden
on a June evening with the subtle odour. But the flowers, if
single, are garden flowers, pink and russet and bronze; and
in place of the brevity of the wild roses, a few blooms will
succeed one another for many months of the summer season,
indeed until the heps are red.

The flower of June is the rose; but the months are now
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almost wiped out in the garden, so ‘perpetual’ are the new
flowers. Roses, as different as roses can be, imitate one
another in flowering at seasons the most unnatural. Does
any rose so persist in growing and in flowering even when
summer is forgotten as Gruss an Teplitz? It is red; its
flower is rather formless; it is very fragrant. Racially it is
as divergent as may be from its nearest rival in the art
of putting out lusty and perpetual flowers. Frau Karl
Druschki is pure white when once the bud is open. It has
no odour beyond the faintest suspicion of a scent after the
sun sets. Its form is the most perfect that any judge in

.

search for the ideal ‘four point rose’ could ask for. But it
expresses its hardiness in defying the seasons, both in the
output of flowers and in the sprouting of shoots. It will give
you white blooms in December and green buds in February.
There are those who come to despise the single brier and the
short-lived blooms when they have such variety of gorgeous
and solid hues. The Lyon is a vivid bronze, Juliet doubles
bronze with the deepest purple red, the depth of colour in
Madame Heriot runs over into the leaves, and the yellow
Malmaison has the freshness and scent of early spring. But
when all is said the garden fellows to the six wild briers of
Britain have certain unchallenged beauties. No blaze of
colour quite equals the flame of Paul’s Carmine Pillar for a
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gorgeous week or two in June, and the lustiness of its growth
makes it a fellow even of the wild clematis. No garden can
spare the Dorothy Perkins, with its fresh pink flowers, that
have also some of the perennial quality, and its long green
petals and robustious health. It is an individual opinion
that the loveliest of all is the true single brier Jersey Beauty.
Is there any plant on which leaves and flower consent
together with quite so common a grace? And if the single
flowers do not live with us with the constancy of Gruss an
Teplitz, the shiny deep-hued leaves are evergreen. As the
crooked fang of the dog-rose announces its hardiness, the
length and straightness and sharpness of the Jersey Beauty's
arms proclaim it a real ‘struggle-for-lifer.” If tea-roses and
hybrid perpetuals have multiplied the glory of the garden
indefinitely, the companions of the wild briers, British and
Continental, have made possible new designs and new
structures. They have created, one may say, a new style of
architecture, which might be called the hedgerow style.

We have six, some say seven, wild roses now growing in
England, of which the first three in the list are found almost
everywhere.

Rosa canina. The dog-rose.

) Flowering stems long, rather weak and straggling.
Leaflets five, or sometimes seven. Flowers pink
or white, usually sweet scented, solitary, or three or
four together at the end of the branches.

Flowers summer rather early.

Foliage varies considerably, either glabrous or
more or less downy, sometimes glandular at edges.

Fruit ovoid without bristles.
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Rosa arvensis. Field rose.
More trailing than Roese canina. Foliage very
similar.
Flowers white with gold stamens. Usually three
or four at the end of the branches, rarely solitary.
Flowers summer, lasting much later than R
canina.

Rosa rubiginosa. Sweetbrier.

Very nearly allied to R. canina, but easily recog-
nised by the aromatic scent of the foliage when
rubbed.

Leaves glandular.

Flowers pink, usually solitary, rather smaller
than R. canina.

Flowers early summer.

Rosa spinosissima or pimpinellifolia. Burnet or Scotch
rose.

The most spiny of all the roses. Small bushy
shrub.

Leaflets small, seven or nine to each leaf.

Flowers rather small, white or pink, solitary at
the end of the short branches.

Fruit black.

Flowers spring or early summer and sometimes
again later.

Rosa villosa or pomifera. Downy rose.
Fruit globular, more or less covered with small
fine prickles.
Leaflets downy on both sides.
Flowers white or pale pink.
Flowers early summer.



BLACKCAP

SONGS AND MUSIC

On~Ly in June may you hear all the songs and notes of birds,
young and old. There is more of the zest of spring in many
May songs; and in the middle of June other birds than the
cuckoo change their tune for the worse before descending
into a croak or to silence. But the opening of June is the
only time perhaps when the chorus is quite full, when the
turtle-doves croon behind the leaves, and the pied flycatcher
ripples on his garden perch, and the swifts scream in the high
air, and the corn-bunting gurgles his few rough notes, and
the robin calls fussily to its young. There are at any rate
more noises, if not more song, in early June than at any other
date. This is the time when a real knowledge of song and
note tells. Earlier one has at least a chance of watching
the singer, though it is hard enough even so to mark his
identity. A silhouette against a skyline can give as little in-
formation as any object of sight, but it gives some. In June
the bulk of the songs and sounds come from mysterious
depths of green. You may spend a day in seeking the singer,
and at the end have scarcely caught the glint of his wing.
Even the nightingale, which loves a low perch and is not
very shy, is hard to watch with any distinctness. A wry-

neck is virtually invisible.
66
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As one listens to the songs of these invisible singers with
an enjoyment that is quite inexplicable, and tries at all to
analyse the charm, one at once realises that the songs are
not in any strict sense music. What are the most notable
singers? Probably if a competition were held for the finest
singer among birds five candidates would take the votes:
the nightingale and the blackcap from the migrants; the
blackbird, thrush, and lark from our home birds. Perhaps a
few would maintain the cause of the missel-thrush and the
willow-warbler.

Of all these the blackbird is the only one which can be
called musical or tuneful in the sense
that one generally gives to ‘music’ or
‘tune.” He almost, perhaps quite,
whistles an air. The notes are clear,
and succeed one another with a recog-
nisable connection. The tone is fluty;
and when this early morning singer
breaks through your sleep, you might
mistake him for a cheerful boy whistling
odd bars for sheer lightness of heart. Some people can only
admire the blackbird among birds. They can find no har-
mony to which their ears can respond in other songs. To
their sense the robins and thrushes merely make noises,
which are perhaps some addition to the sense of gaiety in
things, but not sufficiently interesting or musical to warrant
the trouble in distinguishing. ‘I know the robin’s song
only because it stops so suddenly,’ or ‘That must be a
thrush because it is saying *Pretty Dick, pretty Dick”’—
their perception of the points of the many songs does not
go further than this. At the other end of the scale we find
ears so finely tuned to the notes of birds that every song
can be remembered as well as recognised. Mr. Hudson,




SONGS AND MUSIC 67

whose ear for song amounts to genius, could recall to him-
self, after twenty years’ absence from England, the song of
all our birds save three or four; and probably the finest
passage in any book of natural history is his account of the
towering songs of the great American birds in one of his
books.

The strangest thing about the welcome given to birds’
songs is that people may be within range of a particular song
year after year and never consciously hear it. One day a
naturalist says to them, ‘ Listen to the golden-crested wren in
the cedar,” or ‘ That is a cirl bunting in the elm'—and for the
future the songs of the two birds, previously unnoticed and
unknown, take their proper place among the pleasures
of the garden. No doubt a surprising number of people
are absolutely deaf to song. The trill of the grasshopper-
warbler—a wonderfully accurate reproduction of the noise
of a fishing-reel, though pitched higher—is wholly in-
audible to some people of moderately acute hearing. The
song of the blue tit and the lark disappears from the
list of audible sounds at the very first approach of deaf-
ness; and hundreds of country people never seem to have
heard the pretty little whispered piece of the goldcrest.

If music proper be the test the
blackbird comes first. Those seven
or eight clear notes that he whistles S
at sunrise and again after sunset also
carry farther than the song of any =
bird, even than the thin, pleading
cry of the nightingale beneath the
stillness of summer stars.

As you loiter near a singing
nightingale the force of the guttural throat most astonishes
and thrills you. But, as the distance from the singer increases,

NIGHTINGALE
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one part of the song after the other falls away till you can
only hear that one lone and thrilling cry. The notes of the
blackbird, very often in a sequence of seven, are describable
in music. They differ a good deal, but the consecutiveness
of the notes and the liquidness of the tone form the most
unmistakable and cheeriest of all songs. Of the strains given
in Witchell's wonderful book the following, though more
monotonous, is, so to speak, the foundation of the song,
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with the exception of the final note, which is the same as the
penultimate. Witchell, however, gives this as the alarm
note. But we must not judge birds’ song by any of our
musical standards. Sounds in nature, whether made by
animate or inanimate things, please us because they are
consonant with the mood
and form of the world at
the moment : ¢ The moan
of doves in immemorial
elms and murmur of in-
numerable bees’ are har-
monious for more esoteric
reasons than—may one
say P—the music of those
two famous lines of the
Y e young Tennyson. The

tinkle of thin ice, the

chromatic moan of the wind, the sucking whisper of the reced-
ing surf, are not musical sounds, but each has the power to stir
Celtic sense of ‘old, forgotten, far-off things’ as powerfully as
the triumphant harmonies of Teutonic masters. Birds’ songs
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have such a quality. The most musical are not always the
most pleasing. Few can give more pleasure than the high
crescendo ripple of the tree-pipit as he makes a sharp gable
of flightabove an oak, or—to give a personal preference—the
first bell of the wood-wren, to be heard year after year, much
about the same date, from a neighbouring group of beeches.
It has no music and little variety ; but yet it could ‘beget the
golden time again,’ as did the cuckoo’s song, for Wordsworth
ringing gently like this :

a moving mystery of sound now from one place, now from
another, penetrating the leafage of the wood where he lay on
just one particular sunny day. ‘

The secret of the charm of the more real singers is much
the same as of the cuckoo. In the
lark’s song is contained all the sense
of surrounding things, as catalogued— ==
if one may say so—in Meredith’s ‘Lark
Ascending,’ one of the great poems of
the century. Much of the nightingale’s supremacy is due to
the night and quietness, and if the poets had been early
risers we should have heard as much of the blackbird.

The blackbird apart the best songs are least expressible
in music. It is quite impossible to give in musical notation
the song of the lark, which, with a very few exceptions, may
be called the one continuous singer among birds. Scots-
men have compared the song with the music of the pipes,
and the resemblance is quite perceptible. Whether this is an
argument for or against the musical nature of the song is a
question that may be left undecided. But the majority of
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songs are little set pieces of more or less constant length and
time. They are more easily expressed and learned. The
chaffinch or the vellowhammer are good types of the set
song. The chaf-
finch in captivity
and under instruc-
tion will learn to
lengthen out his
piece by a bar and
more, but in nature
the rippling trill,
suggestive with the tinkling rise in the last two notes of a
fountain, is generally of an even length. An excellent
reproduction, so far as pause goes, of the yellow-bunting’s
song is given by Witchell, thus:

L

===

But certainly many buntings do not ascend in the first
notes of the song with this regularity. Most, we should say,
do not rise at all, in the first four notes at any rate. The
subject of birds’ song and its relation to music is doubtless
worth study ; but to the field naturalist the more absorbing
pursuit is to separate the call notes, alarm notes, and songs,
and to read in them the language of birds. The more you
listen to birds at nesting-time the more clearly you discover
how wide is the range of expression, one might say, of conver-
sation. Intheir songs, which most arrest our attention, lies but
half their power of articulate utterance. But the learning of
birds’ songs and, so to speak, words, is only easy and fruitful
in the early morning. For the rest of the day, with the ex-
ception of a period of evening ecstasy—very different from

g
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the morning domesticity—the language of most birds is more
or less pedestrian. Especially do the spring migrants exult
in the morning hours. It is more necessary for the observer
to be up with the blackcap than with the lark, one of the few
midday singers.

The morning too is the best hours for hearing all those
bird conversations which are almost as attractive as the
songs. As great attention has been paid in recent years to

=k
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the “call notes’ and ‘alarm notes’ of birds as to their songs,
but from all classifications escape a host of half-whispered
notes which are not song or call. The hen-bird does not
sing, but she undoubtedly speaks and whispers. We have
heard the hen stonechat make a singing noise; and if you
are quite close to young and parents at feeding-time some
summer morning, you will hear eager sounds and soft endear-
ments that suggest a power to talk as well as to sing. Some
cock-birds have a sort of croon which is quite different from
song. You may, for example, hear from the cock bullfinch a
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nest-side song which is very little like the spring song; and
the golden-crested wren sings songs which are only recog-
nisable as his because of the tone. The sequence of notes
has no set pattern at all. Perhaps in marking all the minor
songs and calls of birds it is the quality of the voice, if one
may say so, that makes recognition less difficult. The sibilant
goldcrest, the soprano robin, the rough whitethroat, the
hoarse corn-bunting, the liquid wagtail, the squeaky tits—
have all a sort of voice that is recognisable, as well as a sort
of song. Even when birds mimic to perfection, as the
starling mimics the thrush, the quality of voice bewrays them.
This quality abides even when the song is sweet and the
chirp harsh. Larks and pipits, for example, have calls that
are perhaps harsher than any song-bird’s. They sound more
akin to the jackdaw than the thrush; but it is still a lark’s
note, only it needs wide skies and a place in continuous
sequence before it can achieve its charm.




ALONG THE RIVER

A sTraNGE and luxuriant vegetation runs riot by the margin
of lowland rivers at midsummer, and fosters abundantly the
life of insect and bird. Although the water-plants rose
slowly so long as the mists and frosts lay low along the
stream in the spring months, once the summer suns have
well warmed the marshy ground and shallow pools by the
river their undergrowth grows almost tropical. Of all
British plants the great water-dock has the most sumptuous
and African growth; and when we see its huge‘and sappy
leaves gemmed in June with azure dragon-flies, it seems a
glimpse of some exotic flora and fauna. Many of the stream
plants are survivors of very ancient forms of vegetable life,
which have found a lasting refuge in the pools and channels ;
and they wear an alien air among the flowers of the pastures
and hedges. It often happens that the plants of a compara-
tively small stream are more interesting than those of the
land through which it flows. The alluvial ooze and free
water-supply of the river make them less dependent on
lacal richness in the soil ; so that in the heart of a dull clay
vale or bleak plain on the coal measures, where the land
flowers are surprisingly scarce and monotonously familiar,

there will often be some notable plant in the stream. The
)
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interest of the river flora is also due to the way in which the
network of a wide water-system provides an easy path for
the dissemination of seeds by birds and waterside animals,
and downstream by the current itself. Rivers are sowers of
most kinds of seed, but specially of those which they foster in
their own sedgy gardens; and the plants which muster
thickly in such a paradise of watery life as the Norfolk
Broads or the upper Thames backwaters are distributed far
and wide among barer landscapes and beside austerer
shores,

I. Tue Frowers aAND RUSHES

The thick screens of water-plants which fringe the bank
of the Thames, and many other rivers in June, are chiefly
made up of flag and pond-sedge and bur-reed and scented
rush. There are scores of other plants gaily scattered
among them, but these four usually supply the real substance
to the thicket. T-}E_ﬁﬂ‘a:g or_yellow iris is in high flower
before the middle of June, or even in May, in warm and
forward years in the south. Its heraldic blossom seems
emblematic of this regal time; oncoming midsummer lifts
her sceptre by the luxuriant stream. Each flower passes
quickly over, and though several open on a stalk in swift
succession, the flowering of the yellow flag is over only too
soon. The smooth flag-leaves give a glaucous sheen to the
thickets where they predominate; from the day when they
first push out, lusty and flat, from the knotted roots in April,
they are bluer than most of the plants of the stream. The
pond-sedges—for they vary in size and kind—have a
narrower and greener leaf, rough, with a cutting edge; it is
loud and rustling when the June storms toss by the water-
side. Its handsome grassy tops of sepia and buff are scarcer
in June than in late April and May, but still help to varie-
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gate the green beds. Bur-reed is brighter green, with soft
blades harmless to the touch; it has spikes bearing little
silvery heads of unfertile
blossom, and beneath
them the fertile burrs
like little thorn-apples,
which grow larger as
summer goes on. The
scented rush is a local,
but often an abundant,
plant; if a boat is driven
at random into one of
the reedy islands on the
upper Thames in soft
June weather, the sweet
spicy smell of the bruised
stems and blades will
often rise thickly all
round. The scented rush
bears an outstretched
green finger, like the
spike in the cowl of an
arum, but netted with
angular lines; by this it
can easily be identified
at a little distance, when
deep water prevents the
plant being plucked and
its scent proved.

There is much confu-
sion in the popular names
of many of these water-plants. The scented rush is not one
of the rushes, and indeed does notresemble them ; it is some-

YELLOW FLAG
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times called the sweet sedge, but belongs to a distinct family
from the other sedges. The handsome plant usually known
as the bulrush is also not a rush; its right name is the greater
reed-mace. The tall plant usually known as the giant rush
is the true bulrush; it is the graceful stem, six or eight feet
high, often with a tuft of green blossom at the top, which
grows in the shallower water, but not on land. Though it is
so much like a large rush, and is used to seat rush-bottomed
chairs, it is really not a rush but a sedge. In small streams
the giant rush chiefly contributes to the great rafts of vegeta-
tion which collect against outstretched boughs of hawthorns
and willows, and form playgrounds and resting-places for the
water-rats and moorhens. The stems die, and turn brown
and brittle, in autumn, and rap against each other with a
peculiar restless pattering as they are plucked by the fuller
stream. Presently it snaps them off, and they break into
short lengths as they turn head-over-heels in the flooded
channels. The dipped bough catches the light wreckage,
and the stream continually adds to it and piles it higher,
until nearly a cart-load of dead bulrush stems may be heaped
among the boughs of the anchoring bush. As spring and
summer advance the heap grows smaller than after the
December floods, but settles into a more solid mass; and by
the time that the new giant rushes are tall above the stream,
it is hard to tell the nature and origin of the mysterious
haycocks piled among the overhanging boughs.

