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"PREIFACHK.

————

TuE substance of the following chapters is based on obser-
vations extending over a series of years, and accumulated
while serving a long apprenticeship to rod, fowling-piece, and
stanchion-gun, by ¢ fell and flood,” in the Borderland.

The use of the plural pronoun is intended to include
my uncle, Mr. G. E. Crawhall, and my brothers, with whom
many of my sporting days have been spent. While freely
expressing opinions on sport and cognate subjects, I dis-
tinctly disclaim any pretensions to special skill therein,
beyond the average : nor are the few narratives of sporting
incidents introduced with a view to ¢ blowing my own
trumpet,’’ but as the best means of illustrating certain phases
of bird-life, and of the practice of wildfowling afloat. Like
a finger-post, one may point to a goal which one is never
permitted to attain.

A few of the chapters have appeared (substantially) as
articles in The Field, others in the Pall Mall Gazette, and
to the editors of those journals I am indebted for the privilege
of reproducing them. To Mr., Howard Saunders, for his
extreme good-nature in revising the proof sheets, and in-
valuable advice thereon, I owe no small debt of gratitude.

The illustrations—rough pen-and-ink drawings by the
author, reproduced by photo-zincography—are intended to
serve as character-sketches rather than as portraits, and have
no pretensions either to scientific accuracy or artistic merit.

What I venture to claim for this book is that, so far as
it goes, it traces, thronghout the year, the life-histories
of many of the most valuable and interesting birds—and,
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vi PREFACE.

especially, of those wilder forms whose remote and desolate
haunts, and intensely wary natures, have ever opposed the
utmost difficulties to their study and close observation. I
have endeavoured to treat the subject from a broad, rather
than a local, standpoint. Ornithology loses half its charm
when restricted by artificial boundaries—the feathered world
recognize none but those of natural or physical adapti-
bility. An undue development of the prevalent system of
““ county ornithology,” with its arbitrary limits and restricted
“faunal areas,” must have, in my opinion, a tendency to
stunt the true interest of this study as a whole, and to
narrow its scope. ,

Birds are cosmopolitans : those which one day we regard
as British, may be African or Asiatic the next; the true
home of very many lies amidst Aretic solitudes; and for
many more our islands only provide a temporary refuge
from the intolerable summer-heats of the tropics. Hence a
full appreciation of ornithological science involves consider-
able foreign research—or better, foreign travel, far more than
has fallen to the lot of the author. Every opportunity, how-
ever, has been so utilized, and having some half-dozen times
crossed the North Sea in different directions, once the Arctic
Ocean, and thrice the Bay of Biscay, I have explored a few of
the wilder and more remote regions of Europe from Southern
Spain to Spitzbergen. Of these foreign experiences, it is my
hope some day (should the present venture succeed) to write
some account, and very probably they may prove the more
interesting and eventful. Perhaps I have undertaken the
hardest task first ; but for the present I beg to commend
this volume to the kindly indulgence of the reader, in the
confidence that it embodies the results of much careful work
and thought.

ROKER, SUNDERLAND,
December 17, 1888.



CONTENTSS.

————

CHAPTER 1.
PAGE

SPRING-TIME ON THE MOORS g 2 1 . I 2 ! 1

CHAPTER IIL

ARRIVAL OF THE SPRING MIGRANTS, WITH SOME OBSERVATIONS
oN MIGRATION

~1

CHAPTER III.

BIRD-LIFE ON THE Moors IN EARLY SPRING 3 - 3 Sl 7

CHAPTER IV.

SoMeE NoTes oN THE GaAME-FisH A ! : 4 ; =5 DG
CHAPTER V.
BIrp-LIFE oN THE Moors iN MAY 2 3 v . = G

CHAPTER VI.
SumMMmEeR oN THE MoOrRs . 5 h 3 3 ’ ; =46

CHAPTER VIL

A SuMMER RAMBLE oN CHEVIOT X 3 : g L A58

CHAPTER VIIIL

Some REecoLrections oF “TrHE TwerLrra ” ] ' : 61759






CONTENTS. ix

PAGE

CHAPTER XXI.
Tue Game-Ducks y : ) $ : ; 8 G , 169

CHAPTER XXII.
MioNiGHT oN THE OozEs—A WINTER'S NIGHT IN A’ GUNNING-
TR U : 1 > . s : 3 . a . 186

CHAPTER XXIII.
BRrENT GEESE x ; X 4 ] . ; ] . . 191

CHAPTER XXIV.

Avoxe THE WiLp GrESE—A WiINTER'S DAY IN A GUNNING-
Punt . R g . 5 3 3 2 A : . 200

CHAPTER XXYV.
GREY GEESE 4 ; : : ! | , ] ! . 208

CHAPTER XXVI.
Dwving-Ducks . g . . 2 ; ) ’ , 214

: : CHAPTER XXVIIL
Sea-Ducks . ' . 3 ) ! X 2 . s . 224

CHAPTER XXVIII,

Wabpers, Divers, aAND orHER Fowr r : 9 2 . 233

CHAPTER XXIX.
Some Speciric (JBSERVATIONS ON THE WADING BIRDS R . 243

CHAPTER XXX,

GRrepes aND Diveas 248
CHAPTER XXXI.
WILDFOWLING IN Minp WeATHER—* BLANK DAYs ”—(IN JANUARY
1886) . 3 s ' : . ; s ; s s 2l
CHAPTER XXXII
258

WILDFOWL AND THE WEATHER IN Marcu 1886






LIST OF ILLUSTRATIONS.

PAGE
Diagram illustrating Migration . ) . { ; :
The Dipper . : £ 3 - : g . x s 22
Home of the Dipper . . : : : 3 5025
Old Blackeock and Grey-hens (Apnl) : ; . toface 24
Redshanks in April . : 5 5 c : . 26, 27
Drumming Snipe (diagram) ; ; . 5 o SI2Y
Blackeock in full Play p 4 3 2 ) . x ol
Curlews on the Moors (May) . : A ; . toface 34
Golden Plovers—(Summer Plamage) . 8 E o 5 40
Anglers’ Companions—The Sandpiper 2 : : ! i1 Al
Hooked—The First Rush . i % : . : 3 syl
Vanquished : . : e L . .43
Pochards and Tufted Duck : ¢ 3 3 . toface 46
Pallas’ Sand-Grouse . : 3 . 5 ; 8 o 2
Where England and Scotland d1v1de : o : : s 57
A Moorland Road . e ’ 2 . ; . toface 58
Curlew surprised : : g o hr e L )
Young Blackcock (First of September) . ' 3 5 e = 80
Young Blackcock (shot end of September) . R 3 5 R0
Golden Plovers (Winter Plumage) : 8 . . toface 96
Golden-eyes—Old Duck and Young . ; : ; . 100
Peewits—A Midday Siesta 5 < . 8 : s . 105
Mallards—Sentry on Guard ) 5 . - 3 b e e 0
Grouse-cock—** Suspicion ” S 3 : ; s : et
Grouse-cock—* Challenge ” Y ] : 3 : L
Grouse— * Confidence ” (Cartmg) : . . toface 112
Blackgame—First Signs of Alarm & c § : 5 120
Blackeock, old—* Rising to clear Dyke =S ; . o g 128
Woodcock . ? : . " ? ; . 130
Gone to Roost (Cock Pheasant) : . 3 . A . 131
Wood-Pigeons—Evening . . aata-r SR AR IO A L

Brent Geese 3 ¥ X ; 5 . 3 . toface 162






BIRD-LIFE OF THE BORDERS.

SPRING-TIME ON THE MOORS.

WiraouT going beyond the boundaries of our island, there
yet remain wild corners which are neglected and all but un-
known : the beauties of many a spot whose charm and
intrinsic merits are as deserving of attention as those for
which the tourist crosses the seas and seeks the uttermost
parts of the earth remain ignored. Of these the Border-
land is one. Stretching from Cheviot to the Solway, the
wild uplands of the Border cover a broad area in either
country, and include, here and there, scenery which it would
probably be difficult to -match within the four seas, though
their peculiar beauty is rather characteristic than sensational,
unique rather than ‘‘clamant,” if I may borrow Professor
Geikie's expressive term.

The area covered by these observations I would define as
the mountain-region which remains unaltered by the hand
of man—the land ““in God’s own holding ”—bounded by
the line where the shepherd’s crook supplants the plough ;
and heather and bracken, whinstone and black-faced sheep
replace corn, cattle, and cultivation; where the Pheasant
gives way to the Grouse, and the Ring-Ouzel dispossesses the
Blackbird : the region of peat, as distinguished from soil,
of flowe, moss, and crag, of tumbling burn and lonely
moorland, clad in all the pristine beauty of creation.

My whole area, in short, is one great sheep-walk, where
grouse and sheep outnumber man in the proportion of

hundreds, or thousands, to one. On the higher fell-ranges
B
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R ,1‘0 mkes, 'qwo z,cxes to suppmt each sheep——thele are barrens

,,,,,

minimum for a man may thus be 1ou0h1y set down at five
hundred to a thousand. Thus the hill-country is all but
uninhabited, abandoned to shepherds and flock-masters,
where sequestered homes lie scattered among the recesses of
the hills. A hardy race are these to whom ovis bidens is
the preterea nihil of life, for the more severe the weather
the greater the necessity to “keep the hill”: and kindly
and hospitable they are forbye, as the belated traveller can
testify who has lost his way among the mists of cloudland
on the fell-tops.

An initial difficulty in describing the bird-life of any given
area throughout the year, is to decide at which point to
begin. New Year's Day suits human purposes well enough ;
but Nature provides no break in her cycle, and no single
point of time can be found at which her various operations
can start level. Hence these chapters will necessarily
partake something of the character of those golden serpents
which one sees made into ladies’ bracelets, and which com-
plete the continuity of their circle by taking a large piece
of their tails into their jaws.

The opening months of the year are uninteresting and
uneventful on the moors. There is but little perceptible
change from the conditions which prevailed during Novem-
ber and December, and an outline of the ornithological
features of those months will be found in due course. Hence
there is little attraction to detain us till the advent of spring,
or of the vernal influence, at which somewhat indefinite
period these notes will therefore commence.

Springtide is a subject on which, from time immemorial,
poets and those of vivid imagination have delighted to
descant. And, truly, there is a charm in the idea of the
rejuvenescence of all Nature’s productions at this season—
when everything becomes revivified, and new life springs
afresh in bird, beast, and plant—which is generative of
poetic instinet. In these chapters, however, the author is
necessarily restrained from indulgence in any sentimental
effusiveness beyond what may be dictated by the logic of
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facts. For in the north of England—and especially on its
moory uplands—the term spriNa represents rather a chrono-
logical definition than the embodiment of an idea calculated
to inspire, from the character of the period it defines, any very
high-flown sentiment of poesy. The months of March,
April, and often May, include (with the possible exception of
September) the worst and most unpleasant period of the
year, as regards weather, on the northern hills. Up to the
very end of May we are still liable to snow-falls, and the
high lands often lie as white then as in December. If one
of these months chances to be bright and fine, the others do
extra penance to the Nimbi for its errors, and one has to be
thankful for single mercies. Jupiter Pluvius holds sway, and
as day after day, and week after week, one looks out at the
cold, north-easterly sleet driving along the hill-sides, and
the pitiless, pelting mistraille shrouding their summits from
view, and sending down the burns in top-flood, there is
little, it will be admitted, to provoke sentimental outbursts
of enthusiasm at the new-born glories of the ¢ glad season,”’
or the revivifying effects produced by the increasing powers
of warmth and light.

And yet, unkindly as may be the elements, but little, if
any, difference is produced by them on the seasonal progress
of Nature’s economy. Thus the Raven goes to nest at the
end of February, utterly careless of the temperature—of the
thermometer standing several degrees below the freezing
point, and of a foot of snow enveloping the hills. She
knows her appointed time, and cares for none of these things.
And so it is with most of Nature’s creatures. The sequence
of events, each at its appointed season, goes on with mar-
vellous regularity and with imperceptible regard for extraneous
conditions. It is true the grass on the northern hills hardly
commences to grow before June—the curved head of the
bracken only emerges from the peat during that month—
and the heather shows but little change from the black and
lifeless hue it assumed in October till towards the period
which, by the almanac, should be called summer. For
these, spring is simply non-existent; but with the higher
forms of life it is different. The moor-birds regard only

B 2
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their fixed and appointed seasons. They arrive, pair, nest,
and hatch their young almost without reference to climatic
conditions, and many a moorland chick first sees the light
in an atmosphere and under ecircumstances which would
appear necessarily fatal to its tender life. Small wonder
that the vast majority of the strong-winged birds—the ducks,
geese, and other wildfowl—should prefer the Arctic regions
for their incunabula. The words may cause a shudder to
those who only associate them with thick-ribbed ice,
with intense cold, and manifold forms of death. Yet,
though the Polar summer is short, it is unquestion-
able that the Arctic lands, with their three months of
uninterrupted sunshine, their boundless wastes of marsh
and moor, and profuse wealth of plant and insect-life,
afford conditions of life to the feathered tribes infinitely
more favourable than does the spring climate of our
temperate zone.

But I must not do injustice to the season, and would be
drawing too gloomy a picture of the North British spring-
time if I omitted to mention the few spells of bright and
warm days which, at uncertain intervals, do occur to break
the monotony of even the most inclement springs. Oases
in a desert they may be in many cases; but not for that
reason is their advent the less welcome and delightful—
quite the reverse. I am not alluding to those shams, those
deceptive spring-like days when brilliant sunshine co-exists
with a biting north-easter ; when April showers descend in
the form of fine snow or cutting hailstones; when one is
baked in the shelter and frozen in the shade—such days are
as false and illusory as they are common at this season.
They are, perhaps, preferable to the fog and rain, but bear
no comparison whatever to the truly vernal hours when the
winds blow soft and warm from the west and south with the
first touch of the zephyr in their breath.

On such mornings as these, when the sunshine bathes
the water-logged moors in unwonted warmth, drying the
dripping heather and moss, every creature appears inspired
by the spirit of the vernal season. The moor-birds pipe
and whistle in a wholly different key to their querulous
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uotes of yesterday; visibly they luxuriate in the genial
change. Under the cold and humid conditions of atmo-
sphere which have hitherto prevailed, one can hardly form
any very close acquaintanceship with them. One only hears
their wild alarm notes as they spring, unseen in the fog, far
away. Now, under the genial influence of warmth and a
dry atmosphere, they cease to resent man’s intrusion on
their domains, and go about their domestic duties almost
regardless of his presence, though close at hand. The wilder
spirits—those irreconcilables that are impregnated, as it
were, to the very marrow with inherent fear and suspicion
of our race—such as the Mallard and the Curlew, may still
think it necessary to keep a gunshot or two away from the
intruder ; but even these seem to do so half-unconsciously—
merely from force of habit and association, and not at all
in an offensive manner. The game-birds, the Plovers and
the Teal, now abandon nearly all their hybernal shyness, and
tacitly recognize the temporary suspension of hostilities.
The trout, also, in the hill-burns which have hitherto dis-
regarded all the attractions of insect-food—real or artificial —
grubbing about on the bottom for their livelihood, now roll
and play on the surface, in the glancing waters and in the
heads of the streams. - Everything, in short, man included,
feels the exhilarating influence of the day, and enjoys
it all the more from, the knowledge that it may be very
transient. Nothing, indeed, is more delightful than the
rare spells of fine warm weather which do occur at this
season—early spring—when the winter appears at last to
have passed away, and the atmosphere becomes resonant
with a chorus of wild bird-notes, and redolent with the
fragrance of the heather-burning.