The flowering rush is another delightful plant of the
river-bank which is no real rush. It is not uncommon about
midsummer along the Thames and other lowland rivers with
a rich vegetation, though it is seldom found abundantly. It
has a loose cluster of rosy blossoms springing from the very
tip of its long slender stem. More local and confined to part
of the Thames basin is the summer snowflake, or Loddon
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lily, which flowers in late spring and early summer, long
after the snowdrop which it resembles has been buried by
the rising vegetation in the woods. It is to escape a like
suffocation that the Loddon lily and all the later plants of the
riverside sedge-belts must grow so tall. Only thus can they
reach the sunlight, except when they have floating or half-
sunken leaves, and flower on the surface of shallow pools
and backwaters. The first blossom of these water-gardens,
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LODDON LILY

after the familiar marsh marigold, is the delicate lilac water-
violet, which shakes out its loose cluster in April and early
May. Here the nomenclature of the waterside plants has
run wilder than usual, for the water-violet is neither a true
violet nor resembles one. It is more like the cuckoo-flower
or lady-smock which blooms at the same time in the neigh-
bouring meadows. About midsummer the arrow-head lifts
its pink flowers and angular arrow-shaped leaves out of the
water in many of the shallow ditches communicating with the
Thames. Rarer plants of the same Thames ditches are the
F
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frog-bit, with its large white blossom, and the villarsia, which
has yellow flowers, and is like a small water-lily. Water-
lilies spring from deeper water, and send their leaves and
buds to the surface by long clinging stems. The yellow
water-lily is the smaller and commoner of the two; its
ripening seed-heads smell like anise, and are shaped much
like the capsules of the poppy tribe, with which the water-
lilies are closely allied, for all their difference of habit. The
white water-lily brings the very fullness of summer to the
ample lowland streams; it first opens its large green buds
about midsummer, and goes on blooming throughout July.
When the seed is ripened, the heads sink again into the
depths. The same object of reaching the sunshine for the
flowering and fruiting time is attained in a highly specialised
manner by the bladderwort, which grows in the shallower
ditches. The fibrous leaves are buoyed up by small bladders,
and the plant thus gains stability to hold erect its spike of
yellow blossoms, mouthed like the snapdragon. Forget-me-
not spreads its turquoise blossoms and fresh green leaves
among the running ditches; blue brooklime and purple
water-speedwell mingle with the water-cress and white-
flowered marshwort, which mimics the water-cress until we
look for the notched edges to its leaves.

Meadow-sweet and willow-herb are two of the most con-
spicuous plants among the taller vegetation of the river-
banks at midsummer; they begin to bloom when the comfrey
has shed its bell-shaped blossoms of purple, pink, or white.
Like the milkwort of the midsummer downs, its blossoms
run through many shades of colour; nor does the difference
seem to correspond to any difference in the soil constituents,
as is the case with the garden hydrangea and the white or
yellow anemone. Marsh woundwort lifts its nettle-like leaves
and purple blossoms among the same varied vegetation, and
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with it blooms the gipsy-wort, with clusters of smaller pink
blossoms in the axils of its notched leaves. Another
handsome plant which here and there grows freely on the
Thames - banks and
the marshy edges of
the backwaters is the
meadow - rue.  This
has creamy yellow
blossoms something
like those of the
meadow - sweet, but
the plant is taller
and its leaves more
deeply cut. Because
it shoots among the
thickest streamside
vegetation, where its
blossom is easily mis-
taken for that of the
meadow-sweet, it is
apt to be overlooked,
though it is one of the
most striking water-
side plants. Much
commoner, andfonder
of growing actually
in the shallow mar-
gin of the river, isthe
water-plantain, with
its large head of small lilac flowers. The leaves are shaped
like those of the plantains which deface our lawns, though
the plants belong to quite differenttribes. The water-plantain
is of the same family as the arrowhead. It is a curious

MEADOW-SWEET
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sign of the way in which we regard the water as an alien
element that many water-plants and water-beasts are given
allusive names based on some likeness—often vague enough
—to a plant or animal on the dry land, which is our own
native element. We speak of water-plantains and water-
violets and sea-mice and sea-cucumbers and sea-anemones,
but never of land-coral, which would be a good name for
certain fungi, or land-prawns for mole-crickets, or land-
whelks or land-periwinkles for snails. This fantastic nomen-
clature of the water fauna :and flora tends to hide the real
wonder and beauty of the life of the water under an artificial
appeal. Much as the manatee used not to be thought to
be interesting enough for showmen to exhibit unless it
was called a mermaid, the water-plantain is named after a
less interesting land-plant in order to recommend it to our
acquaintance in a more familiar light.

Two distinct riverside plants are known as the yellow
loosestrife. One is the moneywort or creeping jenny, which
crawls about damp banks, and opens its bright yellow
blossoms like fallen coins. This is a close relation of the
yellow pimpernel of the shady copses and the red pimpernel
which blooms under the lighter shadow of the corn. The
other yellow loosestrife belongs to the same family, and
perhaps has a better right to the name than the moneywort,
as it has no alternative in common use. Moneywort can
put up with very little sunshine, and therefore remains a
lowly plant, not competing with the tall flags and sedges;
but the other yellow loosestrife grows in their midst, and
spreads its brilliant yellow blossoms to the sun on strong
branching stems which press among the harsh blades of
the sedge. In its branched growth and the brilliant yellow
of the blossoms it recalls the St. John’s wort tribe, and might
be taken for a slenderer tutsan. The commoner purple
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loosestrife belongs to another tribe, despite the name, and to
a different phase of the year. It begins to bloom by the
banks of the river in July, like the willow-herb; and when
their kindred purples begin to tinge the screens beside the
river we know that the year is already declining, and the riot
of midsummer has gone by.

Beside all these luxuriant marsh and water-plants, the
banks of the river foster another company which prefer a
well-drained soil. They are able to grow by the river
because of the sharp contrast in soils which is often found
in such a place. The low steep banks against which the
river washes are often formed of alluvial grit, washed down
by the river in earlier epochs, and freed of clay and slime.
Thus the banks are porous and well drained, although there
is a free passage of water from beneath to feed the plants
that grow on them. Between the edge of the turf above and
the lip of the water below, among the water-rats’ holes and
the rarer galleries of the sand-martins and kingfisher, there
is a group of plants quite different from the stately water-
flowers which overshadow them. It is more varied than the
true water-plants, and includes many species which have
strayed from the cornfields and pastures above ; but several
attractive plants are often found on the little earthen cliff,
and some of the commoner species take a delicate miniature
growth, in scale with the dwarf hanging garden. Dewberry
blossoms open in June on their small straggling briers, and
the soft berry with its delicate bloom is ripe before the black-
berry is yet in flower. Scorpion-grass, with its smaller grey-
blue blossoms, contrasts with the clearer colour and more
luxuriant growth of the forget-me-not in the water below.
Scorpion-grass is a land forget-me-not, and the common
garden varieties are derived from it, and not from the more
handsome water-plant, which is too thirsty a subject for the
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ordinary garden-bed. One of the most attractive plants
which are usually found by the waterside, and yet require
a dry and well-drained soil, is the skull-cap, with its dark
blue-lipped blossoms and narrow dark green leaves. Among
full-grown trees the common willow has the same prefer-
ence. It likes to plunge its roots in a stratum through
which water passes freely, but to stand in a sound loam.
The sallow, or palm-willow, on the other hand, is fond, like
the alder, of a regular mire or slough, where the moorhens
dabble among the coze and the draggled sedges. Here and
there, where the river-banks are formed of stiff clay, the bur-
marigolds—there are two closely similar species—Iift their
solid round blossoms of dull yellow over frills of deeply-
cut leaves. In its substantial growth and dull colouring the
bur-marigold seems the true offspring of the heavy clays;
and it is a conspicuous plant of the running ditches among
the pastures of rural Middlesex, where the London clay
nurtures its limited flora. Wild teasels tolerate the same
inhospitable soil, and lift their purple heads and water-catch-
ing frills of leaves on the same clayey banks of the stream.
Drowned insects are often found in these little cisterns, and
they might almost provide breeding-places for the larve of
mosquitoes, which are gnats under an imposing name.

II. Tae Birps AND INsEcTs

Most of the insects which abound at midsummer by the
river spend their earlier stages among the slime and weeds
of the stiller reaches, or the gravel of the brisker runs.
Mayflies, which rise thickly in early June on many rivers and
certain lakes, spend two years in the mud of the river-
bed before emerging for a few days at most to court in the
air above, The caddis-worms, which drag their varied tubes
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about the bottom of the channels, are not the larve of May-
flies as is often supposed, but of the heavy reddish sedge-
flies which abound at evening by the water after the time of
the Mayflies is past. With their black heads and fore-
legs protruding from their case, the caddis-worms stumble
among the water-weeds in the clear shallow pools of the
little backwaters, like ants hauling a burden through the
grass. Brown water-boatmen flick themselves with their
paddles through the sun-warmed water, and larger black
water-beetles slant their way down like little turtles through
the weeds. Water-snails of many sizes, with shells in flat
and spiral coils of varied patterns, go delicately gliding
along the green blades of the weed, or tracing a little path-
way across the gritty floor. The swifter life of this exquisite
miniature water-world is supplied by the minnows hanging
poised to start in shoals ; and if we stir the mud beneath we
come upon strange dragons of the under-world—sprawling
larvae of water-beetles, and the dragon-fly in its hideous sub-
aqueous form.

Most dragon-flies are graceful in form and colour as well
as fleet of wing, but the most exquisite species haunt the
watersides from early June. The larger species that rove
freely through gardens, lanes, and clearings in woodlands
in later summer are excelled by several smaller kinds that
haunt the watersides. Dragon-flies are badly off for English
names; ‘horse-stinger’ is crudely misleading, and ‘demoi-
selle,” which is sometimes confined to the smaller species, is
not really English. There are scientific Latin names for use
at need, but they seem stiff and out of place while the living
insects float by the June waterside. But it is as well to
know that the two commonest varieties—one with wings
broadly splashed with metallic purple and the other with
rusty red—are the two sexes of one species, and that when
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they sail together in courtship nature is not planning some
singular hybridisation, as the unlikeness of the two insects
might seem to indicate. Their lazy, flapping flight is in
harmony with the ease of the summer river; but the little
sapphire dragon-flies that drift in shoals among the sedges
have the nimbleness of the minnows in the water-world,
where life has a crystal lightness
unrelaxed by the July heats.
Light plays in their slender
bodies as in a jewel, and almost
as jewel-like is a delicate crim-
son dragon-fly of the same size,
which is more rarely seen by
the stream. Both sexes of this
species are of the same brilliant
red, but the female of the small
sapphire dragon-fly is dull yel-
low, with darker stripes.

The kingfisher’s back as it
shoots down the arcaded channel
has the same sapphire gleam
that harbours in the bodies of
the dragon-flies. =~ Compared
with the brilliant blue of its
back, the ruddy chestnut of its
breast seems almost dusky ; and
even its back loses much of its brilliance as the bird comes
to rest upon a willow-bough, and the light ceases to play
on its metallic feathers. As it sits and eyes the stream
below, waiting for the chance to plunge upon a minnow,
the two white patches on the neck are often its most
conspicuous feature, though we seldom notice them in
flight. The kingfisher is heard three or four times by the

DEMOISELLE
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practised ear for once that it is seen; its thin but piercing
pipe is very distinctive among the cries of the riverside,
though it occasionally suggests one of the varied notes of
the common sandpiper, which haunts the Thames and other
lowland streams for some time on passage in late spring.
Sometimes when the elfin piping is heard, we look up and
catch a glimpse of the kingfisher spinning like a nebulous
blue meteor in and out of the curves of the stream, or swerving
directly across the meadows to the shelter of the willows;
but often it flies so low behind the sedge-screen that we only
hear it pass. Kingfishers sit motionless on their perches,

so as not to scare their prey; but their plunge, when it
comes, is decisive. They strike the stream with a sounding
smack, and usually fly back to their perch at once before
tossing the minnow upright in their beak for convenience in
swallowing it. If they have young to feed, we see the fish
glittering in their bills as they spin off in the direction of the
nest. More rarely they hover over the stream before
plunging ; and this is the most beautiful of all their displays,
as the fanning wings multiply the shimmering iridescence.
Thanks to steady protection, kingfishers are now by no
means rare on the Thames water-system and many other
southern streams. They are scarcer by the rocky torrents
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of the north and west, for there are fewer calm pools suitable
for their minnow-fishing; but they are found sparingly on
many such waters, and also in rocky harbours and estuaries
by the sea. The common situation for the nest-hole is in
some vertical loamy bank of the river, or a bordering ditch
or backwater; but occasionally they choose a bank some
hundreds of yards inland from their fishing-grounds, or even
a crevice in a quarry. The hole is much like a water-rat’s,
but more evenly oval; it leads into a gallery about two feet
long, at the end of which the round white eggs are laid.
The birds usually dig a fresh gallery each year, and the con-
dition of the kingfisher’s nest at the end of the season is
certainly not attractive to any but an exceptionally dirty
bird. Since they are nursed in the security of this deep
hole, the young birds can afford to develop in their first
plumage the conspicuous family dress; and the same in-
fluence determines that the eggs shall be white, since in
their position of safety they have no need to mimic their
surroundings.

Sand-martins also nest here and there along the little
earthy cliffs of the river, though the favourite site for one of
their colonies is in some inland sand-pit. By streams lack-
ing dry and friable banks, but otherwise attractive to them,
they have been found, nesting in narrow drain-pipes built into
a stone embankment, and even in galleries bored in the soft
wood of rotten willows. Sand-martins are as gregarious as
kingfishers are solitary, and flutter like clouds of Mayflies
above the midsummer stream. House-martins fly more
strongly, and in more sweeping curves, and swallows more
boldly still ; but the swift is the lord of the swallows by right
of swallow-like flight, though he is no real swallow. One of
the delights of the streamside meadows in summer is to
watch the swifts rushing past so close and low that we can
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see the dull white patch on their chins ; and notice, as summer
goes on, how their sooty feathers get worn by rubbing in
their roosts, and bleached in the strong sun, until they gain
the same transparent greyish look at the edges that we see
in the ruffled plumage of the black swan, or the dowdy black
moth—dressed in insects’ bombazine—which is known as the
Old Lady. This large dusky creature is also common in
boat-houses and other buildings by the waterside, but not
until July or August.

By midsummer the water-wagtails and most of the small

SAND-MARTINS

singing-birds of the riverside have finished nesting, and are
in charge of dwindling troops of inexperienced young. But
moorhens and dabchicks seem never to grow tired of the
nursery, and go on nesting into August; and midsummer is
the height of the nesting season in the scattered colonies of
reed-warblers. The reed-warblers sling their nests over
water on supporting stems, and prudently make sure that
the vegetation is ripe for its purpose before they trust to it.
Exceptionally they hang their nests to willow and lilac twigs
in withy-beds and gardens by the water ; but the traditional
prop of their house is the true reed, with canelike stem and
blue-grey flowering head, which grows in belts and beds not
too commonly by the edge of the river. Like all river-
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plants the reed springs late, and the reed-warblers wait till it
has formed a dense cover to hide them building. Unlike the
sedge-warblers they usually nest
in colonies, and this is clearly due
to the scarcity of their favourite
reeds, which concentrates them
in the spots where the reeds
grow. The reed-beds ripple at
midsummer with the reed-warb-
lers’ babbling song, which recalls
the sedge-warbler’s, but is more
silvery. The number of singers

in one place is also apt to at-
tract attention even from those
ramblers who are not on the watch for reed-warblers or the
brakes which hold them. Then, if we watch closely, the
smooth and slender little birds
in their russet coats can be seen
slipping from reed to reed,
and resting on their vertical
stems in a characteristic atti-
tude, with the upper leg bent
and the lower one stretched
to its full reach.

Perhaps because their
colonies are easy for a wan-
dering bird to discover, reed-
warblers are very often victim-
ised by cuckoos. The surest
way to find a cuckoo’s eggs or
nestlings is to search in a
colony of reed-warblers’ nests. More meadow-pipits’ are
utilised by cuckoos than reed-warblers’; but it is not so easy
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to find the same number of meadow-pipits’ nests in a short
time. Cuckoos’ eggs found in reed-warblers’ nests are
suffused with a peculiar tint of olive green beneath the usual
vague freckles; this rough approximation to the colour of
their brother-eggs is noticeable if we compare them with
the greyer cuckoos’ eggs to be found in the pied wagtails’
nests in the willows, or the browner type which are usual in
the sedge-warblers’ nests among the bushes and under-
growth. The young cuckoo is naked and copper-coloured,
and squats at the bottom of the deep conical nest like a
toad in a hole. Its task of murdering its mates is even more
remarkable when it is born in a reed-warbler’s nest than -
usual, for the sides of the nest are unusually steep and high.
This is of no apparent effect in discouraging the murderous
instinct of the little changeling; its effect is to prevent the
legitimate eggs being blown out when the reed-beds dip deep
to the stroking wind. The nests are usually bound to the
reeds which support them by strands of reed-flower of the
previous year ; but reed-warblers have a sharp eye for other
and more convenient materials, and use thread for binding
their nests when they can find it.

Except for the placid swans, which seem to take pride
in their favoured position as tame birds, the water-fowl of the
river are shy and elusive. We have to keepa sharp look-
out for a glimpse of the dabchick between its dives, and
when we hear its loud bubbling laugh it comes usually from
the midst of a thicket of water-plants, where the bird is in-
visible. Its nest is as elusive as itself. It needs some little
practice to distinguish it from merely casual heaps of water-
weed drifting on the surface by a shade more of design in its
moulding. Itis a round sodden pudding, out of which the
end of one of the dirty white eggs occasionally sticks like a
large almond out of batter. After the first or second egg is
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laid, the dabchick drags the wet weed over them whenever she
leaves the nest, and this soon changes their original chalky
whiteness to a muddy brown. The eggs of coots and moor-
hens and most water-birds are exceptionally thick-shelled,
which may possibly serve to protect them from being addled
by temporary flooding of the nest. But the dabchick’s nest
is always soaking wet, and the thickness of the eggs is
apparently not enough to safeguard them against chills when
the sitting bird is away. Therefore she covers them with a
blanket of weed, and the heat of this decaying vegetation

DABCHICKS

protects them, and probably helps to hatch them. It is clear
that the object of covering the eggs is not primarily to hide
them, for the first pure white egg is often not covered up;
and later, when the eggs are covered, they are stained so
deeply as to be very inconspicuous on their bed. The dab-
chick is most easily recognised by its quick and constant
diving, in which it excels all the birds of the coot and water-
hen tribe, and also the surface ducks like the teal and mallard.
Its head and beak look impishly large for its body as it floats
low in the water, with its back almost submerged; and its
neck in the breeding-season is ruddy, where in winter it is
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pale. Careful watching may show the young dabchicks
riding on their parents’ backs, or even taking a trip beneath
the water, held beneath their wings.