Where development depends on so extremely variable a
factor as our spring climate, its course is necessarily very
irregular.  Up to the end of March there is but little
conspicuous change from the bleak and wintry aspect of the
moors. Many of the spring birds are there, it is true, but
at first they are restless and shy. The spring element of
trustfulness and confidence has not yet appeared, and the






ARRIVAL OF THE SPRING-MIGRANTS,

WITH SOME OBSERVATIONS ON MIGRATION.

Anona the earlier signs of returning spring, is the com-
mencement of migration—a" phenomenon so complex, and
yet so deeply interesting, that I propose making a few
remarks on its scope and on the causes which produce it,
even though it may be at the risk of alarming some of my
readers, who will perhaps throw my book aside as a mere
maze of dry technicalities.

This great bi-annual bird-movement commences as early
as February ; but the initial stages of the vernal immigra-
tion on the moorlands are all but imperceptible. During
the eold and wintry months of February and March, very
large numbers of birds, many from considerable distances,
keep quietly arriving, day by day, and distribute themselves
over the moors. In the aggregate their numbers are
immense, . but when spread over so wide an area, their
advent is inconspicuous and may easily be overlooked,
especially as, on first arrival, the strangers are apt to be shy
and distrustful—they have not then thrown off their wild
character, or assumed the careless disposition of spring. It
requires, indeed, close observation to detect the progress of
the metamorphosis which then occurs. Observe those
half-dozen Golden Plovers scattered over a moss-flowe high
out on the fells: it is the middle of February. Well,
surely, there is nothing remarkable in that? There are a
couple of hundred of them in the low-lying pastures only a
mile or so away. Quite true; but those hundreds in the
vailey are merely the normal winter stock : this handful on
the hills is the vanguard of the invading army from southern
lands which mean to spend the summer there.
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The following list gives a rough outline of the various
birds which come to breed on the Northumbrian moorlands,
together with the approximate (average) dates of their
arrival :—

Peewit (irregular) . . c . February, or even
end of January.
Golden Plover (irregular) g . February.
Skylark . o o o . February.
Curlew . . . . . February.
Pied Wagtail . . . . February (end).
Titlark . . : . . March (early).
Stockdove . . 5 . March (middle).
Grey Wagtail . . 5 . March (middle).
Wheatear . . . . March (end).
Ring-Ouzel . . o . March (end).
Redshank . . o . March (end).
Blackheaded Gull . : . March (end).
Dunlin . . . e . April (early).
Hirundines o . . . April.
Cuckoo . . . o . April (end).
Sandpiper 5 a o . April (end).
Willow-Wrens . . . . April (end).
Landreil . : 5 c . May (early).
Nightjar . g o o . May (middle).

Several of the above birds, it will be noticed, belong to
species which are found in this country at all seasons of
the year. As such, they may therefore be thought out of
place in a list of migrants. But they are not so. Migration
is far more general and universal among birds than is
commonly, or popularly, supposed. It is, of course, a
matter of common knowledge that such birds as the Swallow,
the Cuckoo, and the Willow-Wren, are distinctly foreign
migrants. Their summer and winter haunts are far apart,
separated by a belt of sea and land: consequently their re-
appearance here every April, after a total absence of six or
seven months, is markedly conspicuous, and appeals at
once to eye or ear in an unmistakable manner. Their
annual migrations, in short, are so patent as to be obvious
even to the least observant.

But there are other classes of wanderers whose move-
ments are not so conspicuous; but which are, nevertheless,
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quite as strietly migratory in their habits. Thus there is
the case of birds whose summer and winter limits may be
said to overlap. Such birds are, of course, found per-
manently within the boundaries of the overlapping zone,
as shown in the rough diagram annexed :—

-0 MILES

57//////8///%—% /000 ~
\\\\d\ W % ;
SR\ RS

The upper oblong represents the habitat of any given
species—say the Golden Plover—during summer; the
lower oblong its habitat during winter. Assuming that the
annual range of each individual bird is approximately equal, -
those breeding in summer at A would winter at B—the
two most northerly points of the respective areas. The
intermediate birds summering at B would likely winter at
¢; while those at the latter point would move on in winter
to p—the two latter being the most southerly points in the
two areas. In the overlapping zone (the doubly crossed
portion from B to ¢) there will obviously be found Plovers
at all seasons of the year. But they are clearly not the
same individual birds. Those individuals which occupied
this area in summer will be wintering—say 1,000 miles
south—at E: while their vacated places are re-occupied
by others which had passed the summer 1,000 miles north,
at F.

Now such birds are clearly quite as much migrants as are
the Swallow and the Cuckoo. If one happened to live in
Siberia or in Africa, there would be no difficulty in re-
cognizing the fact : but to those happening to live as we do,
in the central area, where the summer and winter ranges
overlap, it is less patent, and easily overlooked. It is a
prevalent mistake to regard birds of this class as resident
(or non-migratory), and this is a point I wish to elucidate.
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Take the Curlew as an example. Probably nine people
out of ten—shore-shooters and others accustomed to seeing
them—will tell you that the Curlews are on the moors all
the spring, and on the coast all the winter. This is perfectly
correct ; but the inference deduced therefrom, that Curlews
are non-migratory birds, is wholly wrong. For if the
observations be carried a very little further, it will be found
that long after the nesting Curlews have taken up their
summer quarters on the moors, there still remains on the
coast the full winter stock of Curlews in undiminished
numbers. There is, in fact, at that period—say March
and April—a double stock of Curlews in this country.*
There are, on the hills, the newly-arrived migrants from
(say) the Mediterranean ; and on the coast, our own winter
Curlews still linger, waiting till their instinct tells them that the
northern lands are clear of snow, and ready for their reception.

The case of the Golden Plover is analogous. Our winter
Plovers can still be seen frequenting their ordinary haunts
in large flights, long after the breeding pairs have settled
down in their summer residences. Indeed, as the Golden
Plovers breed rather earlier than the Curlews, it is quite a
common occurrence tofind the home-breeding birds (which
have wintered in the south of Europe) sitting hard, or even
hatching, at the end of April, and at the same time and place
to observe flights of northward-bound Plovers preparing to
depart, and which a few weeks later will be nesting perhaps
in Siberia. These latter may be distinguished (apart from
the fact of their being still in flocks) by the much more
perfect development of the black breast of summer—a
feature I intend to refer to later.

Similarly, though the extent of their range may differ,
the Skylark, Titlark, Black-headed Gull, Redshank, and other
birds included in the above list are to be found permanently
throughout the year at one point or another of the country ;

* I had the Curlews carefully watched on the coast last year (1887).
They remained on the sands all through the months of March and
April, the last being observed on April 30th. But on the moors
they had appeared as early as March 4th, and by the end of April
some had commenced to lay.
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yet they are all distinctly migratory, and it is doubtful
whether any of the particular individuals found in winter
on our fells, fields, or shores ever remain to breed here
during the following spring, or wice versd.