Moorhens’ nests abound in the reeds and rushes in June,
and change their character as the season advances. Their
nests of spring are substantial dishes of dry flags; in the
warmer summer weather they often build for the later broods
slighter nests largely composed of green flags and sedges of
the year’s growth. But these later nests built to hold eggs
must not be confused with the slighter platforms, also formed

MOORHEN CHICKS

of green blades and stems, which the old and young birds
build among the reeds simply to rest on. And all these
structures of the moorhen are distinct from the platforms
made by the water-rats, on which they sit upright like
squirrels, and nibble the soft white stems of water-plants with
incisors shivering in the rodents’ familiar manner. Sodoesa
tame rabbit munch a cabbage-stalk, though he has not the
skill to lift his food in his paws. Moorhens’ and water-rats’
platforms can be easily distinguished, for the rodent gnaws
the stems into lengths, while the bird packs and twists them
into a rough circle. Besides moorhens and dabchicks and
coots on some slower and wider streams, a fourth species of
water-bird seems to make its appearance in June and July.
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It runs about as large as a dabchick, and is dingy greyish-
brown above, with a paler throat and breast. These are the
hobbledehoy moorhens, children of April and May, now
mewing their youth by the waters of midsummer and the
dog-days. In August we shall see the cleaner greys and
olives of the adult plumage gradually replacing their in-
determinate shades.

Dabchicks are street-arabs in all their moods and
gestures; but moorhens are an extremely respectable race,
with the air of being genuinely shocked at any violent or
irregular conduct by the waterside. They seldom err, and
if occasionally they
wander into gardens
and eat such strange
meat as tomatoes and
hens’ eggs, this is
surely a mistake of

inexperience.  Even
the dull-looking elder
brothers are said to help their parents in bringing up the
younger broods; and it may be suspected that the greener
and slighter June nests are often of their building, since
the architecture closely resembles that of the platforms
which they make among the reeds. The sharp, shocked
cries of the moorhens break out by the side of the river all
day, and irregularly through the night. They are a fearful
race, and their underworld is full of sharklike pike. ~Another
harsh and persistent cry is often heard nowadays by southern
streams where it was unfamiliar twenty years ago. This is
the anxious note of the snipe with young, calling ‘kek-kek-
kek-kek’ endlessly from the sky above, as some intruder
wanders over the water-meadows, where the young are
hidden. The snipe’s more familiar drumming is sometimes

MOORHEN
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heard as late as June, but the note of anxiety gradually
replaces it. Like redshank, and the ruff and bittern in one
or two haunts, snipe are distinctly re-establishing them-
selves. This is largely due to increased protection; but
in the case of snipe and redshank it is probably owing also
to the spread of sewage farms, which form for marsh-birds
a safe and congenial, if a rather unsavoury, asylum.

The touch of fen country associations suggested by the
snipe calling above the level meadows is renewed by many

YOUNG SNIPE

peeps of landscape along the larger rivers. Sometimes the
river diversifies a prosaic region of mildly undulating pastures,
and sometimes woods drape the cliffs, steeply falling to the
shore; but often between the stream and the nearest hills
there is a mile or half a mile of green East Anglian scenery
set in alien surroundings. A group of poplars dominates the
level meadows, where a straight dike catches a stripe of
brilliant colour from the sunset sky; or across the green
expanse, with its true fenland note of composed dignity, the
eye rests on the nodding gable of an old white wooden mill.
Only a few hundred yards away the scene may change to
G






CINNABAR MOTHS

THE DAY OF THE MOTH

Mortus are lovers of warm and obscure night skies, but a
small number prefer the full sunshine of day like butterflies.
Most of the day-flying species conform to the bright colours
and markings of the butterfly tribe; but there is no invariable
distinction of this kind, and in this respect, as in others,
the boundary between moths and butterflies is ill-defined.
Several of the thorn moths, the crimson underwings, and
other night-flying species are as brightly coloured as most of
the butterflies and day-flying moths; while the brown and
white patterns of the Mi moth and bordered white, which fly
by day, seem more in accord with the duskier markings of the
majority of night-fliers. Certainly there is no lack of brill-
iance about the emperor moths which appear on sunny days
in late April or early May in many heather districts, where
the males with their rich orange-red markings and handsome
eye-spots dash more swiftly than any of our butterflies along
the woodland rides and over the shoulders of the moor. In
flight as in colour these are very brilliant moths, and they
have none of the comparative dullness and torpidity which
distinguish many of their tribe. Later come the vermilion
and sepia cinnabar moths, which appear on commons and in

waste fields where ragwort grows, and in weedy gardens
95
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where the kindred groundsel feeds their caterpillars. Burnet
moths have much the same contrast of scarlet spots on a dark
green ground, shot with blue like a rook’s wing; and the
beautiful yellow underwing flashes like a firefly about the
heaths in the sun. In close company with the Mi moth the
brown and orange burnet noctua visits the flowers in rough
shrubby fields; and at the end of summer and in early
autumn the bright chestnut wings of the male vapourer
zigzag rapidly from tree-to tree, and the humming-bird hawk
moth vibrates with intense rapidity at the flowers. Cinna-
bars and burnet moths are feeble and heavy fliers, but most
of the other day-flying moths add vivacity and vigour to any
summer scene in which they appear.

Emperor moths are the best-known examples in this
country of a family of silkworm moths which in Asia and
North America run to a great size. Their broad eye-spotted
wings are familiar in insect-houses and private collections,
for they are easily reared, largely owing to their habit of
protecting themselves.in a cocoon during the pupa stage.
The cocoon of the emperor caterpillar is spun among the
heather stems in July and August, and consists of a pear-
shaped case of a tough material like oiled paper, surrounded
by yellowish-brown silk, which holds it in place among the
herbage. Inside the tough cocoon lies the pupa, with the
shred of caterpillar’s skin which is cast off ; but the method
devised for the emergence of the moth in the following
spring is different from that of the common silkworm or the
caterpillar of the oak eggar moth, which also spins a cocoon
among the heather. The cocoons of the oak eggar and silk-
worm are evenly oval, but the narrow end of the emperor’s
cocoon is open externally, and is closed inside by a set of
bristly silken threads, converging to a point. These effec-
tually close the orifice against any small creature which might
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try to penetrate, but the emerging moth can easily push
them asunder.

Day-flying moths include representatives of all the most
conspicuous families. The emperor and oak eggar and fox
moth represent the cocoon-spinners; the humming-bird
stands for the hawk moths, while the heavy noctuz or owl
moths contribute the beautiful yellow underwing, and the
light geometers the speckled yellow of the May copses. But
the great majority of moths are creatures of dusk and dark
ness ; and unlike the day-flying insects
of their kind, they prefer a dim to a
clear sky. This is probably because
overcast nights are warmer than clear
ones, when the radiation of the earth’s
heat is unimpeded by cloud; and so
frail a creature as a moth is naturally
averse from cold, even if it shuns the
sun. For the same reason, they are
scarce in the chilly hours immediately
before the dawn, and are most abundant
on the wing from dusk to about midnight. One of the
first signs of full spring in April is the appearance of the
frail and silvery carpet moths after dusk in the soft night air ;
and moths linger late into autumn during soft weather, while
a few flimsy yet hardy species are to be seen abroad on mild
nights all through the winter. If moths originally became
nocturnal creatures in order to escape from birds which fed
upon them by day, the precaution has long ceased to be of
any service. Bats feed far more persistently on moths by
night than any birds do by day ; and the luminous white and
yellow tints of such species as the ghost swift and the
swallowtail and sulphur moths serve as signals for their own
destruction.

YELLOW UNDERWING
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Though most moths forgo the sunlight, they are as fond
of the nectar in flowers as the butterflies. The luminous
whiteness of some flowers seems correlated to the nocturnal
habits of the moths which fertilise them; and the flowers
which shine pale at night are often also strongly scented
during the same hours. Other flowers have a rich nocturnal
perfume without the luminous colour. There is no positively
luminous quality in the blossom of the white jasmine or the
garden tobacco plant, as there is in the glow-worm or the
millipede ; but their pale hue makes them visible on any but
the darkest nights. Sometimes we see a sort of live mist,
quivering at a jasmine or petunia blossom in the dusk, and
may be fortunate enough to identify it as one of the rarer
hawk moths. Hawk moths prefer twilight rather than dark-
ness, but the garden blossoms after nightfall are often more
populous than on a sunny day. Even if we are not collectors,
it is worth while to go round the walks with a lantern after
dark, and surprise both ourselves and the nocturnal revellers
which spar so actively or drink so deeply on the blossoms.
The moths now show an activity which is in strong contrast
to their confused and torpid movements when we discover
them by day. They move briskly on the flowers, and turn
on us curious eyes which seem to glow angrily in the light of
the lantern. These jewel-like eyes of the moths are a strik-
ing feature of the feasts on the flowers, and give them an
attractive and oddly intelligent appearance by contrast with
the earwigs which also abound by night on many flowers.
Earwigs when surprised by the light writhe hastily into the
dark, often falling headlong from the pinnacle of the blossom ;
and the same expedient is practised by one group of the
heavy noctuid moths. They do not take wing, but tumble
to the ground ; and then they have two devices. Some lie
as they fall, often on their backs, and try to escape observa-
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tion by remaining perfectly motionless. This instinct is
common to many wild creatures, which are often regarded as
‘shamming dead.” But it is doubtful whether there is often
any definite imitation—whether conscious or instinctive—of a
dead body ; more probably the effectiveness of the device is
simply due to the concealment afforded by motionlessness and
the absence of any movement which might excite hostility.
While some moths lie comically supine, with their legs
retracted, others on falling to earth waste no time in racing
into cover. The large yellow underwing moths of several
kinds and the turnip moths and several of their kindred are
great runners, and are built accordingly. They have large
muscular legs which lift them well off the ground, while their
bodies and folded wings form a compact flat slip which
presents as little resistance as possible to the grass and
undergrowth. When disturbed by day, the common large
yellow underwing darts into cover with amusing speed and
cleverness; and once these running moths have fallen to the
ground by night they vanish almost instantly.

Creeping insects are instinctively repugnant to humanity,
and there is more attraction about the gauzy and slender-bodied
geometer moths, many of which are also to be found feeding
on flowers. Some of them fold their wings upright over
their backs like a butterfly, when they settle on a flower;
and this habit, which is sometimes wrongly stated to be
peculiar to the butterflies, has at least a clean and butterfly-
like air. The geometers are on the whole much lighter in
colour, as well as in build, than the noctuz or owl moths,
which country people call by the expressive name of
‘buzzards’; and, like the whiter flowers, they give freshness
to the summer night. The sulphur moth flits yellow through
the dusk, outstripped by the paler and much larger swallow-
tail moth, which dances like a will-o’-the-wisp down the
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dark garden alleys in July. In June the various species of
emerald moths float abroad, obscurely pallid in the gloom,
but of exquisitely delicate tints of green when we find them
stranded in our windows next morning, or beat them out of
the beech-saplings and undergrowth.

The attraction of bright light for moths at night seems
partly due to their habit of frequenting pale blossoms. They
are accustomed to visit flowers which advertise themselves
in this way, and are consequently sensitive to any illumina-
tion in the gloom. In a perfectly wild land, where there
were no lamps and few or no fires, moths would not be
exposed to the perils which beset them so constantly in
populous countries ; and they have never acquired the power
of guarding themselves against the fatal fascination of the
candle or lamp. In a district where moths of many species
abound, a surprising variety can be observed by placing a
lamp inside an open window on a warm, cloudy night
between nine o’clock and midnight. The commonest species
and the chief tribes can be easily distinguished after a few
evenings’ experience by their method of approach. The
strongly-flying noctuz, such as the common yellow under-
wing and the dark arches—which is one of the commonest
June species about lights—arrive with a sudden dash which
often flings them straight upon the floor as they rebound
from the lamp-shade or the wall. Common swifts also flock
to light in large numbers near hay-fields about midsummer,
and they are betrayed at once by their small size and wildly
erratic speed. The flight of the geometers is comparatively
weak and flapping, yet because of the more moderate pace
with which they arrive they often reach the lamps most
directly and singe themselves at the chimney the soonest.
There are nights in June and early July when the moths
seem seized with madness, and fling themselves through the
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window upon the light in an almost unbroken procession.
Yet no extraordinary frenzy really seizes them on these
crowded nights. The number of the visitors indoors is only
proportionate to the multitudes which are stirring out in the
garden and over the uncut hay-fields. They are drawn
abroad in greatest numbers by the warmest and dimmest
nights, especially about midsummer, which is even more the
heyday of moths than of butterflies. The same dark, warm
nights draw out the perfume of the night-scented flowers
most richly ; the flowers and the moths which unconsciously
mate the blossoms are stimulated alike by the warm
nocturnal air.

Many of the blossoms sought by moths have a heady
sweetness, so that it is after all not surprising that a number
of moths can be attracted by smearing trees and walls with
mixtures of beer, sugar, and rum. But these unctuous doses
do not appeal to every species; and collectors know well
which moths will ‘come to sugar,’ and which must be
hunted in other ways. Sugar—as the various mixtures are
collectively known to the fancy—will entirely fail to attract a
large number of species, and is chiefly attractive to noctuz.
On the other hand, some moths are seldom caught in any
other way. August brings out in gardens and shrubberies
the copper underwing—a rather large noctua of which the
underwings are of a burnished coppery-brown. It is often
fairly abundant, but is likely to be entirely overlooked
until sugar is tried, whereupon specimens will turn up
regularly every night. Some moths, such as the herald and
old lady, seem to have the tastes of anchorites, and are
seldom found anywhere but in retired corners in sheds and
outhouses. The herald’s slate and orange wings, with a
white thread stretched across them, are very commonly seen
folded at rest on a wall in some dusky retreat, but now and
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then it can be found visiting the garden flowers after night-
fall, and displaying an unexpected activity. Not many
geometers visit sugar spread on trees and walls, but if a spot
of the sweet mixture is brushed on outstanding blossoms in
the garden borders they will feed on it more freely, and can
be caught or examined when the lantern is turned on the
baited flowers. One advantage of spreading the sugar on
flowers instead of on trees, palings, or walls is that'it is safer
from the inroads of slugs, which will lick up in an hour after
dark as much of the mixture as would satisfy a hundred
moths. On the other hand, the virtue of the mixture lies
largely in its attractive smell, and it is difficult to spread
enough of it on a flower to make it smell strongly enough to
attract moths from a distance. This method chiefly provides
a more potent attraction for moths which naturally visit
flowers.

Watching for moths as they sit motionless by day on
trunks, walls, and palingsis one of the less productive but most
interesting branches of moth-hunting. It is easy to acquire
an almost instinctive habit of looking at all suitable spots as
we pass them, and once this is done regularly, it is remark-
able how often we shall find them occupied by a moth.
Several of the hawk moths occur fairly frequently in this
way, as well as many species of geometers and noctuz.
The habit of resting motionless on the mottled background
of wooden palings or lichened tree-trunks gives a wide
opportunity for the development of protective imitation, and
if moths always sought their appropriate background, they
would be hard to detect without a careful search. Often,
however, they pitch on spots which provide a contrast rather
than a harmony, and are conspicuous to any observant eye.
The willow beauty is a large and common midsummer
geometer which rests on flat surfaces, with all four wings
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widely spread. This plan serves it well enough when it
bivouacs on the trunks of trees which resemble its own
mottled brown, but it is by no means difficult to detect on
the grey rind of a beech, or on wooden palings of grey or
yellow tints. Indoors, where its plan of protection could
hardly be expected to apply, it will fix itself on a buff
distempered wall, or some such situation where it is as
conspicuous as possible. We may conclude, however, that
the willow beauties which betray themselves are in the
minority, and that the greater number perch on protective
backgrounds and are never noticed. The buff-tip moth, of
which the gregarious caterpillars strip the boughs of oaks
and elms in August and September, emerge in June, and sit
with wings wrapped cylindrically round them on posts and
trees. When so arranged, the fore-part of their wings
imitates a dead twig with silvery bark, and the buff-tip the
broken end of the dead wood. But broken dead twigs an
inch long are not usually found adhering vertically to the
sides of the tree-trunks; and in such a position the little buff
semi-circle is a mark to catch the eye. On the whole,
however, the more closely resting moths are hunted the
more exact and striking the imitative adaptations appear.
The shade of an apple-tree in August is a pleasant place,
and it is worth while to spend a few minutes day by day in
looking for a resting marbled green moth. Its markings of
green and frosted silver make it a beautiful insect, even
when pinned to a board, but more fascinating still is to see
how wonderfully it imitates the lichen on which it rests. The
caterpillar feeds on lichen on walls, and is equally elusive.
The power of the female to attract certain moths is
utilised by collectors with more success than either light or
sugar. The process is known as ‘sembling,” or assembling.
If a newly emerged female emperor moth is placed in a
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muslin cage, and set down in the morning sunshine on a
heath which the species frequent, males will dash up, and
with the utmost eagerness attempt to reach her in the cage,
They are perfectly heedless of danger, and can be caught
with ease as'they crawl over the muslin. Remarkable
accounts have been published of the way in which a collector
carrying a live moth in his pocket was beset by the male
emperors, some of which actually crawled into his pocket in
pursuit. The fact that the males travel up wind when they
are drawn by the female suggests that the message is
conveyed by scent; but the female emperor has no such

FEMALE EMPEROR

scent perceptible to the human sense of smell as is possessed
by the males of the common and green-veined whites, and
the explanation is no more than a probable conjecture. It is
even harder to give precise form to the suggestion that some
form of atmospheric vibration, like wireless telegraphy, is set
up by the female, which the males detect by means of their
unusually elaborate antennz. These are broad and deeply
fringed, like a fern. Many moths of the tribe to which the
emperor belongs show a similar difference between the
simple, threadlike form of the antennz in the female, and a
fringed pattern in the male, and is possible that they all possess
the power of signalling to the male in a less degree, but that
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the fully developed organs of the male emperor are neces-
sary to make the appeal so irresistible as it seems in their
case. If the wings of the female, and the antennz of the
male form a living installation of wireless telegraphy between
these moths, it would be no more wonderful than the normal
change from creeping caterpillar to fettered pupa and winged
imago which all moths undergo. But it is a process which
we cannot yet verify, and the call of the emperors therefore
remains one of the most fascinating mysteries in insect life.