The subject of migration, with the cognate subject of the
geographical distribution of species, has of recent years
received close attention from scientific ornithologists; and
a flood of new light has been thrown upon the question by
their researches, and especially by the systematic obser-
vations recorded at the various light-stations around our
coasts and elsewhere.* But in a popular sense the subject
is but very superficially understood, and this must be my
excuse for endeavouring to lead my readers into a brief
consideration of what I trust they may find an interesting
study.

Recent investigations have clearly shown that migration
is vastly more extensive than was formerly supposed. The
further it is studied, the more general appears to be its scope,
and the more universal the instinet in birds to migrate.
Comparatively few species remain absolutely stationary
throughout the year. A reference to the migration reports
of the Dritish Association shows that many of our common
small birds—such quasi-domestic species as Thrushes,
Blackbirds, Starlings, Larks, Rooks, and others not usually
regarded as migratory—cross the seas at certain seasons in
astonishing numbers, perfect streams of bird-life. The
greater portion of these winged hosts is, no doubt, directed
upon Continental Europe, but & due proportion reaches our
shores, including members of almost every genus, and
indeed of almost every species. Very few species, as already
remarked, are entirely stationary; though some have very
restricted ranges, while others (perhaps of closely-allied
genera) are cosmopolitan in their wanderings; and of some
eminently migratory species there also exist locally-resident
races, which to that extent vary the general rules, and add
an element of pleasing complexity to the study.

As T have pointed out, we have in our latitude a numerous

* These “reports,” nevertheless, appear quite as remarkable for
what they omit as for what they include.
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class whose annual movements it is difficult to ascertain with
precision, owing to the overlapping, in our country, of the
belts or zones of land which form respectively their summer
and their winter quarters. In order to arrive at a general
nnderstanding of the movements of such birds, it is
necessary to ascertain their geographical distribution at the
different seasons. In other words we must go outside our
own country—often far outside it—in order to ascertain the
limits of their summer and winter ranges.

Thus if, for example, we find that a given species is
spread during summer over the belt of land from Siberia
to Northumberland, while its winter range extends from
Shetland to Morocco, it follows that the average annual
range of the species in question amounts to some 2,000
miles. This of course assumes—and it appears to be a
reasonable inference—that the range of each individual is
approximately equal to that of the general body. Regarded
in this light, it is easily demonstrable that many (or most) of
the species which are popularly regarded as resident Britons,
are in reality foreign migrants to the extent of a thousand, or
perhaps two thousand miles twice every year. Many people
will perhaps find it difficult to believe that their common
homely Thrushes and Starlings are quite as strictly (and
almost as extensively) migratory as are the Swallow and
the Cuckoo ; but the logic of ascertained facts shows that
this is unquestionably the case.

Now, why do birds migrate? The question, at first
sight, appears a simple one, and several answers will pro-
bably at once suggest themselves. In reality, however, it
will be found a many-sided biological problem, and one of no
small complexity and mystery.

Suitable climatic conditions, temperature, food-require-
ments, and distribution in proportion to food supply, are
among the more obvious answers to the question. These
and similar circumstances influence and, no doubt to a
great extent, requlate migration. But, on examining a little
more deeply into the subject, it is clear that, though in many
cases they form main regulating factors of migration, yet
they are not its primary cause.
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Thus, with regard to food requirements, it is obvious that,
when birds of a given species are found permanently inhabit-
ing a certain area at all seasons, the natural or climatic
conditions of that area do not render migration imperative.
Therefore, when it is seen that large numbers of such birds
do migrate, and traverse perhaps great distauces, it is clear
that any hypotheses based on considerations of temperature,
climatic conditions, or the like, must be abandoned. Possibly
such movements may be dictated by the quantity (rather
than by the quality) of the food-supply ; for, though a tract of
country may be well adapted for and inhabited by a certain
number of such birds, yet if an enormous additional influx .
of foreigners be suddenly thrown upon it, the area becomes
overstocked, its resources unequal to the increased demands
upon them, and a proportionate exodus or redistribution of
population necessarily takes place.

All these, however, and cognate circumstances can only be
regarded as regulating factors—they are not the first cause
of migration ; and there are, moreover, many cases in which
no such factors appear to operate.

Many theories in explanation of the migratory instinet
have been advanced by speculative naturalists. Some of
these are, at any rate, very ingenious; but, resting on no
solid basis, partake more of a poetic than of a scientific
character. Indeed, this erection of highly imaginative
hypotheses, in support of which it is so easy to collate a
quantity of what looks like circumstantial evidence, but
which are so incapable of direct proof, is of dubious utility.
No doubt causes can be assigned to every effect, a reason to
every fact ; but it is perhaps wiser to admit that, with our
- finite knowledge, there yet remain things which cannot be
explained.

One theory, however, has always appeared to me to stand
on somewhat more tangible foundations than the rest; and,
though it may be at the risk of appearing to neglect in
practice what I have just preached, I will venture very
briefly to refer to it. '

The theory I allude to is that of the Polar origin of all
life. This subject is now being discussed by Dr. Tristram
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in relation to its bearings both on the present distribution and
on the migrations of birds (Ibis, 1887, p. 236, 1888, p. 204).
With respect to the first-named point, all the salient facts
relating to present generic distribution, gleaned from the four
quarters of the globe, are adduced by the accomplished Canon
of Durham, and the various steps of evidence by which the
North Polar region is shown to have been the original centre
of dispersal of arLn LIFE, should be carefully read by «all
ornithologists.

Beyond its general bearing on the correctness of the
whole theory, it is unnecessary at present further to dwell
on that section of the subjeet; but I will endeavour, in as
few words as possible, to indicate the influence of the Polar
theory on migration.

It must, in the first place, be granted that our globe was
“in the beginning ” a molten, lifeless mass; that during
unknown @ons it was gradually cooling preparatory to the
reception of life. So much I assume. But the cooling pro-
cess would clearly not proceed with equal speed. Those
portions of the earth which are furthest removed from the
power of the sun, and which most rapidly radiate their heat
into space, would necessarily be the first to cool, and there-
fore the first to become capable of maintaining life. These
colder portions (provided that the axis of the globe has not
materially altered in relation to the sun) would be the Polar
regions—Arectic and Antarctic. That the North Polar region
has so passed through all the stages from intense heat to
their existing intense cold, is evidenced by their geological
record. In the interval—the wide interval between molten
heat and ¢ eternal ice ’—the Arctic lands have passed, stage
by stage, through every gradation of climate, and have been,
at one period or another, adapted for every form of life.
Spitzbergen and Franz-Josef Land have once luxuriated in
the profuse wealth of plant-life of the carboniferous epoch.
Incidentally I may mention having myself witnessed in the
first-named ice-bound land palpable evidence of that period
of ““grass and herb yielding seed, and fruit tree yielding
fruit ’—though at the present day not a tree or a shrub
exists there—and a small series of fossils brought home from
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Spitzbergen were identical with those of our own coal-
measures of Durham and Northumberland.

The whole theory obviously depends on the plesumptlon
that the earth’s axis has remained comparatively stationary.
But has this been so?  This, again, is a problem the
answer to which depends on a consideration of an intricate
congeries of facts and forces all of which must be studied
and their effects calculated. Nor can they be examined
separately ; they must be regarded as a great moving whole,
a vast aggregation of forces acting and re-acting on each other
with ever-varying results. The whole system on which the
earth moves through space, the effects upon it of attraction,
counter-attraction, and even such complexities as the pre-
cession of the equinoxes, all have their bearing-on the
question. It is, however, sufficient here merely to name
such awe-inspiring topics, and to add that a consideration of
them appears to justify a conclusion that the earth’s axis has
not materially altered in relation to the sun.

There is abundant evidence of tropical periods at the Pole ;
but no trace of glacial conditions in the tropics, nor indeed
further south than the Continent of Europe. The Arectic
regions have from time to time occupied somewhat different
zones of land—they have extended as far southward as the
Pyrenees, but not much, if at all, beyond. A Polar varia-
tion to that extent is explained by the phenomenon known
as the ‘“ nutation of the earth ’—that is, the oscillation of its
axis accordingly as the attraction of the sun, and the counter-
attractions of various other planets alternately predominate.
Beyond these limits, the position of the axis appears to have
been stationary—that is, it has not altered to a degree which
would be destructive to the theory of the Polar origin of
life.

Granting, then, the substantial accuracy of what I have
feebly attempted to describe, it follows that the Polar regions
(I refer to the Northern Hemisphere) would be the first spot
on the globe adapted to sustain life: that they were, ab
first, the cradle of all life; and afterwards, as the cold
gradually intensified, the centre of dispersal whence the
various forms were distributed throughout the world, as its
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various portions in turn became adapted to their require-
ments.

Viewed in this light, the great migratory tendency
towards the North becomes explicable and comprehensive
enough. It simply arises from an innate perennial instinet,
which still continues to draw vast numbers of the feathered
tribes towards the point which was originally the universal
home of all. It is an invariable rule thatall birds do breed
at the most northerly and coldest points of their annual
range. In the Northern Hemisphere, the tendency to move
northwards in spring is all but universal ; and, as already
pointed out, there are, in many cases, no visible or existing
reasons, climatic or otherwise, which make such movement
imperative.

Whatever may be the primary cause of migration, whether
it arises from the old-time instinet I have alluded to or other-
wise, it is at least certain that it is a deeply implanted and
widely spread impulse throughout the feathered tribes. On
referring to the foregoing list it will be seen that as early as
February the influx of visitants from southern eclimes com-
mences, and during that month and March the majority of
the typical moor-breeding birds have distributed themselves
over the hills. The Plovers and Curlew come first, followed
by Larks, Wagtails, Gulls, and Redshanks, all these having
northerly winter ranges, and hence comparatively short
distances to come, are just what one might expect first.
The Ring-Ouzel, too, from Southern Europe, follows close
behind them. Of the trans-Mediterranean group, the Wheat-
ear is the first to arrive, some weeks in advance of the main
bodies of warblers, Swallows, Cuckoo, Landrail, and Nightjar.
But as though to show how unsafe are any general or
dogmatic rules, the Common Sandpiper, which winters in
Spain, is one of the latest to arrive; and the Dunlin, which
swarms on our own coast throughout the most severe
winters, usually allows the month of April to begin before
putting in a tardy appearance on the moors.
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FEBRUARY, MARCH, AND APRIL.

AmoNg the few features of this wintry time of year are
the movements of the Plovers and Peewits, and, in a lesser
degree, of the Snipe. Of a cosmopolitan genus, one of fast
and sustained flight, these birds are all the ‘¢ slaves of the
weather,” and as uncertain. At first their erratic move-
ments seem fairly to defy analysis or explanation ; it appears
impossible to co-relate their sudden comings and goings
with any visible or palpable cause. They are here one day
or one week, gone the next. One winter the moorland
valleys swarm with them; another, to all appearance
similar, there are none, and while here their stay cannot be
relied on to an hour.

They do, however, exhibit a tolerably regular tendency to
increase about the end of January, provided the season is
open. These new-comers are not the home-breeding stock
returning to their spring haunts, but are a contingent of
the Northern race, which, during the winter, have been dis-
persed throughout the midlands, southern counties and
lowlands generally; and which at this period, except in
severe weather, are wont to foregather on the moorland
hills, and remain there in large flocks till the date of their
final departure for Northern Europe, at the end of April or
early in May.

Those Plovers which come here to breed arrive a little
later. Withdrawing from their winter resorts in Southern
Europe during the latter half of February, within a few
-days they have distributed themselves in pairs all over the
moors, going direct to the spots where they intend to nest.

By the middle of March this nesting section of the Golden
c
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Plovers are all localized in pairs on the high moors, though
they will not have eggs till a month or five weeks later.
These birds are already at that date almost as black on the
breast as our local Plovers ever become, for they never
acquire the full black breasts invariably depicted in books,
but which are only attained by the more northern races.
The Northumbrian Plovers at best are only marbled. Even
in Shetland, and in Southern Norway, I have noticed a much
closer approach, in this respect, to the full typical develop-
ment, and the examples obtained by my brother Alfred, in
Finmark, were perfectly black beneath. This more complete
assumption of the typical summer plumage in proportion as
one goes further north is a remarkable, and appears (where
applicable) a tolerably constant feature in ornithology. The
inference as to the Polar origin of such species is irresistible.
Thus the Bramblings (Fringilla montifringilla) shot by my
brother in 70° north latitude, were markedly more perfect
in the glossy blue-black of their heads and shoulders than
others obtained on the Dovre-fjeld (lat. 63° N.) and on the
Sogne-fjord (lat. 61° N.) at a corresponding season.

Again, what other birds of the known world attain so
complete and perfect a summer-transformation as the hyper-
borean trio—the Godwit, Knot, and Curlew-Sandpiper ; the
only species (with one exception) whose breeding-places are
yet undiscovered—hidden amidst the inaccessible penetralia
of the Arctic zone ?

In February the Curlews return ; and very welcome is the
first sound of the wild long-drawn rippling note, and the
first sight of the shapely clean-cut form sailing across the
dark heather. Their arrival has occurred as early as
February 5th, and as late as March 11th, the average being
about mid-February. In very stormy seasons, when the
fells are buried in snow, the Curlews delay their return till
the snow has melted ; as in 1886, when none appeared on
the moors till March 19th. These Curlews also are travellers
from afar ; they have come from Spanish marismas, from
African lagoons, and from the shores of the Mediterranean.
The Curlews of our own coast do not breed here; they
remain on the oozes and sand-flats all through the months
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of March and April, and retire to breed in more northern
lands in May.

In the latter half of February occurs the vernal influx of
Skylarks, varying in date according to the character of the
season. In mild winters a few of these birds remain in the
neighbourhood of the moors all the winter. That of 1885-6
was a rather remarkable instance, and illustrates how com-
pletely ornithic instinet is sometimes at fault in forecasting
the weather. Throughout the mild months of December
and January, Skylarks had been unusually numerous; and
their numbers received a great accession in February. On
the 7th of that month some had even commenced to sing;
but the sudden and memorable snowstorms of March 1st
and following days, which buried North Britain under many
feet of drifts, isolated towns and villages, and swallowed up
whole trains on the railways, most effectually broke the
spring-dreams of the little songsters. They wholly dis-
appeared until the snow melted on March 19th and following
days.

February 22nd is the date on which, in three consecutive
years, the Pied Wagtail has made its appearance, and in a
fourth year it was only one day later. The Wagtails are
hardy birds ; for insect-feeders they arrive singularly early.
Indeed, in mild seasons, it is not unusual to see some of the
Grey species (Motacilla boarula) daintily running about the
burn-sides and shallow water in mid-winter. There occurs,
however, a visible accession to their numbers, by migration,
during March.

The above comprise all the species whose advent I have
been able to observe up to the end of the month of
February.

Early in March the Mallards and Teal return to the moor-
land loughs. Where they have been since December does
not appear; but, even in open winters, it sometimes happens
that we have hardly any ducks at all on the higher moors,
except, perhaps, a few Golden-eyes at intervals.