YEW-TREES

ON THE CHALK DOWNS

TuERE seems a refining influence in the clean and porous
chalk soil which gives a peculiar distinction and charm to its
characteristic vegetation. Even in winter chalk downs have
distinctive charms, with their smoothly moulded curves,
their dry turf and pure air, and their dark dwarf junipers.
In spring they foster one or two special flowers among the
bleached tufts of grass, such as the rich purple pasque-flower,
or ‘Dane’s blood,” which is an anemone, like the lighter
blossom of the woods. But the full flower-time of the chalk
downs comes in June, with the rising of the wild hay-crop,
among which many of our scarcer orchids and other curious
plants are born. At the same time another and very distinct
group of midsummer plants is blossoming on the broken
ground and chalky warrens, with which the smooth turf cloak
of the downs is here and there scarred. The ladies’ fingers,
with its stem four or five inches long, is a large plant on the
open sward; but in the warrens the mulleins and viper’s
bugloss are measured by feet, not inches, and the henbane
and deadly nightshade form shrubby bushes of poisonous
foliage.

A great swell of the Berkshire or Wiltshire downs at
108
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midsummer is embroidered with innumerable blossoms, as
finely as the pattern in a piece of tapestry. When we stoop
to examine them, we find that the multitude is composed of
only a few species, but that several of these species are
unusual. The least peculiar plant of the chalk sward is one
of the hawkweeds, which sprinkles the downs in June with
myriads of its small dandelion-like blossoms. All dandelions
can easily be undervalued ; there are no flowers more radiant
in every sense of the word;
but they are too familiar to be
always impressive, and the
hawkweeds are not their most
striking  type. Buttercups,
which blaze in most May and *

midsummer pastures, are not
true flowers of the dry down;
they are chiefly confined to the
damper bottoms, and bloom
among ranker and undownlike
grass.  Their place as the
typical golden flowers of the
English landscape is taken by
the common bird’s-foot tre-
foil, its relative the horse-shoe
vetch, and the paler ladies’ fingers. Bird’s-foot, or fingers-
and-thumbs as it is often called by country children, is a
common flower on turf in most places ; but it blooms with a
singular fury in the downs. Its fierce golden yellow kindles
more often to crimson, and its multitudes are innumerable.
Horse-shoe vetch may easily be mistaken for it at first sight ;
but its growth is larger and wirier, its leaves narrower, and
the yellow of its blossoms clearer and less ruddy. When
the seed-pods form the distinction is clear; for the pods of

BIRD'S-FOOT TREFOIL
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the bird’s-foot are straight, and three of them thus mimic a
bird’s footprint, or the broad arrow, while those of the horse-
shoe vetch are sharply twisted and wrinkled, and often
curved into a horse-shoe. As the vetch is paler yellow than
the bird’s-foot, so the ladies’ fingers or kidney vetch is a
paler yellow again. It is another member of the great legu-
minous or pealike tribe, and looks much like an unusual
kind of clover. Each stem commonly bears two heads of
blossom, of which one expands just as the other fades.
Though it is a free-growing plant, there is the peculiar
distinction of the chalk flora in the contrast of its yellow
quills with the fine grey wool from which they spring, and
the graceful half-creeping stem. Yet another shade of
yellow is seen in the finely wrought clusters of the yellow
ladies’ bed-straw, which foam under the midsummer sky like
a mass of bubbles blown by the frog-hopper from a grass
stem. It is sulphur yellow, with a tinge of green; and a
companion bed-straw is white. Milkwort sprinkles the chalk
turf with flowers of many shades of purple, blue, and white,
and makes a pleasant contrast with the yellow blossoms.
The two most delicate plants of the chalk turf are bur-
dened with two of the most clumsy names. They are the
cathartic flax and the squinancy wort. These names are
legacies from the old herbalists, who studied botany from a
directly practical standpoint. The cathartic or purging flax
is the branching hairlike plant with little white blossoms
which lifts itself everywhere to its full stature of about three
inches in the shelter of the downland hay. It is a rigid little
plant, full of a miniature precision; and more graceful and
no less curious is the squinancy wort, which is also found in
almost every square foot of typical downland turf. It creeps
about the turf with clusters of minute pink blossoms, like
flakes of melting foam. Our inquiring ancestors discovered
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in this inconspicuous plant peculiar virtues for relieving
quinsies, and called it by their name.

Besides these staple plants of the down flora, the most
attractive flowers are some of the scarcer orchises. The
common early orchis blooms freely with the cowslip in’
April on many slopes of the down, but neither good spring
flower is in any way peculiar to this site or soil. By mid-
summer the pyramidal and bee and fragrant and burnt
orchises are all to be found not uncommonly on many

stretches of down ; while the butterfly orchises, and the white
and red helleborines, are blooming in the clumps and groves
of beeches. The Kentish downs are the chief home of some
of the scarcer kinds, such as the man and musk and spider
and fly, and the rarer lizard ; but several of these species
occur on the chalk hills of other counties, while slopes by the
upper Thames are still a haunt of the military orchis, and
apparently the only one. The commonest of these orchids
are also found frequently on a soil of grey mountain lime-
stone, which is closely akin to chalk, and nurtures much the
same flora. But the chalk is the great headquarters. of all
but a very few of our scarcer plants of this tribe.

The pyramidal orchis, which is the commonest of the

H
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typical chalk group, has the shape of the little trees in
German boxes of toys, ‘or their prototypes in Dutch and
Rhineland towns. It is the primmest of all the little plants
of the chalk. The head of purple blossom is conical rather
than pyramidal, but the name gives a good general idea of
its peculiar growth. This orchis is scentless, except for the
slight odour of greenish rankness which is common to most
lilylike plants when they lack any conspicuous smell. The
meadow or fragrant orchis, as its name betokens, is one of
the sweetest of the tribe; and although it is of much the
same shade of purple as the pyramidal, and comes out
among the same downland grasses and at almost the same
time, it forms a contrast with it both by its fragrance and by
the long, lax growth of its blossom. The fragrant orchis is
in fact one of the lightest and most graceful of the whole
family of British orchids, which, like all their tribe, are
remarkable, on the whole, rather for curious interest than for
grace.

The little burnt or dark-winged orchis, which is also found
sprinkled here and there at midsummer on the downs, is
certainly not a very graceful flower; and yet there is the
usual fascination of the tribe in its blunt spike of blossoms so
deeply stained with dark crimson that it looks as if the
whole plant might have been seared in a grass-fire. The
larger dark-winged orchis is one of the rarer Kentish
species. The musk orchis, again, is almost an ugly little
plant, with its stumpy spike of rather sickly yellow-green
flowers ; and yet it too has its peculiar charm, in the rich
musky sweetness which the spike gives forth, especially in
hot sunshine. The bee orchis, on the other hand, is both a
curious and a beautiful plant. The allusive name of some of
the orchises—for example, the butterfly—is far-fetched, but
there is nothing fanciful in the name of the bee orchis. The
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blossom is astonishingly like a brown bumble-bee sitting
on a three-petalled pink flower. The mimic bee is even
more like one other insect—a certain spotted beetle common
in Switzerland, of which the wing-cases have just the same
mottled colours. It is interesting to bring home a spike of
bee orchis, and keep it in a glass of water in a bright and
airy place, to watch it fertilising itself in the way which
excited Darwin’s apprehension and interest in its future. A
day or two after the pink petals unclose and show the bee
we can see, where the insect’s head ought to join the thorax
—but the resemblance does not hold good in so much detail
—the two anthers gradually uncurl from their protecting
pent-house, and arch over till their pollened tips adhere to
the sticky plate of the stigma. Here they remain, and
presently wither, with their work done. Darwin wished to
live long enough to witness the gradual extinction of the
bee orchis under this mischievous system of inbreeding; but,
as he himself pointed out, it is probable that even the nor-
mally self-fertilising plants are occasionally cross-fertilised by
insects, and thus have their vitality reinforced. The appear-
ance and disappearance of this orchis often presents curious
and fascinating points. A new plantation of pines on a
limestone slope in Gloucestershire in a year or two blotted
out a colony which had thriven for many seasons. Thirty
or forty years hence, when those pines should be ripe for
felling, it will be curious to see whether the bee orchises
punctually emerge and begin to bloom again in the sunshine
as if there had been no interruption.

¢ O mihi tam longae maneat pars ultima vitae’—

here again we feel Darwin’s desire for more years. It is
strange to see the first appearance of this curious flower in
a new and unexpected situation, as when a single spike
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recently appeared one summer on old and well-trodden turf
in the sanatorium garden of a Berkshire public school.
Is this really a first appearance, or does the bulb or seed
take a rest of a human generation or two in the soil, waiting
for times of refreshment? We can see the dandelion seed
travelling on the autumn wind, and now and then the water
hemlock seed borne down by the Lammas floods; but it
is very difficult to account for the dispersal by land of a
minute seed which cannot fly, and so far as we know is not
eaten by any bird. Yet suddenly the bee orchis makes
its appearance across miles of cornfield and wood.

Of the other chalk-loving orchises the man is not rare in
Kent, and is aptly named; for from each green blossom
there hangs the image of a little manikin, as if snipped
out of paper. Of the two rare Thames-side orchises—the
military and its variety the monkey—both are pink, and in
both cases the little hanging figure has a tail. In either
case this detracts from the verisimilitude of the comparison,
red monkeys and tailed warriors being both rare. The lizard
has a larger spike of spotted blossoms, with the tail vastly
prolonged and agreeably twisted. Here the comparison is
at least ingenious. But inspiration failed in naming the
butterfly orchis, which has nothing of the butterfly but
lightness and the semi-transparency of a butterfly’s rubbed
wing. It is a strange, shadow-haunting plant, full of a
sweet and heady scent at evening; two or three spikes will
perfume half the rooms of a house. More concrete beauty
is shown by the white helleborine, which half opens its
almondlike buds to show the lemon-tinted heart of the
blossom in the shade of beechen groves on the chalk. It
is more local than the butterfly, but sometimes abundant
beneath the shadow of a group of beeches. The broad-
leaved helleborine is a smaller and less handsome orchis
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more often found in woods, and bearing a loose spike of
red or greenish blossoms. This, too, is commonest on
chalky soils, but is not confined to them.

To turn from the miniature plants of the open turf to
the large and bushy growths of the warrens is almost to
pass into a new natural kingdom. Yet luxuriant and brilliant
in colour as are the bugloss and mulleins and other plants
in this group, almost all have the typical distinction of the
chalk flora, and none is merely rank or weedlike, except
possibly the large wild scentless mignonette. Attractive
as well as unusual are the rough grey leaves of the henbane
and common mullein, relieved against the dark green of
the yews and junipers; and the yellow torches of the
mullein blossom, and the many-branched candelabra of the
bright blue viper’s bugloss, make a brilliant contrast with
the many shades of green luxuriating on a downland warren
in a soft and showery June.

On this dry soil ample rain as well as sufficient sunshine
is required to bring the midsummer vegetation to full
growth. Henbane and deadly nightshade and mullein and
bugloss die down annually to the ground, when they are
not purely annuals, and thus depend greatly upon the
character of each individual season. Droughty years pro-
duce scanty and stunted henbanes; if the year before has
been a favourable one, the dry white skeletons of their
predecessors far out-top their flaccid stems and shrunken
trumpets. Henbane blossoms are creamy white, closely
veined with purple; they recall a little the pattern of the
garden salpiglossis, and though they are never so large,
even in the richest years, they are often grouped in clusters,
The plant is sticky as well as woolly to the touch, and has
a strong smell like a blackcurrant bush. A large henbane
may reach a height of two feet; but its equally poisonous
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and more notorious companion, the deadly nightshade, forms
by the middle of June a conspicuous rounded bush of three
or four feet high, and is all the more noticeable for the
fresh green of its broad pointed leaves. The blossoms hang
like bells, and their deep purple brown has a peculiar livid
appearance which is highly suggestive of evil, as is the
henbane blossom with its congested purple veins. Both
plants look thoroughly poisonous, as indeed they are.
Hyoscyamin is the poison yielded by the henbane, atropine
or belladonna that of the deadly nightshade; and both have
played their part in crime in modern and ancient times.
The peculiar danger of the nightshade is the attractiveness
of its large cherry-like berry to small children later in
summer. It frequently grows among old ruins, which
children like to play in and explore. Like the blackberry
it finds among the decaying mortar a suitable calcareous
soil, and it is fatally easy when blackberrying to turn from
the wholesome to the fatal fruit.

At midsummer the dark blossoms are usually only just
opening their covert eyes, and the bush has only just come
to its full height, Meanwhile the common woody nightshade
is scrambling with its long stringy stems to the tops and
flanks of the yew and elder bushes, or, when unable to reach
any such support, unwillingly disposing itself as a little
standard bush a foot or eighteen inches high. The pretty
purple blossom with its spiked yellow centre is much like a
miniature potato-flower ; for man’s staple vegetable belongs
to a shy family, and has barely escaped being a poison
instead of a food. Woody nightshade is an indefatigable
climber, without possessing either the thorns or tendrils or
the spiral habit of growth by which most other climbing
plants make their way. It simply rests its straggling arms
on the twigs among which it climbs, and pushes on a stage
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further. White bryony, with its delicate ivy-shaped leaves
and greenish white blossoms, is specially fond of the chalk;
and black bryony, which will grow in most soils, finds the
light porous rock as nutritive as the Midland clays. Both
white and black bryony die down to the ground every
autumn, but, unlike the henbane and deadly nightshade,
spring from a stout perennial stock in the soil. They are
thus less dependent on the moods of the season, though their
‘gadding vines’ climb furthest and form the most matted
screens of verdure in hot, moist years. Wild clematis, which

WOODY NIGHTSHADE

is traveller’s joy all through the summer and old-man’s-beard
in autumn, is one of the favourite plants of chalk and other
calcareous soils. Though the lesser twigs die and turn
brittle in autumn, the stouter bines are perennial, and cling
inextricably among the layers of the thicket.

Mulleins light their fiery torches on English hillsides
about midsummer, like the great yellow gentians that tower
on the Swiss slopes in June. The line of fire creeps up
the torch as the days go on, much as the redder stain mounts
to the top of a stem of foxglove in the copse. These
upstretched flowers are nature’s summer gnomons, and seem
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to brood on the passing of time; there is something deeply
impressive and yet satisfying in watching day by day this
silent registration of the year. The tallest torch is upheld by
the common great mullein, with its flannelly leaves. When
the little speckly mullein moth caterpillars are hatched, it is
curious to see how deep they have to dig through the leaf’s
woolly coating before they come to the succulent green.
Black mullein has a handsomer individual blossom, with a
crimson eye ; but its spikes are usually shorter, although they
are more often borne in a cluster. This plant is the black
mullein, because the other is so white; its leaves have no
woolly covering, and are actually a rather deep green. Itisa
rare pleasure to find mulleins flowering in a dense mass. In
this respect they are far excelled by the purple torches of the
foxglove, which in cleared copses on gritty soils are some-
times massed almost by the acre in June and July. Ina cleft
on the Longmynd in Shropshire a bed of dry rods was once
found in winter where the white mulleins must have bloomed
six months before in a dense mass; but their fire was out,
and they gleamed in the valley like dry bones.

One of the most striking contrasts in the colours of
flowers is their relative translucence or opaqueness. The
mullein’s yellow has the clean hardness of the colours in a
mosaic pavement ; but the blue of the viper’s bugloss, which
often branches so luxuriantly on the midsummer warrens,
has the liquid depth of a jewel. Like the other plants of
warrens and dry gravelly fields, the bugloss varies greatly in
vigour in different seasons; but in a good year it forms one
of the most brilliant displays of any English plant, when it
covers wide stretches of soil with tall radiating stems of
sky-blue blossom. It is one of the plants best loved by
the humming-bird hawk moth, which emerges about mid-
summer after feeding the year before in the larval stage on
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the bed-straw ; and the blurred insect darting from one blue
tube to another is one of the most characteristic features
of June.

Bugloss means ox-tongue, and the broad rough leaves
which suggested the name are common to many plants of
the borage tribe, including the luxuriant comfrey of the May
and early June river-banks. Hound’s-tongue is another
characteristic plant of the same family, which is fond of a
chalk soil. It is not inaptly named; the leaves, though
rough, are smoother than the ox-tongue leaves, and with
their central furrow, where the main rib comes, they are
not unlike the protruded tongue of a panting dog. The
plant has tall clusters of dull red eyelike blossoms. Some
plants in this family have the peculiar gift of changing from
a similar dull red to blue after they fully expand. The
garden lungwort, which sometimes escapes into hedges and
copses, is the most familiar example of this curious little
trick, while it is also noticeable in the viper’'s bugloss as the
buds open. In the comfrey the same inconstancy expresses
itself in the free tendency of the plants to bear flowers of
pink or purple or white. Another curious feature of this
group is the excessive hardness of some of the seeds. The
English name of the gromwell seems due to an obscure con-
fusion of the herbalists; but the scientific name Zzt4o-
spermum—stone-seed —is thoroughly clear and appropriate,
for the little shining seeds are almost as hard as grains of
flint, and are actually said to contain a proportion of silica.
Gromwell often grows with hound’s-tongue, and has incon-
spicuous greenish yellow blossoms, which make no great
show among the flowers of June on the chalk.

Yet not all the brilliance of midsummer on the bushy
chalk warrens is due to the brightness of their flowers. Ina
good year of heavy showers and warm sunshine, the sheer
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verdure of such a spot is almost more beautiful than the
blaze of massed blossoms or the richness of their isolated
heads. Rich chalk turf is one of the most beautiful things
in the world, and the turf only supplies one element of green
in a wonderful variety of verdure. It comes midway in the
scale. Almost black are the yews of the down, and yet they
have latent greenness in every dark branch under the June
sun. The young shoots display it freely; the old boughs
are reticent, but verdant at heart. The columnar junipers—
they are our little northern cypresses—are also black

JUNIPERS

within, but sparkle with frosted silver where the new shoots
shine. And yet both the black and the silver are phases of
green, and conform to the verdure of the landscape. Lush
elders hung with their cream-white moons are of a brighter
green, and so are the hawthorns, now past their flower-time,
and the vivid bushes of deadly nightshade. The white
bryony hangs in the elders, a little paler and cooler; and
paler on the turf gleam the henbane and mullein plants,
where the bare chalk strikes whitest of all. When a breeze
ruffles the leaves of the thickets, they change into new
shades, more deeply contrasted. The whitebeam leaves
turn up their silver sides, and catch the eye like a chalk bluff;
then the breeze passes, and the landscape sinks together
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DISCS OF BLOSSOM

WiLp flowers towards midsummer become not only more
numerous but more massive; and although only the bosom
of the waters sustains in our climate so large a single bloom
as the water-lily, flowering bushes and tall quick-springing
herbage foster heavy clusters of pale blossom that shine in
the midsummer evenings. The abundant discs of elder
blossom catch every eye as the June days lengthen, but
elders are only the most conspicuous and one of the
commonest of the plants with this distinctive habit of
flower. A little earlier the hedges were dappled with the
smaller circles of the water-guelder and wayfaring tree, while
the foaming masses of hawthorn blossom are an aggregate
of many similar clusters. Whitebeam and mountain-ash
drooped larger clusters than those of the two guelder-roses.
After the elder has faded the dogwood dots the dusty road-
side with a smaller generation of clusters, in keeping with
the ebb of summer’s life. But in the deepening dusks
the succession of disclike flowers is still luminous. The
hemlocks and fennels are more enduring than the blossoming
shrubs, and produce flower-heads in which the disclike”
formation is most precise.