March 8th.—The Ravens at —-* have five eggs,

* With young Ravens at half-a guinea apiece, and the insatiable—

aye, insane—greed of * collectors” for British-killed specimens, it is
c2
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though the hills are enveloped in snow. There are now only
a few spots remaining along the Borders where these fine
birds are allowed to nest. Several of their former ancestral
strongholds now only retain such names as Ravenscleugh or
Ravenserag to connect them with the memory of their
ancient tenants. The Raven is gone, and his place is often
usurped by a swarming colony of impudent Jackdaws—in
the aggregate, a hundred-fold more mischievous than the
solitary raven.

The Titlark is another of the spring migrants to the
moors. Early in March I have noticed hosts of them on
passage across the lowlands at Silksworth (county of Dur-
ham), but it is nearly a fortnight later before they appear,
on an average, on the Northumbrian moors. These birds,
as well as the Skylarks, Song-Thrush, Starling, and other
common British species, are extremely abundantin winter in
Spain, but do not remain there to breed, leaving Andalucia
at dates corresponding with their reappearance here.

Among the carliest birds to commence nesting are the
Owls; in some large woods which I rented, the Long-eared
Owls (Striz otus) were rather numerous, and exhibited some
peculiarities of habit which are worth recording. Never
troubling to undertake the construction of a nest for them-
selves, they rely on forestalling some more industrious archi-
tect : one pair (on March 19) were commencing to sit on
five eggs, laid in a nest which was built and occupied the
previous year by a pair of Sparrow-hawks. The Owls have
played their rivals this trick several times. The Hawks are
a month or more later in commencing domestic duties,
and when they return to their abode at the end of
April, they find that they have been forestalled by several
weeks, and that their patiently-constructed platform of
spruce-twigs is then fully occupied by a family of large-
eyed, hissing, and staring young striges. The Hawks

wiser to omit names. If “ naturalists ™ must all have collections, why
cannot they be satisfied with the beauntiful specimens which are so
easily procurable from northern or eastern Europe, instead of hasten-
ing the extirpation of this, and other scarce indigenous birds, by placing
a high premium on their heads? '
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do not appear to resent this usurpation—must, indeed,
admire it, for they one year themselves proceeded to usurp
the nest of a Wood-Pigeon close by, and laid their eggs
alongside the Cushats’ pair. This year they built another
nest in a spruce-fir, not a hundred yards away, and on
May 4th had seven eggs. The Owls at that date had two
large young, one already able to fly, besides three addled
eggs, in the Hawks’ former abode.

A peculiarity in the habits of these Owls (Strix otus), after
the breeding season, deserves a remark. As soon as the young
were fledged the whole of the Owls associated together, per-
haps three or four broods, old and young, into a single
family, and chose a thick, black Scotch fir for their abode.
Here they all passed the day. To this particular tree the
whole of the owl-life of those woods resorted regularly at
dawn, and in it slept away the hours of daylight, hidden
amidst its deep, evergreen recesses. At the particular tree
of their choice—it varied in different years—the Owls could
invariably be interviewed, during the summer and autumn,
though, to a casual eye, it was difficult amidst the deep
shadows of the foliage to distinguish the slim brown forms
pressed closely against the brown branches of the pine.
Towards dusk their awakening was notified by the querulous,
cat-like cry ; ten minutes later, their silent forms-appeared
outside the wood, and after a few rounds of preliminary
gyrations, it was dark enough to commence operations in
earnest. During the nesting season the old Owls have
another cry—not unlike the petulant barking of a spoiled
lap-dog.

In the larger woods and those of older growth we have
the big Tawny Owl (Syrnium Aluco). This is the species
whose startling cries often make night hideous—or interest-
ing, according as their melancholy cadences affect the fancy
of the listener. The Tawny Owl nests almost as early as
the Eared species, having eggs by March 25th ; it does not,
however, like the latter, require any nest, properly so called,
but lays its eggs in some hollow tree. If, in the wood they
frequent, there exists an old tree, rotten and hollow to the
stump, it will in all probability be selected year after year
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for their nest, the eggs lying on the bare scraps of ¢ touch-
wood.”” The hole or slit used for ingress and exit may be
three or four feet above the eggs, and, perhaps, not over four
inches in width ; and how so large a bird gets comfortably
up and down the narrow vertical tunnel is not easy to see ;
but this is a problem with most hole-breeding birds.
Although it is a thousand pities ever to kill one of these
harmless birds, yet if any one has an opportunity of handling
one newly-killed he may utilize the poor victim by examin-
ing the extraordinary formation of an Owl’s ear. I will
undertake to say it will both surprise and interest. By

THE DIPPER.

separating the long feathers immediately behind the facial
orbit, what can only be described as a huge gap in the
bird’s head will be observed. So entirely disproportionate
does this chasm appear, that one is inclined to wonder if the
bird has met with some accident.  The skin of the head is
loose, and unattached to the skull for some distance round
the aurital cavity ; consequently the whole anterior portion
of the cranium, together with the reverse, or inner side of
the bird’s eye, is fully exposed to view.

Not many birds care to undertake the risks of domestic
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affairs during the stormy month of March. Perhaps the only
ones besides the Raven and the Owls are the Heron,the Rooks,
and the Little Dipper. A hardy sort is the last-named, and
no one who has heard them in full song during the severest
weather of mid-winter, or watched them blithely diving under
the fringe of fast ice along the burn-sides, when the tem-
perature is but little above zero, would be much surprised
if they commenced nesting at Christmas. Their most
favourite site is in the linns, or small waterfalls, where a
hill-burn comes tumbling over an exposed ridge of rock.
Many of these linns, with their shaggy fringe of gnarled and

HOME OF THE DIPPER..

lichen-clad birch, heather, and bog-myrtle, are among the
wildest and most lovely nooks of the wild moorland. There,
in an interstice of the moss-grown rock, half overhung by
ferns, and all but indistinguishable from its environment, is
cunningly inserted the great round nest of green moss, in
the very spray of the falling water. The outside of their
home is splashed and wet. The old birds have to pass, to
and fro, through the fringe of the cascade, but that is just
what these little amphibians like, and hardly a linn but has
its pair of dusky, white-throated tenants. Other nests are
fixed on some big boulder islanded in mid-stream, and one
on a thick, gnarled branch overhanging the water.
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The interior of the nest is dry and warm enough, and
the eggs number five or six, pure white, but showing a
pretty pink blush when in a natural state. The young
are on the wing in April (late broods up to June) and from
the first take lovingly to the water—diving like water-rats
even before they can fly.

The last week of March witnesses the arrival of several
of the typical moor-breeding birds. The Stock-Dove and the
Grey Wagtail have returned by the middle of the month ;
and its penultimate days bring the Wheatear, the Ring-Ouzel,
the Redshank, and the Black-headed Gulls ; possibly, also.
the Dunlin, though I have not chanced to see these till
April. The first three are very regular, as the following
records will show:—

Earliest date. Latest date.
Wheatear arrives March 23rd. March 31st.
Ring-Ouzel ,, March 24th.  April 2nd.
Redshank » March 11th. March 27th.

The Redshanks come by night, and the first intimation
of their advent is often the well-known triple note, heard far
up in the dark skies. During the second half of March,
the Black-headed Gulls (Larus ridibundus), among the most
conspicuous ornaments of the hill-country during the spring
and summer months, straggle up somewhat irregularly. At
first they keep the lines of the river valleys and main
‘ water-gates,” but by the end of March have reached their
incunabula among the moorland lakes. The Stock-Doves,
too, come irregularly—their earliest date being March 7th,
and the latest April 1st. To the moors, these small wild
pigeons are exclusively summer migrants. None are met
with during the autumn or winter—the latest I have
observed was on August 18th—although of recent years
Stock-Doves have become tolerably numerous at that season
throughout the lowlands of the northern counties (See chap.
on ““Wild Pigeons”’). On the moors, they appear annually
during March, and at once locate themselves at the crag
where they intend to nest.