These compound discs of blossom are an illustration of
120
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the value of combination. So minute a flower as a single
calyx of hemlock or elder would have little chance of thriving
in the fierce competition of the copse and hedgerow in early
summer. In the first place it would tend to be over-
shadowed, and deprived of essential light and air; and it
would also probably fail to attract the mating insects, unless
it had a disproportionately and almost impossibly powerful
scent. It is noticeable that the disc-flowers have not on the
whole a very strong scent. None of the hemlocks and
other umbellifers have blossoms with a scent worth mention,
and even the scent of the elder is not comparable, mass for
mass, with that of the honeysuckle or the butterfly orchid, or
many other flowers in bloom at the same time. The small
and scentless blossoms consequently form a league or con-
federation, and under a united constitution they do more than
hold their own. The umbellifers are one of the master races
of plants from the time of the blossoming of the cow-parsley
round the hedges in the hay-fields to the end of active growth.
Such scent as they possess is made more powerful by concen-
tration, but they depend more regularly upon the appeal of
colour. Almost all the disc-flowers are whitish, though not
pure white ; and there is often more body in a cream-coloured
mass of blossom than a pure white one when the dusk has
fallen. The fennel has blossoms of greenish yellow, and it
is noticeable that it is much more frequented by butterflies
than any other plants with this form of blossom. It makes
its appeal by day, with a richer colour that is effective by
daylight; but cow-parsnip and elder and the other disc-flowers
are not attractive to butterflies. Some of them are sought
out by day-flying beetles, but they are chiefly sought out by
the small flies which swarm in the soft dusk. The composite
blossom forms an effective signal-lamp, when each single
blossom of which it is composed would be powerless.
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The formation of the disc-flowers also gives them a solid
advantage in the struggle for sun and light. Each disc is
large and dense enough to cast a shade on competing stems
beneath it, and to divert them in the upward quest for the
sun. Growing shoots do not try to penetrate the federation
of tented umbels formed by a lusty hemlock-plant. They
either go round another way, or simply wither. The hem-
lock or the cow-parsnip provides the most perfect develop-
ment of the composite principle of blossom. The heads of
bloom are more symmetrical than those of the elder or the
mountain-ash or dogwood, and the same regular principle is
carried down through branchlets and main stem to the root.
The whole structure of the umbellifers is designed to support
as many of the flowering umbels as possible in the full eye
of the sun, and the umbels contrive in the same way to
expose as many lesser clusters of blossom. A simple umbel
is a cluster like that of the ivy, in which the blossoms and
berries spring on single stalks branching from the same
point of the flower-stem. The drawback to this plan is that
a cluster, to be compact, must be small; for if the radiating
stalks were long enough to form a large cluster, they would
be too weak to stand hard usage from the weather. The
compound umbel is the typical pattern in the umbelliferous
tribe of hemlocks and their kin; and this is an ingenious
development, providing strength as well as area. Each of
the main stems radiates again into a second whorl, and the
composite mosaic of the disc is supported on this series of
secondary stems. The downward structure of the plant is
almost equally symmetrical, till it terminates in the main
stalk and twisted root. The canelike strength of the
hollow hemlock or cow-parsnip stem can be best judged in
winter, when it is dead and leafless, and stands waiting to be
plucked by the hedgerow. It is no longer surprising that
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so heavy a superstructure of broad foliage and massive
umbels can be safely upheld against the gales and thunder-
showers of the stormiest summer. It is extremely rare to
find any umbelliferous plant damaged by bad weather.
Elders and all the tribe of flowering shrubs which spread

COW-PARSNIP

discs in the summer hedgerow bear not umbels but cymes
or corymbs, which are more imperfect expressions of the
same principle. If we lift up one of the lagging clusters of
creamy elder flower, we see that the stems which bear the
separate clusters of blossom are of very different lengths.
The larger branchlets in the cluster are equally irregular.
The peculiar ingenuity of the cyme is the way in which the
1
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disc is completed by short and long stems, each lifting a
flower-cluster into the nearest vacant place. But the nether
structure of the disc of elder or water-guelder is feeble com-
pared with a compound umbel; and the nodding flowers
would miss much light and sunshine if they shot on low
annual stems like the hemlock instead of being lifted above
most of the competition of the hedgerow on the boughs of
flowering shrubs. The discs of whitebeam and mountain-
ash are slightly different again in internal structure, and a
step further from the perfect umbel. Instead of all the
flowers being borne on subsidiary stems, however irregular,
as in the elder disc, in this family some are carried on the
tips of the main stems, which have not learnt that their duty
is to delegate the responsibility of flowering, and confine
themselves to giving support. This form of blossom is called
a corymb, and in the discs of the whitebeam and rowan we
see it on the point of developing into a cyme.

The umbellifers extort admiration rather for the perfec-
tion of their structure than for beauty or serviceableness in
a wild state. On the whole they rank as weeds, while some
are highly poisonous. But the cow-parsley in mass forms
one of the most distinctive charms of spring, and is eaten
by animals without harm. So is the stout leafy cow-
parsnip, which swells its gouty pink flower-stems under the
trampled shadow of the elms in the July pastures. Hemlock
and water-hemlock or cow-bane are the most dangerous mem-
bers of their tribe.  The spotted stems of hemlock distinguish
it clearly from cow-parsley, while water-hemlock grows by
running water, and is conspicuously the tallest of its family.
Much in the same way as the potato is a relative of the
deadly nightshade, the garden parsnip and carrot are both
members of the umbelliferous tribe, as a glance at their flowers
will show. The wild original of the carrot is very common
among the dry turf of cliffs and downs; as the flower fades
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the disc contracts into a cup, wherein we often see sitting a
spider. Wild parsnip is a scarcer native of similar ground, and
has an equally tough and meagre root-stock in the wild state.

The other discs of blossom, formed of cymes and
corymbs, belong to widely different groups of plants from the
umbellifers, as their whole growth and structure indicate. In
autumn they provide the birds with some of their richest
berries; and most of them, though not the guelders and
elders, belong to the same tribe as the apple and pear. They
are almost as ubiquitous in English scenery as they are con-
spicuous. Where the last solitary tree clings to some high
moorland dingle, it is usually a dwarfed and woody moun-
tain-ash, which spreads its mealy corymbs above the crow’s
nest wedged in its crown. Chalk downs are the favourite
home of the whitebeam, which has blossoms of a pearlier
whiteness, faintly scented like primroses in the soft May
weather. The tighter clusters of the guelder-rose open, stiffly
erect, by the white tracks in the same chalky landscapes ; it
is not until they bear the load of the autumn berries that the
stems bend to the whitebeam’s graceful curve. The water-
guelder shows a conflict of taste for the dry chalk soil and for
wet streamside hedges ; it is happiest where trenching in the
water-meadows turns up a white edge of chalk along the
stream, and its tastes for once can be combined. Its dull
white discs stretch on straggling boughs over the deep grass
where the corncrakes chide in the June evenings. The
discs of the water-guelder are formed of large barren flowers
on the circumference, almost concealing the small inner
blossoms which produce the berries. Like the blossoms of
the garden hydrangea, these flowers are blind ; they have
only rudimentary organs in the centre of the corolla ; and the
stamens and pistils of a flower have so much the appearance
of its living eye that the water-guelder looks best at a dis-
tance or in the dusk. It is precisely to serve as a distant or
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nocturnal signal that this border of infertile blossoms seems
to have been devised. The dead flowers—for organically
they are lifeless—draw insects to the living by their white-
ness ; and thus a comparatively small cluster of vital blossom
is enabled to compete with more conspicuous plants of
June. The garden box-rose or snowball-tree is the water-
guelder with fertility banished from the blossoms, and the
barren corollas thickened into a globe. Even in the dusty
fringes of towns the outbreak of large circles of creamy
blossom on the sparse rods of the elder brings a fugitive
luxuriance to the spot; and over the first-shorn hay-fields in
the midsummer twilight the elders hang in the calm evenings
like constellated planets, or toss like lamps in the wind.

We see no such show of white blossom again, once the elders
have faded.




JULY

Doves of the fir-wood walling high our red roof
Through the long noon coo, crooning through the coo.
Loose droop the leaves, and down the sleepy roadway
Sometimes pipes a chaffinch ; loose droops the blue,
Cows flap a slow tail knee-deep in the river,
Breathless, given up to sun and gnat and fly.
Nowhere is she seen ; and if I see her nowhere,
Lightning may come, straight rains and tiger sky.
GEORGE MEREDITH, Love in the Valley,

In early summer moonlight I have strayed

Down pass and wildway of the wooded hill,

‘With wonder as again the sedge-bird made

His old, old ballad new beside the mill.

And I have stolen closer to the song

That, lisp¢d low, would swell and change to shrill,

Thick, chattered cheeps that seemed not to belong

Of right to the frail elfin throat that threw

Them on the stream, their waker. There among

The willows I have watched as over flew

A noctule making zigzag round the lone,

Dark elm whose shadow clipt grotesque the new

Green lawn below. On softest breezes blown

From some far brake, the cruising fern-owl’s cry

Would stay my steps ; a beetle’s nearing drone

Would steal upon my sense and pass and die.’
RALPH HODGSON, T%e Sedge- Warbler.

THE COUNTRY CALENDAR

JULY has been called, along with August, one of the ‘mute months.’
The birds are silent, but the insects are noisy. It is rather one of
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the months when things stand still. The leaves on the trees are as
they were, only less fresh. The fruits hang ripening, and the corn
stands ripening, each in a passive way suffering the sun. July has
few distinctions of its own. When it surpasses June it also borrows
from it; and its glories of flower and its wealth of insect life are a
continuance rather than a beginning. Hay harvest probably drags
on, and the corn harvest just does not begin. Itis a between time
period. In colour, the flowers show very much more red and yellow
than prevailed in spring. That splendid tribe of butterflies, the
fritillaries, are a notable emer-
gence of the month. Julyhas
its extremes. It is, in volume,
the wettest month, for the July
showers have twice the weight
of water of the April showers;
and it is the hottest month.
We get in July the “first
faint, hesitant, elusive hints’ of
autumn.—‘ And then he flies
away.” The cuckoo gives the
first hint of migration, of depar-
ture; and other birds, especi-
ally the nightingales and duck,
seem to disappear. There is
silence and retirement, partly
because the energy of spring
YOUNG CUCKOO could not last and was ex-
hausting, partly because it is
the moulting time. The duck so moult that they are beyond the
power of flight. Other birds, preparing themselves for the great
flights across seas, drop their old and grow their new feathers in
pairs successively, so that flight is not in any way prevented. But
it becomes a bore, and the bushes are preferred.
It is astonishing how prominent a part St. Swithin, whose day
is the 15th, plays in weather lore. The most concise rhyme out of
many is this:

¢St. Swithin’s day if it do rain,
For forty days it will remain.
St: Swithin’s day an it be fair,
For forty days will rain nae mair.
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The foundation for the prophecy is this, that in mid-July if the
wet or westerly type of weather sets in, it is apt to remain. If the
dry or northerly type sets in, it too remains. July, that is, has a
certain constancy of its own. It is also tolerably constant to a
warm spell in the early part.

An old verse, containing a very true fact in economic natural
history, may be compared with the cuckoo rhyme :

‘A swarm of bees in May
Is worth a load of hay.
A swarm of bees in June
Is worth a silver spoon.
A swarm of bees in July
Is not worth a fly.

But when all is said of July it is the most gorgeous of all the
months, especially in the garden. It is the one month of real
summer that is plainly neither spring nor autumn.

Average temperature (July Ist), 61°5°.

Average rainfall, 243 inches.

July 1st. Sun rises 3.49 a.m.; sets 8.19 p.m,

CRAB-APPLE






AMONG THE GRASSES

WHEN the grass begins to sprout spring has come. When
the grass begins to wave it is summer. In winter the grass
seems scarcely to hide the earth and keep off the barren-
ness of the stony lifeless framework of the world. In
spring the soft greenness seems to announce the creation of
life out of matter. In a summer hay-field the richness and
fullness of the living principle are firmly established for all
time. A hay-field is exuberant of the vigour of growth.
You might think of it, as the mice and daddy-longlegs and
innumerable moths and spiders must regard it, as a great
forest undergrowth that has come up in a flash. The insects
hum over it in flocks, like pigeons over a grove. The thou-
sand shapes and colours of the grass-heads almost touch the
boughs of trees, which had looked through the winter like
umbrellas. The underspace is gone, as if, might one say,
the giant trees had waded in up to the hips. Pathways have
disappeared. A tumultuous surface of many colours varies
its infinite variety by ‘shifting the sun anew’ where the
wind swings and sways the bents. Itis opening an eye of
the imagination to watch this luxuriance of form and colour
directly from above. In such a hay-field the writer once

climbed along a curiously horizontal bough of a single elm,
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the tips of which had made contact with the grasses. Near
the tree, as often happens, kexes had gained some supremacy
over the grasses. To one looking down the underspace
was imbued with a green light of its own, soft and subdued,
belonging to another kingdom. As the eye grew used to this
light there became obvious a brown patch, which gradually
increased in distinctness, till the form and soft hues and bright
eye of a hen partridge on her nest stood clearly out. The
sun was hot on the field, though the light was low, and further
off the bough you could see the purple clover, and the yellow
trefoil, and even blue speedwell glinting in the green blades
below the waving heads. Looking more minutely you
became aware of the numerous little moths that would not
face a light so strong as prevailed above the seed-heads, but
moved, in preparation for the evening, upon the lower blades.
A picture, such as this, of the abundant life and variety of
this patch of the world, quite barren a few months ago, for
ever raises a hay-field into a great and wonderful world.

Before hay-cutting and after what a difference in the
expression of the country! The nap has grown over the
meadows by the slow gradation that nature loves, at any rate
in England. Itisshorn in these rapid days within forty-eight
hours. The grass lies for a day or two in the level ranks.
Then the tedders get to work, tossing it up as the paddle-
wheel tosses the water out of its quietude and green colour
into tumultuous white. W ithin a week, if the sun shines hot,
as even in England it may do, the hay-field is become quite
a lawn, bare and shaved and green.

No Englishman will deny the beauty of a lawn in this
country of lawns. The English downs are lovely lawns,
of which the cardinal delight is the short soft smooth
grass unbroken in colour, a Zepis vert of great dimensions,
an old bowling-green for giants, a boulevard in the strict
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sense of the word, which, from want of the proper pleasure
in a lawn, the French have altered till it stands for
an urban street. The lawn grass is as good for food as
for tired eyes. A horse would agree in regard to this form
of food that the nearer the bone the sweeter the meat. Itis
the short grass that is richest and most juicy. The bent,
which is the stem that carries a seed-head, is not comparable
with the green blade. But the bents have a beauty that
rivals even garden flowers, and the flower-heads which paint
the surface of a hay-field compass as many rich and delicate
shades as the feathers of a pheasant. Perhaps the worst
meadows in the farmer’s eyes are the loveliest. Over all the
face of the country is no more delicate effect of colour than
a slanting light through the ruddy, tawny heads of dock and
sorrel which flourish most in the sourest soil. For a com-
parison you would have to go to the sunset sky. As if the
two had some natural affinity the great moon daisies often
grow along with these feather-heads, and as the sun sinks
one summer evening the colour of the hay-field shifts from a
luminous red or cinnabar into a dull purple and then into
a net of stars. The less the light the more the moon
daisies come out into prominence, and the more the tints of
the bents disappear or merge into a monochrome.

Of all summer bouquets the village children pluck none
is more fine and delicate in form or colour than the bunches
of hay-field grasses. They are composed, one may say,
of mingled flower and fruit. The totter-grass —vernacular
in the Midlands for the commoner form quaking-grass—is one
of the prizes. Its flower and seed-heads keep up the ruddy
colour of the docks and sorrel, and its perpetual movement
gives thebouquetat thefield the shimmer thatkeeps the colours
shifting in the lightest breeze. But if you look close, and
pay such attention to each grass as you would pay to a flower,
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the heads are hardly less decorative one by one than they are
in the mass. But they want for the most part popular names.
g‘i,‘ These are more often given to
b plants or parts of plants that have
some curious, for preference some
grotesque, likeness to a different
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CATSTALL OR \:"% 3§ thing. The male catkin of the
TIMOTHY %j,’ R hazel is a lamb’s-tail. The female
7t flower is nameless. The seed of
*:; S the clematis has earned the plant
¥ the nickname of old-man’s-beard.
gf/ One of the least graceful of the
1 grasses is called fox-tail, and the

likeness to a fox’s brush is both
close and absurd. The crested
dog’s-tail, one of the most salient
grasses, is still more grotesque.
The totter-grass, with its heavy
heart-shaped head on the slenderest
thread, outdoes the aspen and
prompts experiment. But there is
no popular, not even an English
name, for many of the filigree grasses
“ of most delicate pattern. Daintiest
of all, perhaps, are the varieties of
poa that fall in a fine fringe, like
refined minijatures of the pampas.
Most of us are ignorant of these,
while we know well the stiff and
CRESTED'ooc.s-T/i\\‘tL‘ l woolly ‘Timothy.” The more grot-
esque is the more salient here as in
much English popular art. The grasses have evaded also
the poets. Tennyson’s ‘ Froth-fly on the fescue’is a great
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effort to bring into popular speech one of the most common
and useful grasses, whose flower or seed-heads we have most
of us seen, not without curiosity, enveloped by the lump of
froth that conceals the little grub in summer before it joins
the winged multitudes of autumn. *‘Twitch’ again we all
know. Because it is unpleasant to us we give it a humble
name. It creeps and crawls and roots itself again and again,
like a buttercup, and not at all in the way of a real grass,
which is sown broadcast by the lightest seed that is blown.
And it is the seed that is the crowning beauty of the grass.
The seed has the colour of the ruddy poplar catkins of
spring, and gives the full surface of the hay-field a richness
of tint that much surpasses, if you look close, even the glory
of the corn.