March 20th.—A Missel-Thrush commenced laying, though
there were 7° frost at night. Rooks, Herons, and an
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occasional Wood-Pigeon begin to lay about the 25th. March
is usually a good month for Jacksnipes. I have several
times_ met with little parties of five or six together, both on
the moors and the lowlands. These are evidently resting
on their passage northwards, for, even if not-shot, none are
to be found the following day.

March 81st.—XKilled to-day the first adder; another on
April 6th. They are common on the moors throughout
the summer months, living on mice and small birds, and
often met with while grouse-shooting. On September 25th
(1881), I killed an adder of a peculiar warm reddish hue—
quite different to the ordinary colour. It was gliding down
a steep slope, moving on the top of the heather, and
contained three whole field-mice. This adder was also
the latest I recollect seeing; they go into winter-quarters
about the end of September.

The Ring-Dotterel (Zgialitis hiaticula), in this country,
is usually marine in its haunts, and we have never known
of its breeding inland ; yet at the end of March they are
not uncommon upon the wide haughs of Upper Coquetdale,
(25 miles from the sea), associating with Redshanks,
Peewits, and an occasional Dunlin.

APRIL,

The most thoroughly characteristic sound of the moorland
valleys at this season is the peculiar love-song of the
Blackcock. One hears everywhere the strange low bubbling
note, and presently detects its author in the form of a black
and white spot, far out in the centre of some wide pasture,
or on the rush-clad slope of the hill. Around the excited
mass of black and white feathers sit his consorts—hali-a-
dozen Grey-hens, some picking at the rush-seeds, others
preening themselves, or enjoying a quiet siesta; but all
supremely careless, and to all appearance unconscious of the
elaborate demonstrations which are being performed for their
behoof. Altogether, it is an extraordinary spectacle, and
one that is somewhat involved in mystery. During the
months of March and April the performance is incessant;
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even in February it is frequently audible on fine mornings,
especially about daybreak. We have noticed it as early as
January 80th, but at that early period it is confined to the
early hours of the day, and sometimes attended by terrible
combats between rival monarchs. By the middle of April,
however, the extreme virulence of their animosity towards
each other appears to have cooled down, and small parties
of Blackcocks may be seen amicably feeding together. On
April 14th, in a small enclosure of meadow-land, on Rede-
water, no less than twenty-one were thus assembled. There
were no Grey with them, yet several of the biggest old cocks
were walking about (feeding) with ull their spreading tail-
feathers erect, and partially distended, as though that
position was chronic at this season.

REDSHANK IN APRIL.

The Peewits are now laying in earnest; we found an
exceptionally early nest on February 28th, but the first
week in April is the best time for gathering their eggs.
A friend recently asked me how it was that Plover’s eggs
can be bought in London all through March; if that is
so, the question must be put to some one other than a
naturalist. By April 10th, the Redshanks are all localized
and settled down in pairs about the low rushy meadows,
and stagnant backwaters along the riverside, where they
mean to nest. Their actions are now very graceful as they
wheel round overhead, alternating a rapid flight with short
jerky periods, and poising in mid-air on wings curiously
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held bent beneath them, and pointing stifly downwards.
The young Herons are now nearly half grown ; the Rooks
¢ chipping,” and Corbies (C. corone) beginning to sit.
The latter breed in nearly every scattered clump of pines,
often far out on the moors. Reed-Buntings have appeared
in fuoll summer plumage, and the pine-woods swarm with
Golderests.

April 13th.—Started this morning early to fish some
streams on the extreme Border—a long drive. The weather
bitterly cold, snow falling as we started, and at intervals all
day. There is but little sign yet of the return of spring,
either in the weather or the vegetation, in this wild
country.  The trees remain bare and naked, and the moors
barren, bleak, and wintry—none of those bright hues which

REDSHANK IN APRIL.

in autumn adorn the flowes and mosses; nor any leaf as yet
on birch or alder, though the birch-woods at all times show
& warm purplish gloss on their dark masses, like the bloom
of a ripe grape. This effect is produced by the deep claret-
hue of their twigs, and not by the rising sap.

The snow lay in great ominous patches along the heights
of the Carter and adjoining fells, and several times during
the day furious snowstorms swept down the dale, driving
before a north-easterly wind ; yet the trout rose freely and
well to the fly, and we creeled 412— dozen nice fish (2 rods),
though it was frequently impossible to keep sight of the flies
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amongst the thickly-falling flakes. Next morning the
ground lay white as winter; not a trout would rise, but I
got a clean-run bull-trout of 2 Ibs., the first of the season.
Many Lesser Black-backed Gulls frequent the Border rivers
at this period.

On April 14th, my brother A. found a nest of the Grey
Wagtail in a crag on Coquetside; a month later I found
another, with three new-laid eggs, on the Dunshiel Burn,
and others at intermediate dates. The Wagtails thus begin
to lay before the bulk of the other insectivorous birds have
arrived. The first nest of the Pied Wagtail was found in an
old stone-dyke, on the 17th; another, in the burn-side, on
the 21st. The Yellow Wagtail does not frequent the hill

~country.

Year after year, at this season (mid-April) I notice, while
fishing along the burns, considerable packs of Golden Plovers
still frequenting the haughs and lower slopes of the hills,
though some of the local-breeding Plovers will already have
commenced laying higher out on the heather. These
packed birds are visibly blacker underneath than the
nesting pairs ; and one frequently hears far overhead their
loud and wild spring note—¢ Tirr—peé—yOu’’—a note
which the former section have now almost ceased to utter.
It is only heard when the birds are on wing, and high in the
air. The breeding Plover’s note is now confined to the
single plaintive whistle, and their peculiar rippling song "or
warble. This latter, which is quite indescribable, is a sort of
joyous note of courtship, corresponding with the ¢ drumming ”
of Snipe and Peewit—indeed, many of the wild birds have an
analogous note at this season. Among the bogs and mosses,
the Snipes course high overhead, often a dozen or more at a
time, and the strange bleating cry comes down from mid-
air, alternating with the sharp metallic ¢ chip, chip,” when
flying free. Dunlin, Redshank, and Curlew—indeed, most
birds of that class—have dual notes; these are their ordi-
nary means of alarm or communication ; and besides, the
note indicative of the exuberant spirit of the vernal season.

Snipes only drum head to wind, and when falling. On the
opposite page is a diagram of the flight of a drumming Snipe.
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The drumming is produced only during the dotted periods
of the bird’s flight, and is clearly attributable to the wings
(not the voice), for the key changes with the alteration in
the bird’s course in the air, as at (a). Snipes commence to
drum about the middle of March. Another of the seasonal
signs, which, one after another, spring into being, is the busy
hum of the humble bee—and few sounds are more welcome,
or more pleasing to the ear than this, when first heard on a
sunny morning, about mid-April. There is a thoroughly
summer-like ring about it, which serves as much as any-
thing to mark the change of the season, and the termination
of wintry conditions.

By the middle of April, many of the typical moor-birds
commence their domestic duties in earnest ; but the 20th
of the month I regard as, in average seasons, the standard
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date of laying for Grouse, Mallard, Golden Plover, Snipe,
Pied and Grey Wagtails, and Stock-Dove. The Curlews,
Gulls, and Black game are a week or ten days later. I have
seen nests of the first-named group as early as the beginning
of April; but this is exceptional, and, as above stated, the
20th of April may be regarded as the average date for
completed clutches.