The haysel is a match for the harvest. Of all the feats of
colour in the hay none quite equals the lesser plantain, which
is the terror of the lawn but a great addition to the meadow.
The leaves may rise to a foot in length, and the flower-head
to two feet. This is hung with feathery dust of the subtlest
gradations of colour—white and fawn and browns that deepen
into lilac. For decorative purpose the plantain head could
scarcely be surpassed, and it contains a series of tints into
which the other grasses all fit. Men like to cut their hay
before the bulk of the grasses have ripened and shed their
light seeds, but some of the sorts are too early, too quick for
the mowers. The dog’s-tails still hang their heavy ponderous
heads to one side, and their stalwart stems are still too green
and luscious to be called bents. The oat-grasses are not
much more forward than the winter oats. All about the
roots of the tall plants, the sorrels and daisies, and perhaps
here and there kexes and moon daisies, the little bird’s-foot
trefoil is soft and green and hardly in flower, and all the
clovers are turgid with fresh moisture. The undergrowth is
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rich and juicy and still in growth, nor are most seeds on
more barren stalks ripe. But a soft unpalpable dust is
blown across the field, is
sowing itself even on the
roofs of houses and against
the east side of walls and
hedges miles away. In
every species there are
precocious plants which
anticipate the scythe and
cutter, but the mass of
this dust is shed from the
fox-tails, Most children,
and perhaps older chil-
dren, have enjoyed the
peculiar baby pleasure of
stroking off the silky seed
from these grey-green
heads, which mimic the
sallowcatkins more closely
than the fox’s brush.
How many seeds are
peculiarly delightful to
handle: the soft fox-tail
seed which you pull into
your palm; the hard dock
seed that you let trickle
through your fingers ; the
nut that you squeeze from
its patterned sheath ; the
smooth satisfaction of a
horse-chestnut before it is dulled by exposure. But in a
hay-field all your senses are satisfied. Presumably there are
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as pleasant hay-fields in other lands as in England, but it
is certain that the smell of ‘new-mown hay’is everywhere
regarded as English in a peculiar sense. The phrase is
established in the French
language and very freely used
though no phrase could be
easier to translate; and one
would say that the words have
nothing in them particularly
idiomatic. The truth is per-
haps that England is sweeter
than other countries, and
the new-mown hay is more
odorous of the season than
hay in other lands, where the
air is quite robbed by torrid
suns of the dampness that is
the medium of all sweet
scents. And the hay-fields
smell sweeter even than the
¢ Cottage gardens smelling every-

where,
Confused with smell of orchards,’

which Mrs. Browning selected
as the final beauty of Eng-
land’s ‘ripple ofland.” When
the grass has lain a day and
is becoming hay it is as if all
its sweets, which had been in some degree, as Bacon says,
“fast of their smells,” had found expression in a harmony of
scent that might be called orchestral. The lawn, sharply
contrasted in most ways with the hay-field, also yields its
scent, as Matthew Arnold—whose sense of smell was supreme
K
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—has accorded. He writes of ‘sweet heaps of fresh-cut
grass’ as well as of ‘scent of hay new mown.’

We see a new expression on the face of the country
when the hay is cut, but the change is a revolution to the
hordes of live things that have made the roots of the grasses
their home. If you use the scythe or follow the cutter you
will see rise along the swath a perfect cascade of flies and
moths. They shoot up into the air in alarm, but fall back
quickly as if to examine the extent of the damage. They
fall back and disappear wonderfully. You would think that
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their homes were quite ruined; but however close the blade
cuts in the hay-field there are left hills and hollows, pillars
and caves, big enough to make a world for much grander
creatures than these hosts of lepidoptera. But they are now
more vulnerable. Not seldom the wagtails discover the reaper
as the gulls discover the ploughs in autumn. You may see
one or two of them following behind, and dancing up and
down in the air, as if they were glass balls on the fountain of
little wings. They turn and twist and poise with more than
flycatcher skill, and seem a different bird from that which we
watch daily on the smooth lawn. Behind the mower they
do on the wing what on the lawn they do on their legs. The
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sudden running sallies, and quick stops, and sharp turns are
performed above the ground; and the long tail which looks
exaggerated, almost absurd, a Blondin pole of excessive
length, while the bird is running or strutting about on fine
lawns—this tail takes on the use and likeness of a third wing,
and more than a wing, a plane and a rudder, both ; with other
uses in the delicate art of momentary hovering. The insect
food is given the birds in such profusion at this juncture,
that they must be as fully gorged as an old trout in Mayfly
time, before they have gone the length of a swath.

How open to attack the creatures of the hay-field are
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when the mowers have passed may be in some measure
gathered from the change of bird population. Some par-
tridges are routed. It happens in places that nests are
cut up, and the old birds will sit so close that they are now
and again killed by the blade. There were finches, including
it is to be hoped goldfinches, flitting down from hedgerow
to the seed-heads. Now, in place of these the starlings
descend. They had perforated the grasses in winter for
grubs, and now they come to return to the charge more or
less intermitted during the period of long grass.

At night the owls have a harvest only less rich than that
of the wagtails. A hay-field is full of mice. You might
think that they would be banished if not killed by the
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mowers, but it is curious how very few the blade touches;
and you have to watch like an owl or hawk to catch a sight
of them. Under your very eyes they will creep and glide
through the rough grass stubble, and little nap of short soft
blades, in almost perfect concealment. But when the fear is
over, and their playtime comes, they are more visible and more
vulnerable. The kestrel and the barndoor-owl have easier
hunting ; and within a short while the inhabitants of the field
that have not grassy nests at the roots of the grasses
discover that their home is irretrievably damaged, and are
off to corn-field, or wood, or stackyard.




SPOTTED FLYCATCHERS

LEARNING TO FLY

As song dies down in June the abundance of bird life
increases; and in the last three weeks in the month the
garden shrubberies and other favourite nesting-places are
more densely peopled than at any other time of year. The
wave of birth has risen to its full height, and the forces of
destruction are only beginning to make away with the
annual superfluity. In a garden where many birds build,
there may easily be twenty-five times as many birds present
at midsummer as at the beginning of the nesting season in
March and early April. The resident birds have been
reinforced by many visitors and migrants, and the parents
are outnumbered by their young. The first young thrushes
and blackbirds of the April broods are now as large and
almost as active as their fathers and mothers; and the
stock of the young birds of the year ranges from these
lusty marauders of the fruit-beds to the last young wrens.
But owing to the inertness of most young birds even
after they have left the nest, it takes some time to realise
how thickly the bushes are peopled, and how unseen eyes
are gazing from every tree and tussock of undergrowth.
They are gazing, but not as a rule watching us; and this

vagueness of attention is one reason why the bushes can
141
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be so full of young birds without our noticing them. If
the younger fledglings had yet learnt fear of man and
domestic animals, they would fly from us, and all the copse
would be in a scurry, and the thickness of its population
be manifest. But when a young thrush or greenfinch or
water-wagtail leaves the nest without disturbance, it still
regards man without alarm; anxiety is left to its parents,
which often do their utmost in vain to wake it to a sense
of the perils latent in gardeners and exploring house-dogs.
While they screech and flutter a few yards from the object
of alarm, the young bird sits perfectly calm within a few
feet of it. Silence is eventually restored by the departure
of the intruder, if it is dog or man, or often in a more
disastrous manner if it is the cat. Young birds seem to
have no such instinctive fear of cats as monkeys are said
to have of snakes; they will wait quite placidly for their
doom. This is not the numbness of fascination; it is merely

the absence of perception. When

\;ﬁ our attention is attracted to a young

"f‘\\\;\\\ robin by a sudden cry from some

(S"\‘ \\\ bough close to our head, it is often

\‘53\ \“&\. evident that the little bird has a
}-

W very vague idea of what we are, and
S g
sometimes overlooks us altogether.
/&%‘W The round staring eye does not focus
/( a moving figure, or appear to dis-
tinguish it from the surrounding
shrubbery; it sees men as trees. If the bird is half
startled by the noise of a body pushing through the bushes,
it will shift its position on its perch, or sometimes flutter to
a new one, but still without discovering the intruder by

sight. It is curious to watch the sudden dawn of conscious-
ness in the eyes of a young bird when it does first appre-
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hend us as a detached and coherent body, distinct from
the surrounding scenery. Even then it usually displays a
spectator’s curiosity rather than any kind of alarm.

The sudden explosive calls which burst intermittently from
the inner shades of the garden shrubberies at midsummer
are not expressions of fear, but a blind demand for food—
the primitive germ of all language. Young thrushes and
blackbirds utter a metallic squawk; young robins a kindred
but shriller cry. Before
they leave the nest broods
of young starlings utter a
thythmical strident chorus
which rises as they hear
the parent bird’s approach,
and dies down again as it
departs with its low note
of satisfied activity. Broods
of white owls under the
church roof raise a louder
and harsher tumult of the
same kind; sparrows in
the ivy cheep more shrilly ;
and young martins in the
eaves make a murmuring -
stir. Some of the noisiest SRS
of all woodland birds as
they gain their feathers are
little woodpeckers. Young green woodpeckers shout from
their hole, in some rotten beech or oak bough, so loud that
they can be heard for a hundred and fifty yards. Their cry
is more like that of the adult great spotted woodpecker,
or the wryneck, than the free laughing note of their parent.
One of the brood often climbs to the mouth of the hole, and

et

YOUNG GREAT SPOTTED WOODPECKERS
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peers in the entry as it calls. Young great spotted wood-
peckers make a loud but more confused din, more like the
burden of the starling’s brood ; it is curious to see the boldly
pied woodpecker cling beneath the hole, and feed the young
heads clustering in the door. Young cuckoos pursue their
puny foster-parents with a petulant cry too thin for their
burly bodies; it seems as though they had stolen a young
hedge-sparrow’s or meadow-pipit’s voice, as well as its
heritage. The more we listen at midsummer, the more the
whole world simmers with the voices of callow nestlings

YOUNG CUCKOO

and fledglings; life rises in them to hymn the longest day,
and only too quickly dies down as the light declines.

Nature quickly sets to work to select her chosen few
from the multitude of her offspring. Among nearly all
birds the worst enemy is stormy weather. In a wet, cold
May and June so many eggs and young birds perish in
the nest that their numbers are more than decimated before
the time for the general emergence upon the world; and
then the flood of life at midsummer is greatly reduced,
and the garden shrubbery may miss that haunted week or
fortnight when every bough has eyes. Cats, rats, and owls
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destroy myriads of young birds every year; but still more
perish through wind and weather. Hunger combines with
cold and wet to starve them, for the insect food which
predominates in the diet of most nestlings and fledglings
is scarce and hard to come by in stormy weather; and
even the most active parents can bring them least to eat just
when they need most.

Young birds, such as partridges and moorhens, which
leave the nest almost as soon as they are hatched, are far
more alert than the vacuous little thrushes and robins, but
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they have not much more fear of man. We have seen
a little dabchick paddle straight across a river to a man
standing on the bank, much as a very young lamb will run
to a stranger, from the impression that anything alive and-
moving must be friendly. Besides terrestrial enemies young
water-birds are exposed to the greed of pike. Each pair of
moorhens probably produces an average of about twenty
young in the season; for they nest from March to August,
and in that time bring off two or three broods, and lay from
six to thirteen eggs. Yet the moorhen, though an abundant,
is not an increasing species; and the residue over the
annual wastage of the adult birds is sacrificed annually to
cold weather and predaceous enemies. There is no percep-
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tible relation between the number of eggs laid by any
species of bird and the obvious risks to which it is exposed.
Pheasants may lay a dozen eggs or more, plovers lay four,
and the nightjar only two. Yet all these eggs are laid on
the open ground, and young nightjars are born more help-
less than either young plovers or pheasants. Young birds
nursed to maturity in holes, in banks, or trees would seem
to be safeguarded against half the risks of infancy. Yet the
kingfisher lays eight eggs, the blue tit ten or a dozen, or
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YOUNG NIGHTJARS

even more, against the woodpigeon’s pair; and while tits
are stationary, and kingfishers perhaps declining over the
country as a whole, woodpigeons have prodigiously multi-
plied within living memory.

The education of the midsummer fledglings goes on
apace; they soon become worldly-wise and distrustful of
humanity. Before the mock orange-blossom has ceased to
drench the walks with its heady odour of the solstice, the
eyes have vanished from the bushes. Already thinned, the
nimbler troops of young fare forth with their parents to wider
feeding-grounds ; and so, like the faintest movement of the
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ebb-tide in a brimmed sea-channel, the autumn migration
is already distantly begun. Mixed troops of old and young
birds appear in the new-cut hay-fields, pecking at the seeds
of the fallen flowers, or feeding on the insects laid bare in
the swaths and stubble. Plumage grows hard to distinguish,
though not so hard as when the old birds are in full moult in
July ; and some of the young ones wear curious and freakish
liveries. Young willow-wrens, for example, flit among the
currant-bushes in suits almost as yellow as a tit’s or wagtail’s;
and in spite of their insectivorous reputations they do not
always spare the fruit. It seems more natural to see young
blue and great tits in bright suits of yellow and green. With

YOUNG GREAT TITS

them the chief point worth notice is that they adopt their
parents’ gay colours so early, whereas many other young birds
do not gain the full adult plumage for months or even years.
The first plumage of young robins is a dull brown, flecked
with tawny spots, and few of the young birds which are
brought up in open nests, whether in boughs or on the ground,
present a close likeness to the adult plumage in their first
summer. More uniformity is observable in the case of birds
which nest in holes. Even the young wagtails, which are
usually nested in open and unsheltered cavities, have a plain
family likeness to their parents. The little pied wagtail newly
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strayed from the nest is fascinating in its immature parti-
coloured suit ; though it has the blurred markings and rather
impure colours which are characteristic of all young birds.
The young blue and great tits are like smudged copies of the
adult birds, though the likeness does not bear exact compari-
son; and young woodpeckers and kingfishers also wear the
bright colours of their clans. In a broad way we seem to see
here the working of a principle of natural selection, which
weeds out bright colours among the young hatched in more
exposed situations, and allows them finer development when
the little birds are nursed in sheltered holes. The same prin-
ciple roughly holds good of the hen birds. Hen tom-tits and
kingfishers and woodpeckers are nearly as bright as their
mates, but there is a great difference between the-sexes of
blackbirds and pheasants.

Young kingfishers appear from the nesting-holes at very
different dates during spring and summer, but most often
towards the end of June. They sit solemnly in a row on a
rail or outstretched bough by the waterside, and wait to be
fed with the same vacant self-absorption as the young robins
and thrushes in the shady garden shrubbery. All about
them in fine June weather the boughs and sedges of the
river teem with life. The air swarms with insects, and with
birds busily devouring them. Life and death jostle each
other with doubly concentrated fierceness at this time of
year. If happiness depended on length of days, it would be
a dark world for the majority of these young birds and
dancing flies ; but mankind is too apt to view nature by his
own standards, and to demand for all alike the fullness of
his threescore years and ten. The little kingfisher which
perishes in a rainstorm after a week of bright June weather
by the waterside is no fit object of pity because its day was
so brief. It saw the sun, and felt the stir of life, albeit per-
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haps quite unconsciously, and its existence was not in vain,
Most of the pity evoked by the natural incidence of death
among animals is really a form of egoism. Men are reluc-
tant to recognise that their personal views and tastes are not
a universal law; and this intellectual pride is often rein-
forced by the objection to face death in nature because it
hurts our own feelings. We sometimes read letters in the
newspapers demanding the removal of tramps and beggars
from the streets, not out of any consideration for the welfare
of the vagabonds, but because it is painful to passers-by to

YOUNG KINGFISHERS

see them in their wetness and rags. This is simply selfish-
ness in a thin veil of philanthropy, and it often finds its
counterpart in the attitude of men towards nature. We can-
not huddle the forces of death out of sight, as we can the
broken men and women on the Thames Embankment; but
we invest them with a sense of horror and injustice which is
not truly theirs.

Such thoughts rise naturally in the heart of the June
day, but do not cloud it for any one who has learnt to face
them fairly. If the best use of life is in busy activity, as we
mostly now hold, young birds, at any rate, do not long waste
their time. Day by day the sandpipers follow their parents
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more nimbly, skimming by the midsummer stream, where
the water-grasses rise tall around the sand-spits; and the
young finches, watching on the bough, grow fewer, and turn
into busy hunters in the fields. Gradually the young birds
learn to feed themselves ; usually they seem to learn readily
after the first few days, by imitating their parents, but some-
times the children are backward, and the old birds have to
coax them to peck at some insect tit-bit, instead of feeding
them from beak to beak. Birds never appear in a prettier
light than when the fledgling is itself old and clothed
enough to be pretty, and the parents still feed the spoilt child
which follows them, and begs with trembling wings and
body. The quarrelsome and vulgar cock-sparrow becomes
a tender father, chewing up the cake-crumbs that we throw
him at tea-time on the lawn, and so softening them before he
gives them to his young. It is noticeable that only one
young sparrow is as a rule tended by the old birds in this
affectionate way. This helps to explain why the young one
depends so long on its parents, since it monopolises the
parental care which would have been distributed among a
larger family, and becomes rather * spoilt’ and helpless. But
it also illustrates the swiftness with which the forces of
destruction act upon nestling and fledgling birds. Broods of
young sparrows usually run from three to six; and yet, by
the time that they should have been fit to fend for them-
selves in the outer world, we often see only a solitary
survivor.

Birds’ flight is by some regarded as an instinctive gift,
while other naturalists have given fanciful accounts of the
care with which young birds are taught to fly by their
parents, The truth seems to lie between the two views,
and the readiness of young birds to fly seems much greater
in the case of the smaller species. Every field naturalist or
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bird-nesting boy must over and over again have startled a
fledged brood of blackbirds, or linnets, or water-wagtails
from the nest for the first time, and seen them flutter in all
directions from the bush or stump. They are ready to fly,
and fly they can and do, though not far or strongly; and
this may be fairly called an instinctive power, though it needs
practice before it is perfect. Practice chiefly comes in the
case of these smaller birds by imitation of the parents; as
the water-wagtails flit from stone to stone, and beach to
beach, in finding food for the young, the young ones follow
them. We seldom see small birds coaxing their young to
fly, by fluttering before them in the air, or taking flight just
ahead of them, and looking back to see if they are following.
But from time to time we do see little devices of this kind
among larger birds, which seem to know that they are
heavier, and have the same instinctive fear of a fall as men
and other flightless animals. Alpine choughs can be watched
making many cackling attempts to lure out a brood of
young from a precipice hanging above a snowfield; and
though the adult choughs frequent the top of the Matter-
horn for scraps from the climbers’ lunches, the young ones
show little readiness to take to the air. The efforts of the
old birds to make them fly may fairly be described as teach-
ing, though of a rather clumsy and helpless kind. The
larger the bird the more it seems to need the stimulus of
example, if not of deliberate parental encouragement, to
learn to use its wings. After one has watched many birds
the impression is gained that while the smaller kinds, such as
thrushes and finches, would learn to fly if they were left
entirely to themselves—if they were suddenly deported, say,
to some desert island—the larger species would not, or at
least would proceed by very slow stages, and would take
more than one generation before they reproduced their



152 SUMMER

ancestors’ skill. Vultures are among the finest of all fliers;
but an interesting account of the difficulty with which a
young adopted vulture learnt the art was contributed to a
French journal by the late Captain Ferber, who was himself
killed while flying. It is worth quoting at some length, as
one of the best of the observations on this subject, con-
/ ducted by men with
a personal acquaint-
ance with the pro-
blem: ‘Some time
ago my friend, Cap-
tain Detroyat, wrote
tome: “My brother-
in-law, M. Sala, and
myself have just suc-
ceeded in catching a
young vulture in the
Pyrenees. Heisless
than six months old,
and the spread of his
wings is already 2-2
metres. But he is
quite unable to fly,
4 and he is not even

ALFINEICHOUCES come to the point of
progressing by flighty jumps. What shall we do? Shallwe
tie a string round his neck, and train him on Archdeacon’s
principle by towing from a motor-boat, or shall we push him
into the air from the ‘pylon’ of the Aero Club?” I
replied (says Captain Ferber) as follows : ““ The case is a
most interesting one, and I should imagine that what is the
matter with the bird is that he has not had an opportunity
of being taught by his parents. You be his father and
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photograph his attempts. But don’t tie him to a motor-
boat. It might be bad for his health. You might push
him off the roof, and if he flies it will show that his instinct
suffices. If he does not fly, it will be plain that he needs a
rational course of instruction.”

*Captain Detroyat did as recommended, and the result of
his observations was as follows: ‘“On the 15th of Sep-
tember the vulture, who answers to the high-sounding name
of Coco, weighed 9 kilogrammes, and measured 2'2 metres
from tip to tip of his wings, with a maximum width of ‘5
metre. This is approximately a square metre of surface.
According to the shepherds who brought him in, and by
plotting out a curve of the rate at which his weight
increased, it was probable that the date of his birth fell in
the previous April. He is unable to fly, and can hardly
toddle.

“¢‘Coco’ is not altogether wild. Indeed, he is so little
wild that it is impossible to frighten him enough to make him
run. At the end of September he tried his wings several
times, very much like a recruit going through his ‘extension
motions,” on the top of a pot full of flowers to the very
great damage of the latter, but without daring to fly to the
ground. One day he was sufficiently venturesome to
attempt gliding from the top of a table or seat with his
wings spread out like a parachute. After that his progress
was made by practising flying jumps. This period was very
long. In spite of the efforts of his adopted father, he could
not be induced to start and practise gliding from the top of
a 2-metre wall which surrounded a field. He was so unen-
terprising that he was finally pushed off a roof, but to
every one’s great surprise it was then found that ‘Coco’
really could not fly. He fell like a lump after having spread
his wings in a vague and undetermined sort of way. I was

I
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unable to believe that this was really the case, so I tried
again. The second time he fell head down on the gravel
just about five metres from the spot vertically under the
point at which he started. Unfortunate bird! I heartily
begged his pardon, for he was really very much afraid, and
in consequence he had a heart attack, and was very ill the
whole evening afterwards.

¢« By the 4th of October he was getting on nicely, and was
practising from the top of a hen-house, where he tried his
wings for a long time, and ultimately glided down from the
eminence to a distance of 15 metres, where he landed like a
big chicken. Next he was taken out into the middle of a
big field without trees and incited to run like Santos Dumont
at Bagatelle, during which time he got gradually more
courageous.

¢« He commenced by jumping on his feet and beating his
wingsat the same time. These jumps became more frequent,
and increased in length and speed without greatly increasing
his height according as the speed he got up permitted, till
finally he got up sufficient speed in his last jump to leave the
ground definitely, and to continue gliding along at 14 metres
above the surface. In this way he covered 3o metres at the
run, and then 100 to 150 metres flying, exactly like Santos
Dumont. He had come to the point at which he was pro-
ceeding from flight to flight.

¢« Another series of experiments which he carried out con-
sisted of jumping into the air 3 or 4 metres. To induce him
to do this, we placed him in a small yard which was walled
in on three sides by buildings, the fourth being closed up by
a wall of 2} metres in height. He disliked remaining in this
little courtyard, and, after two or three jumps and beating
with his wings, he succeeded in rising high enough to get on
the top of the wall, from which he glided down into the field.
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How did he get out of this narrow space when he found it so
difficult to rise from the ground in an open field? Possibly
some current of air between the buildings assisted him, or
perhaps necessity made his efforts more violent. The point
has not been decided.

¢“Finally,on the 1 3th of October he had become a ‘master.’
He flew 200 or 300 metres through the air and returned to
his point of departure, z.e. his pen, without allowing himself
to be tempted away by his wild brothers in the mountains.
At this date he weighed 10 kilogs., while the stretch of his
wings was 2°55 metres. Gradually his absences from home
increased in length, but he always came back without
becoming in any way wilder.

¢« Unfortunately, he had not the dread of mankind
possessed by his wild brothers of the mountains, and one
of those brutes with a gun, who must kill everything they can
get near, succeeded in approaching him as he was sitting on
a rock, thinking no harm of any one, and shot him dead.
The ‘sportsman’ was rather astonished on approaching the
dead vulture to find a rose-coloured ribbon round his neck.”’

The comparative unreadiness of the large birds to take
to the air as compared with small ones is very interesting
when taken in connection with the fact that the biggest birds
do not fly at all. The archeopteryx, or earliest fossil bird
that can fairly be called a bird and not a reptile, is about the
size of a crow; and we must take it that from this stem birds
increased in size, as well as diminished, until they came to a
point at which their young could not be got to flyat all. We
usually speak of the ostrich or the great auk as having ‘lost’
the power of flight, but it would probably be truer to say
that they failed to acquire it. The explanation of the flight-
lessness of the largest birds is not easy. It does not seem to
be due to the mechanical difficulty of supporting a given
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weight by a physically practicable wing surface; expert
opinion holds that the problem ought theoretically to be
easier with a larger bird than with a small one, since in the
smaller bird’s wing there is so much more waste margin to
the area. One plausible explanation is that since the power
of the living engine must be supplied by food, it would be
impossible for an ostrich to eat enough to make good the
waste of the extremely powerful muscles which depress the
wings of birds in flight. The failure is thus one of the
digestive processes, in spite of the fact that the ostrich’s
digestion is not upset by bits of metal. But the reluctance
of the young vulture, and even of the young choughs, to
trust themselves to the air suggests that the real reason of
the flightlessness of the largest birds may be found in the
familiar perils of the law of gravity. The danger of falling
is greater for big birds than small ones; while the newly-
hatched duckling can drop safely from a tree, such a fall kills
the young rook. Possibly there came a point in the develop-
ment of the larger species when they feared to practise flight
at all, or when all those who did try it in their unskilful youth
perished, and the remainder became hereditary pedestrians or
divers. It may be some consolation for the loss of human
life in learning to fly that it is not always a safe or simple
process even for birds. Birds, indeed, are too intelligent and
adaptive a race to possess the sort of security that comes of
living by instinct.



CORNFIELD FLOWERS

THERE are nc weeds in a virgin wilderness, and the briar
and the thorn are as truly the children of nature as the vine
and the fig. Weeds came into being when mankind began
to till the earth; and they are simply the plants which com-
pete persistently with the crops on cultivated soil. To the
farmer in his strictest moods every plant in a cornfield is a
weed except the wheat ; but the weeds of English cornfields
include some of the brightest, as well as the most delicate,
of our wild flowers. Scarlet is the most brilliant of
all colours, and the only scarlet flowers found in this country
are both blossoms of the corn. The corn poppy blazing
among the swelling ears of corn in July has a shy counter-
part close to the ground in the little red pimpernel. But
even the pimpernel tends to decline from the true brilliance
of scarlet, and to bear flowers of a duller red; while the
small corn poppy, though it is so like the more abundant
species that it is little more than a dwarf variety, often
bears blossoms which are nearer rose than true scarlet, and
recall red window-curtains faded in the sun.

Poppies and corn marigolds and the hemp-nettles and

most other cornfield flowers are attracted by a broken and
157
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friable soil, and are therefore found among the corn. If
England were all wild land, they would be far less numer-
ous, and would only be found on the banks of torrents, the
bare and rain-washed flank of hills and cliffs, and other spots
where for one reason or
another there was a
stretch of bare grit or
gravel on porous soil,
Many of them can still
be found in the old
places, just as house-
martins nest here and
there on the face of a
rock ; but the right soil
is formed so seldom with-
out the aid of man that
many of the common
cornfield flowers would
be scarce plants if it
were not for cultivation.
Marsh plants tend to
decline in a civilised
country, because man
sets himself steadily to
drain and transform their
haunts; but under the
same process plants of
well-drained and broken
ground thrive and multiply, because the process of tillage
turns every piece of arable ground into a congenial home.
Cornfield plants also receive the largest accession of
foreign immigrants. Corn is imported in increasing
quantities for food, while seeds of many kinds are purchased
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abroad for English fields and gardens. Other seeds are
introduced accidentally, in the litter used to pack foreign
bales and parcels, in fodder, and in other ways. The seeds
of foreign cornfield plants come in with the corn, and fall
from the railway trucks in which it is transported, or about
the doors of granaries and warehouses. In such places,
especially along the permanent way of the rail, they find the
dry and broken soil which they need; and railway lines are
a frequent place for finding exotic cornfield weeds. The
seeds imported among more varied merchandise have the
same opportunity of distributing themselves as they are
jolted on their way by rail ; but our imports of foreign corn
and foreign farm and garden seeds are the chief means of
distributing foreign weeds.

Since cornfield flowers like light and broken ground, it
is not surprising that they are found in greatest variety on
sandy and chalky soils, and mostly avoid the heavy clays.
Once a stiff clay land has been brought into good cultivation,
it is easier to keep it free from weeds than most other soils.
Even when it is allowed to become very foul from the
farmer’s point of view, there is nothing like the same variety
of weeds as on a lighter soil, though they may be stronger
and more abundant. The common plume-thistle blooms
and seeds thickly amongst the straggling corn; coltsfoot
spreads its broad leaves, and if the state of the field is very
bad the dismal tribe of docks competes in monotonous
variety. Once the coltsfoot blossom is over, in early spring,
there is little to delight the eye among the wild plants of a
cornfield on the clays; for even the plume-thistle is the
most commonplace in habit and colour of all its tribe. On
lighter soils the presence or absence of lime makes its usual
striking difference in the character of the weeds. The
brilliant golden corn marigold abhors lime, and is as un-
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familiar on the chalk and limestone soils as it is abundant
on many grits and sands. Blue corn-flowers prefer a sandy
soil without lime, and so does the purple corn-cockle, and
the little branching spurry, which is one of the most familiar
though unobtrusive of cornfield flowers. Yellow charlock
and white wild radish prefer one of the calcareous soils,
having the appetite for lime which marks the turnip tribe ;
and charlock abounds especially on the chalk soils, which are
usually lighter than those on limestone. The pretty pink
convolvulus is a very tolerant weed, and will thrive in any
soil that is not too wet or heavy; but it particularly loves the
sandier lands, finding in them the perfection of porous light-
ness which it only partly enjoys on the loams spread over
the chalk downs. It can make itself very happy in looping
and twisting about the grasses and knapweeds on a rough
bank; but the stems of corn form perfect natural props for
its aspiring bines, and it clasps them as tightly as the elm is
clasped by the ivy.

Broad blood-red stains of poppy are most abundant in
June and July on the sandy soils ; but they also form one of
the great sheets of colour which are the peculiar glory of the
chalk countries. The chalksoil itself is of the most exquisite
richness and delicacy after rain. The white underlying
rock blends with the red upper loam in varying proportions
where the plough has shorn it, until the bare fallow is flushed
and dappled with roan. After a wet night at midsummer, a
bare chalk fallow is as beautiful in the distance as a field of
sainfoin. Then there is sainfoin itself, with the tints of
clouded rose in its massed blossoms. This is so firmly estab-
lished on the chalk that it often appears as a cornfield weed.
Crimson clover spreads a deeper and purer stain; it is
curiously lucent at dusk, and glows on into the mid-
summer twilight as long as there is any light at all. It is a
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favourite summer crop of the light chalk soils, and not a wild
cornfield flower, except for a stray bloom here and there;
but its crimson is inseparable in the landscape from the con-
trasted stains of poppies flagrant with scarlet, and charlock
massed yellow as sulphur against the sky. The magnificence
of these sheets of colour is almost incredible ; and to any one
who revisits the chalk countries after absence they are
almost as astonishing as ever, after the comparative dullness
of the colours even at midsummer among farms on other
kinds of soil. Nature shows a complete indifference in
bestowing her glories on the thrifty and the unthankful
crop. The clover and the charlock and the poppy alike
excel the glories of Solomon, irrespective of the part they
play in the economy of man.

¢ The sleep-flower sways in the wheat its head,
Heavy with dreams, as that with bread’

—but if its splendour of colour were only as portable as the
grain, that pure dream of scarlet would sell dearer in cities
than any opium.

Besides the supreme stains of charlock and poppy, the
colours of other cornfield flowers are splashed on the land-
scape at times with a heavy brush. Corn-flowers dapple the
fields on sandy soil with their deep but brilliant blue. The
same lands are often stained golden yellow with the corn-
marigold ; and purple corn-cockle and tall white campion, as
well as the scarlet poppy, variegate a crop of vetches or
almost hide a growing field of roots. Mayweed, or common
camomile, covers many arable fields with its coarse green
tufts and large daisy-like flowers; but it is too low-growing
to compete successfully with the rising corn, and is commonest
in root-fields and among garden crops. It has no exclusive
taste for any one soil, and when it appears on chalk it conspicu-
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ously lacks the peculiar grace of growth that all the chalk
plants share in greater or less degree. When corn-flower and
corn-marigold and poppies and some white flower like campion
or mayweed are thickly mingled in a field of vetches at mid-
summer, their pure, fresh colours in contrast give a peculiar
sense of gaiety to the scene. The filmy and brooding
purples of later summer are still absent, though every day
the earliest field scabious may open on the grassy balks
with its signal of the year’s decline. The mixture of blue,
yellow, white, and scarlet tells of the longer days, and
summer still light-hearted and waxing; and we enjoy the
June scene while there is time. A little later, when the
midsummer burst of blossom is over, the first small flocks
of goldfinches come to pick the ripening seeds from the
fading corn-flower blossoms. Their crimson heads and
striped golden wings flash as they flutter at the bending
flowers ; and the contrast of their own bright hues with the
blue blossoms is one of the most beautiful spectacles in the
summer fields.

All these blossoms are conspicuous for brilliance and
mass; but there are many pleasant cornfield flowers which
must be sought before they can be enjoyed. They bloom
shyly among the roots of the corn, in the shadowed and
shifting sunshine. Heart’s-ease or field pansy is one of the
most attractive of these smaller plants; there is a suggestion
of a little catlike face which makes the blossom quaint and
fascinating. It is very variable in colour, and produces
almost endless combinations of purple and yellow and white.
This is a distinct plant from the mountain pansy of Wales
and the north, which grows on the open turf, and has a
rather larger blossom, with purer though still variable
colours. The small-flowered field pansy is another common
cornfield species, with dwarfed blossoms which might be
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taken for deformed specimens of the larger kind. Pansies
are a form of violets, unless we choose to say that violets
are a form of pansies; and these ill-developed blossoms of
the small field pansy have a suggestive likeness to the
unpetalled blossoms of the sweet violet, which produce the
seed. As the cornfield pansy recalls the widely different
scenes where the mountain heart’s-ease blooms on the lofty
turf, so the little blue scorpion-grass suggests the forget-
me-not by the June rivers. The
scorpion-grass is plainly a kind of
forget-me-not; but it is pinched
and almost minute in growth, to
suit the more arid conditions of the
sandy or chalky cornfields where
it grows. The whole growth is
sparer, the blossoms are smaller,
and of a less full and limpid blue,
and the leaves and stem are
covered with the dry bristly down
which so often helps to protect
plants growing in hot, dry situations
from the thirsty beams of the sun,
by checking too free transpiration
through the vegetable pores.
Venus’s comb and Venus’s looking-glass are a dainty
couple of cornfield flowers often found not apart on chalky
soils. Venus’s comb is one of the chervils and cow-parsley
tribe, and has the typical finely cut leaves and unusually
small clusters of white blossoms. These expand on fruiting
into a bunch of long-pointed seed-vessels like the teeth of a
comb; while, when regarded separately, they have given
the little plant its other name of shepherd’s needle. Venus’s
looking-glass is more fancifully entitled ; for a name which




164 SUMMER

might very well fit the round shining seed-heads of the
garden honesty has been given to a little campanula with
purple starry blossoms. The special feature of the plant is
its large, swollen seed-capsules, which are as fully developed
when the flower first opens as they are in most plants when
it fades.

Mouthed or lipped flowers are represented among the
smaller cornfield species by several attractive little plants.
Of the snapdragon tribe, in which the lip of the flower is
tightly closed, there are two minute examples in the least
toadflax and the fluellin. The least toadflax is a wiry, bushy
dwarf, often only some three or four inches high; its flowers
are of the typical tight-lipped pattern, with the lower jaw
yellow and the rest of the blossom purple. Fluellin is a
creeping plant with long stems, and broad leaves set alter-
nately on the opposite sides. The blossoms are spurred as
well as jawed, like the toadflaxes; and small as they are
they are conspicuous from the sharp contrast between the
deep purple or crimson-brown of the upper lip and the yellow
lower one. Often the leaves are sharply angled, like an
arrow-head, and this makes the plant more noticeable among
the corn or late summer stubble ; but they are often smoothly
oval. Sharp-leaved fluellin and round-leaved fluellin are
frequently separated as two distinct species; but gradations
between the two forms can be found so freely in the same
field, and even on the same plant, that they can hardly be
regarded as more than very inconstant varieties. As for
open-lipped or ‘labiate’ flowers, the most striking cornfield
representative of that ample tribe is the large-flowered hemp-
nettle, which grows among the oats and barley in Scottish
glens and wet Welsh valleys. It is a large yellow dead nettle,
splashed with purple, and a more handsome flower than the
yellow nettle, or archangel, of English hedges in May. The
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narrow-leaved hemp-nettle is a very characteristic plant of
chalky cornfields in the south. This is a little branching
plant, usually about six inches high, with clusters of rosy
flowers marked on the lip with a white or yellow spot. It is
usually as neat and compact as the common hemp-nettle of
the hedges is lax and straggling. The difference of habit is
so great that the resemblance of the corn hemp-nettle to the
better-known kind is often masked. Closely allied to the
hemp-nettles are sundry cornfield species of red dead nettle,
which distinguish themselves from the common red nettle of
summer gardens and winter rubbish-heaps by a sparer and
smaller growth.

As midsummer passes, and the corn reaches its full
height, the deep purple blossoms of the greater knapweed
begin to spread their flat fringes a little beneath the swelling
ears. Simultaneously the first lilac flowers of the field
scabious open a little higher and nearer the light. Each of
these cornfield flowers has a meadow counterpart. The
black knapweed, which country people call hardheads, is a
very common weed in the pastures throughout later summer ;
and the small scabious blooms on the down from midsummer
onwards, while later summer brings the devil's-bit scabious in
rough or clayey pastures. But the field scabious and greater
knapweed are each the largest and most graceful of their
families ; the greater knapweed has a clean-cut leaf, and a
general distinction of colour and outline which the scrubby
‘hardhead ' lacks. But they are not wholly welcome when
they appear in the corn, even to the nature-lover with no
direct interest in the cleanness of the crop. Their purple
blossoms mark the gradual shortening ,of the days; and
though they make a new and graver contrast with the tints
of beeswax kindling in the ears of corn, they dispel the
bright midsummer harmony that we noticed in the vetch-






PURPLE EMPEROR

BUTTERFLY FLIGHT

IN July the woods and downs still keep much of the
freshness of midsummer among their flowers and verdure,
although the garnished hay-crop has fallen, or is fast falling,
and the foliage of the forest trees has caught a deep bronzed
green from the sun. As earlier and later in the year, the
butterflies are in harmony with their time. July has no
species so exquisitely tinged with kindling freshness as the
orange-tip of May; but the deep red and sepia of the
peacocks and red admirals of the August and September
gardens would be even more untrue to its mature but still
sanguine richness. Now the purple emperor sails in the high
sun of the dog-days round the oaks in the heart of the
woods, and the pure white stripes of the white admiral
flicker in the shadows arched with honeysuckle. There is
no hint of deepening autumn languor in the motion or
the colour of those beautiful wings as there is in the Van-
essee of early autumn; and if the orange-tips have vanished
with the cuckoo-flowers, the marbled whites with their cool
chequered wings of milk-white and umber come forth for the
first time, and float about the yellow fennel-heads by the
paths on the downs and wolds.

The flight of the male purple emperors round their chosen

M
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oaks is one of the proudest and most graceful spectacles in
summer life. It differs from the flight of any bird. Birds
soar and glide in high air, regardless for the time being
of any perch or stay; and for power and grandeur the flight
of a great hawk excels that of any insect, as is only due to
its size. But the peculiar beauty of the purple emperor’s
flight is the way in which it is linked to the large contours of
the tree’s upper boughs, and in particular to a few favourite

THE HAUNT OF THE PURPLE EMPEROR

perches. From these it leaps high aloft, sweeps and circles
round a friend or rival with the ceremonious grace of
the tournament, rides on outstretched wings as the Vanessz
ride round the autumn dahlia-heads, and again stoops flashing
to its perch. All is still for a few moments, and we only
hear the solemn drone of the innumerable insects of the
sunshine. Then the purple emperor is off and up again,
quickly followed by another from a hitherto unnoticed perch ;
as they flick their wings against the sky over the oak-crown,
the purple iridescence and pure white spots and bands
start momentarily into sharp relief. Another beautiful
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movement is when they mount across the high folds of the
boughs, sweeping in and out of the knolls and depressions
of the foliage as a swallow skims over the undulating
mustard blossom in thedowns. So the proud game of flying
goes on through all the hot hours in the July woods; and
the peculiar relation of the butterfly’s flight to the lines of its
favourite tree seems gradually to shape the tree before our
eyes, like a fine piece of sculpture, and adds beauty to the
oak as to its owner.

Purple emperors are not bred on oaks, as are the little
purple hairstreaks which play at being purple emperors in
the same weeks. The eggs are laid, and the caterpillars live
for nearly a year on the sallows, which in many damp and
clayey oak woods lift their brittle and lowly boughs among
the undergrowth. Nor when the butterflies emerge do they
always set their thrones upon an oak; a chestnut is fairly
often chosen, and occasionally some other tree. But usually
it is the king of trees that is chosen by this royal butterfly,
and there seems a natural fitness in the choice. The brilliant
bluish-purple gloss is a prismatic or iridescent colour, and
at certain angles the wings appear dark brown, though finely
decorated with the white bands and splashes. The empress,
though larger, has no such gloss; she is not a brilliant
butterfly, though she is a distinguished one with her large
contrasted markings. Nor does she sport in flight about
the oaks with the males’ activity; she rests much longer
on her perch, which is sometimes much closer to the ground.
In dull weather she may sometimes be found almost torpid
on some branch at the edge of a wood or woodland ride.
The taste of these royal butterflies for carrion is almost
a classical example of a lapse from magnanimity, but it is
not so fixed a weakness as is often supposed. When they
come to the gamekeeper’s gibbet, or settle upon filth on the
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ground, it is usually in dry woods in droughty summers, when
other moisture is rare. Like blues and common whites, in
the July heats they will suck spilt water or oozing earth
when they can find it; and if they can feed in this way,
baits of carrion are usually set in vain.

White admirals and purple hairstreaks might be imagina-
tively regarded as the purple emperor’s queens and princelets.
There is much of the ‘royal imp’ about the hairstreaks
born in purple and merrily skipping about the oak boughs;
while the flight of the beautiful white admiral has a double
portion of the emperor’s grace, though it lacks some of
his power. These two butterflies are closely related, and
their brown pattern freaked with white is much the same;
but the admiral is smaller, and has no purple gloss. It
haunts woods rich in honeysuckle, on which the caterpillar
feeds; and such woods are among the most beautiful, for the
honeysuckle hangs looped from gnarled old boughs, and
climbs in masses among the undergrowth. The white
admirals come stooping and sailing among the shadows,
gliding down the ladders of sunshine, and following the
contours of the foliage with the same exquisite apprecia-
tion as the purple emperor. Purple hairstreaks have only
such grace as is inseparable from every light and active
butterfly. They are middle-sized butterflies—larger than
most of the blues—and the wings of the male are of a dark
purple-brown, with a tinge of purple less brilliant than the
emperor’s but more constant in varying lights. The female
in this species is the brighter; she has a large panel of
brilliant purple-blue in the middle of each upper wing. The
under side of each sex is cool grey, banded with brown,
white and orange, something after the manner of the blues,
The hind wings are tailed, also like one of the rarest blues;
and the purple hairstreak is altogether a very distinguished-
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looking little butterfly. It appears irregularly, but very
abundantly in certain years in its special haunts, which are
warm and sheltered oak woods, or copses with oaks as
standards. It plays in flocks about the oak boughs in bright
weather, mimicking on a small scale the soaring of the purple
emperor, and bickering with almost the spirit of the small
copper.

The hairstreaks are a tree-loving race, and the white-
letter hairstreak, which appears more locally and irregularly

PURPLE HAIRSTREAKS

in July, is specially attached to the wych-eim. It is
not always found haunting this tree. A few days after
emergence some hairstreaks have a way. of migrating in a
flock to a different level in the woodland ; the purple hair-
streak, for example, may come down from the upper boughs
of an oak to the top of the ash saplings beneath it. So the
white-letter hairstreaks may be found fluttering round a
hazel or some other bush in a hedge, and summer after
summer may see them in the same place. None the less
they have been bred on a wych-elm, and a tree of this kind
will generally be found not many dozen yards away. The
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white-letter hairstreak is a comely brown butterfly with
white stripes on the under side forming a large zigzag or W.
Several years may pass without a single specimen being
noticed in some familiar haunt, and then, some July day, the
brown butterflies are seen hovering about the well-known
bush again. Great fluctuations of numbers are common in
the case of many butterflies, and usually correspond with dry
and wet years. But the white-letter hairstreak sometimes
seems to thrive worst in the most sunny seasons, and its
close attachment to a single spot is peculiarly marked.
Though we see no specimens for
two or three seasons at a time, it
must be supposed that enough
actually emerge to perpetuate the
colony, but are overlooked. Some
butterflies and moths occasionally
remain in the chrysalis for months,
or even years, longer than usual—
sometimes owing to low tempera-
tures, but sometimes for no reason
WHITE-LETTER HAIRsTREAR ~ that we can see. Possibly the

white-letter hairstreaks are liable

to these curious suspensions of animation, but real evidence
is lacking. In the case of wild butterflies it is much easier
to register the appearance of an additional brood—as often
happens in long, warm summers—than to detect if a season is
skipped. Only the most minute and thorough observation
can safely establish a negative conclusion in such cases.

The marbled white provides a good example of the way
in which many kinds of butterflies multiply in genial summers,
and diminish in wet ones. With the increase of numbers
goes an extension of range, especially in the case of the
butterflies of more roving habits. Female butterflies have
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a provident instinct leading them to choose unoccupied plants
for their eggs; and when there are many mothers of the
flock, they tend to scatter over a wide area when they
are butterflies of naturally vagrant mood. After a cycle of
warm dry summers the conspicuously chequered wings of
the marbled white are often seen on dry slopes many miles
from their usual strongholds. The last time when their
migration became marked was about 1900 and 1901 ; then set
in a series of predominantly wet, cold summers, unfavourable
to all butterfly life, and the marbled whites sank back again
to the cradles of their race on
the dry chalk and limestone
hills. Many butterflies are
more brilliant, but none more
pleasant to the eye, or racier
of their own particular soil, as
they hover with chalk-spotted
wings on the thymy lip of the ,
white chalk-pits. =

In July the chalk-hill blue
comes out to reinforce the
common blues, diminished a
little since June; and he too seems to have the chalk soil
in his blood, for the blue of his wings is densely filmed with
milk-white, like the blue of the palest summer sky. He is
larger and stouter than the common blue, and is chiefly
found on the same chalk and limestone hills as the marbled
white. In him we see once again that characteristic veiling
of the clearest early summer tints which so many flowers
and insects display after the longest day. With the mauve
scabious comes the filmy tinge of the chalk-hill blue; the
azure speedwell has passed, and the common blues are
growing less numerous and more ragged. The flowers of

MARBLED WHITE
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the succory now opening are of the most exquisite pale blue;
but they too show a declension from the downright and
confident blues of May and June, and a reversion to April
tenderness. August will bring a second and often a more
numerous brood of the holly blue; and this too is a repeti-
tion of a spring feature, and a kind of relapse beyond the
days when the early summer tide ran most strongly. Most
of nature’s blues become adulterated with purples and lilacs
as the year goes on; some return to their delicate begin-
nings, but in one way or another the colours after the solstice
are changed.

While the chalk and the flowers of the chalk have their
blues and marbled whites, the heaths and flagrant July
heather gain the lusty flapping graylings. The grayling is
the largest of our English browns, and has in a supreme
degree that casual indifference of flight which is conspicuous
in the large meadow browns either in fair or foul weather.
The grayling does not like foul weather; he prefers the days
when the heat-mirage quivers over the hill, and the air from
the naked sand of the Long Valley streams parched across
his strip of Government heather. Spectator of innumerable
sham fights, his gift of taking cover is inherited and in-
communicable. He is a large and conspicuous insect as he
flies, but his underwings are so streaked with dark and light
grey that on most backgrounds of sand or stones he is one of
the hardest butterflies to discover. His utilisation of this
feature is peculiarly well marked. Orange-tips and common
pearl-bordered fritillaries are good examples of the way in
which butterflies make themselves inconspicuous at rest by
tucking themselves inside their chequered lower wings., The
grayling does this too, but does more ; he leans over till his
wings are almost flat on the ground, and even the erect out-
line of a perched butterfly is lacking. Possibly this habit
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may have arisen from the grayling’s persistent habit of
basking; for a wing surface inclined to the sun’s rays
secures more warmth than one standing vertically. But
the posture certainly seems to add to the butterfly’s in-
conspicuousness ; and if it has protective value, it would not
be less effective for having been developed out of a desire
for warmth. Possibly the many lizards on the sunny heaths
haunted by the grayling are
foes which it is worth while
to deceive.

Graylings are not always
found either among heather
or on sandy commons; they
flap and bask in July and on
into August on many rough
stony hillsides, sitting among
the stones as on the sand.
Most of the browns like bask-
ing on dry ground; but in
this respect, as in others
mentioned in the chapter on
June butterflies, the small meadow brown is an exception.

It is essentially a blossom-haunting brown and it is
specially fond of the blackberry blossom, which comes out
in its own season of July, and with its conspicuous bloom
and rich nectar draws even the purple hairstreaks from
their oaks. Though more local than the large meadow
brown of the pastures, it is a very common butterfly in most
parts of the south and west of England; its brown and
ruddy orange wings with their little black eyelets are part of
the associations of the typical English lane. They mingle
with the large meadow browns in the pastures and along the
rough banks spotted with knapweed blossoms, and meet the

GRAYLING
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gorgeous pacing fritillaries on the blackberry blossom in the
woodland clearings.

Early July is the heyday of the largest members of this
beautiful tribe. They appear not long before the end of
June, and are seldom seen in the southern woods in August,
although the dark green fritillary still flits in some of its more
northern moorland haunts. Dark green and high brown
and silver-washed fritillaries are all characteristic butterflies
of the woods and heaths, and do not frequent gardens, where
the Vanessz are so thoroughly at home. The dark green
is the representative of the tribe in the north and on the
moors, while the high brown and the silver-washed dwell in
glades of the southern woods; but their territories overlap in
some parts of the country, especially where the same district
gives the high brown its woodlands and the dark green its
open heaths. These two fritillaries are very much alike
when seen upon the wing. Both are large butterflies, with
wings of the bright amber-brown which seems distilled
from clear summer sunshine, and the characteristic darker
chequerings like those on the fritillary or snake’s-head flower.
But when we see the dark green alight and fan Its wings on
some thistle-head beside a mountain sheepfold, we see that
it is both greener and darker than the high brown of the
woods. The wash of green is conspicuous among the silver
spots on the under side of the lower wings; and the green
and silver insect makes an exquisite contrast with the purple
thistle, or the heather on which it often settles on the moors.
The high brown and the silver-washed make a more delicate
display on the blackberry blossom in the woodland clearings ;
their lighter and brighter brown harmonises with the pink
and white flowers. The silver-washed fritillary is the largest
of the tribe, with longer wings that almost deserve to be
called pinions, as it floats down through the sunshine over
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the oak boughs and alights on the sweet bloom. The brown
in its wings has a redder shade; and while the under side of
the other fritillaries is spotted with silver, this one is more
abundantly striped and splashed. The silver-washed and
high brown fritillaries are the largest butterflies which appear
at this time of year in the woodland clearings, except for the
peacocks and an occasional early red admiral, or the large
cabbage white. But
their season is brief;
and their impetuous
flight and their fond-
ness for frequenting
the bramble-bushes
that attract many other
insects soon destroy
the freshness of their
wings. Blundering
bumble-bees or imper-
tinent small meadow
browns or coppers
jostle them on the
blossom where they
sit; and they dash off
withan indignantflight
that tears their wings
on the little hooked thorns set beneath the clusters of bloom.
By the end of July the silver-washed in particular is often
torn and shabby, for it is the fondest of the blackberry’s
nectar. The high brown ranges more freely about the
sunnier copses, and sits basking on the earth coated with thin
grass, or on ground covered with chips and dry leaves, as
the newly emerged brimstones do in spring.

On wet or overcast days in July a new small butterfly is

FRITILLARY
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found drowsing with closed wings on the heads of tall
grasses. This is the small skipper, which follows the large
skipper a month later, and is the last of its family; it is
familiar on the grass-banks by the ripe cornfields of late
July, and on hot breezy days buzzes among the scabious and
knapweed flowers almost like a bluebottle. It is a sturdy
little creature, with nut-brown wings of long and angular
shape. The male has a black streak on each upper wing,
like the large skipper. The under sides of the closed wings
show grey and silvery as the butterfly sleeps, and the
colour agrees well with the grass-head drying under the July
suns. But the small skipper is by no means invisible to the
human eye, nor presumably therefore to those of birds. If
one wished one could sometimes walk along the turf bank
dividing unenclosed ploughed fields on a cool and drizzling
day in July, and pick one skipper after another from the
grass-heads with the finger and thumb. Folding their wings
upright like most other butterflies, they are far more con-
spicuous than the dingy skippers which rest on similar dry
grass-heads in May and June, and have the mothlike habit
of resting with their wings folded along their backs. The
distinction between moths and butterflies is an arbitrary one,
in spite of its convenience; and in the family of skippers we
get very close to the day-flying burnet moths. The scien-
tific name for butterflies is Rhopalocera, or club-horns, while
moths are Heterocera, or all-other-kinds-of-horns.  But
one of these kinds—the bandy-sticklike antennz of the
burnet moths—approaches very nearly in shape to the
antennz of the skippers, in which the swelling at the end is
long and gradual, instead of round and sudden as in the
feelers of a white or a blue.

Towards the end of July the second and more abundant
brood of wall butterflies begins to emerge, and sports among
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the blossoming thyme. May saw the appearance of the
first annual generation, but the wall is associated more
closely with later summer. Now, too, in a ‘clouded yellow
year’ the first specimens of this delightful butterfly generally
begin to show themselves, though some may have been seen
as early as June in the clover-fields along the Kent and
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