The Curlews are not at all particular as to site; their
nest is usually high up on the hills, but grass or heather,
long or short, bare or dry ground, or bog—all seem to suit
them alike. Even when the nest is among long heather,
there is no premeditated attempt at concealment. The old
Curlew relies on her watchful nature and keen eye for safety,
and rarely sits close when danger threatens, however distant ;
though, from her size and light colour, it is not difficult to
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find the nests, when one knows how to look for them. The
four eggs are laid in the final days of April, one or two
being often unfertile. The young Curlews do not leave the
nest immediately on being hatched, as the young of most of
this class of birds do; for, though they may never be found
actually in the nest, yet they will be lying hidden in the
heather close by, having just slipped out on the approach
of danger. This, of course, only applies to the early days
of their lives.

Golden Plovers seldom or never nest among covert—i.e.,
the nest is on the shortest grass or heather, often on perfectly
bare ground. There is no attempt at concealment. On
being approached, one Plover will rise straight from her eggs,
a couple of hundred yards away ; another slinks off, creeping
away unseen through the heather; at other times, though
more rarely, she will rise off her eggs at one’s feet, even
when fresh laid. The young run as soon as hatched, but
are long in acquiring the power of flight, and retain the
golden down on their necks when full-grown, as any grouse-
shooter can see in August.

Peewits breed in thousands on the lower grounds, and
not on the high moors preferred by Curlew and Plover;
Snipes at all elevations, on hill or valley. Their nest is
always well concealed under a tutt of grass or heather; and
the old bird sits close. Snipe are very irregular in their
dates of laying ; I have found young ones unable to fly on
August 12th, and, on the other hand, have known of a nest
as early as 19th March, and of young Snipes on the wing in
the last week of April.

The Stock-Doves have laid their two eggs by April 20th,
but, like all the Pigeon-tribe, they compensate for their
small broods by nesting continuously all through the
summer, often having fresh eggs at the end of June. They
breed in the crags, a very few birch twigs or bits of heather
serving for a mnest. In vertical crevices, however, a good
deal more material is required to obtain a foundation, unless
the Jackdaws have previously filled the hole with sticks, as
their habit is. On May Tth, we found a nest in a different
position—under an immense boulder at the Cloven Crag, a
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mass of tumbled rocks flanking a singular cleft in the hills.
The eggs were lying on the bare peat.

The 20th April is also the date when the Sandpiper is due
to re-appear on the burns and river-sides.

Though the weather is still bitterly cold, and the sting of
the east wind has lost none of its marrow-piercing venom,
yet the packs of Golden Plovers have now entirely disappeared
from the low-lying grounds. None are to be seen here to-
day (April 27th), where a fortnight ago there were hundreds.

" Instinctive perception never fails as to dates; they know
their appointed season has arrived, and they have gone on
northwards to the wastes of Northern Europe and Asia.
The Curlews, too, have disappeared from the coast. My
winter-puntsman wrote me that April 30th was the last day
on which he observed them in any quantities on the sands,
and curiously, on the same day we found the first nest, with
four eggs, on the moors. The above dates correspond with
the appearance of these birds in the far North. I have a
note of the arrival of Plover in Nordland (at Langnces,
Tromss), on May 12th, and a few days later a Curlew’s
nest was found, which was considercd there exceptionally
early.

OLD BLACKCOCK ‘“IN PLAY.”
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SOME NOTES ON THE GAME-FISH.

During the month of April, in average dry seasons, the
Redewater (and other rivers) are full of salmon and bull-
trout kelts, unable to get down to the sea for want of
water. Many of these fish are in the last stages of disease,
long, lank, hungry-looking brutes, disfigured with great
white leprose spots, especially about the head, and lying
inert and listless in backwaters and burn-mouths. For
these a flood-water would avail nothing. They are too far
gone, and the sand-banks are strewn with the bodies of those
already defunct—choice morsels for the Corbies. Sometimes
one of these dying kelts gets into a stream too rapid for his
strength, and is carried down ‘‘all ends up ’—tail first,
head first, or sideways—and one sees his white belly glint
as he tumbles over and over in the current. Or in wading
in the dead water, one, perhaps, almost steps on to one of
these poor moribund fish—it is rather surprising, on looking
down for a fresh foothold, to see a great salmon’s tail wearily
fanning the water within a few inches, and the fish apparently
quite unconscious of one’s approach.

Up to the middle of April there is, probably, not a single
clean-run salmon in the upper waters. But they swarm with
smolts, both the game-looking silver-clad fish, which I suppose
is the young of salmo salar, and the coarser-looking, ¢ finger-
marked,” trout-like kind, with large red spots on his flanks,
which is probably the young bull-trout. The silvery fish are
all gone by the end of April; but the others remain in the
river all the spring, and by June some have grown to a fair
size. There are also thousands, or tens of thousands, of the
small ““ par,” or ““rack,”” whose species is probably undefin-
able precisely, by any one. By the law of the land, it is
illegal to take any of these various fish, and penalties can
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be enforced against any one killing.them. The utility of this
appears to be, at least, questionable. A spawning salmon
or bull-trout produces some 800 ova to each pound of her
weight—(say 16,000 ova to a 20 lb. fish), and of this
enormous number, a very small—quite inappreciable—per-
centage is ever intended by Nature to reach maturity. From
the first they are designedly the food of many other creatures.
Trout, eels, the larvee of water insects, and even their own
kind devour them in thousands from their very birth. Then
on their development into fry, they are preyed on by other fish,
Herons, and diving birds all the way down to the sea. Their
arrival in salt water is awaited by a host of fresh enemies—
cod, coalsay, Cormorants, Goosanders, and divers of every
kind, and no one knows what else. During May and June,
the rock-codling, poodlers, coalsay, and lythe, appear to live
almost exclusively on smolts, from half-a-dozen to a dozen of
which are often found in a single fish, and tbe total numbers
of these marauders is legion.

Probably, not more than perhaps four or five smolts in
every 10,000 was ever intended to survive all the manifold
risks and enemies it has to encounter, and the extra risk by
rod and line would probably be an inappreciable factor. The
foregoing remarks are suggested by seeing a blue-coated,
silver-buttoned public functionary zealously pursuing a few
bare-legged, terrified little wurchins who have dared to
attempt the capture of a two-ounce par.

The period when salmon do want protection is in late
autumn and winter, when they run up the small burns, and
into the shallow waters of the stream-heads to spawn. Like
all other wild creatures at their corresponding season,
salmon at that period become wholly defenceless, and, as it
were, throw themselves on human merey and consideration.
And surely, in return for the sport they give, and for their
delicious flesh, they are entitled to have that consideration
at the time when they cannot take care of themselves. They
are surely entitled to be protected against the greedy
rapacity of the poacher, and the nocturnal fraternity of
the lantern and the cleek? The period of danger is
comparatively short, and a dozen men employed then for

D
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a month, would be more effective than one man employed
the whole twelve. Let the salmon spawn in peace; give
them a fair and open run up and down the rivers, and there
would be no fear for their numbers, and no necessity to
trouble about a few thousand par or smolts in the spring.

One other circumstance in connection with the spawning
of salmon it may be worth while mentioning here, for its
local interest. The Redewater divides near its source on
the Border into two branches. The main stream flows
west through moor and moss; the eastern branch traverses
a bare, cold rock formation of similar character to that of
Upper Coquetdale, where it is so remarkable that no true
salmon can be induced to spawn. This rock formation is,
in fact, a spur of the plutonic rocks of the Cheviots, which
terminates in the Lumsden Law, close to the head of
Redewater. The water-bailiff tells me that all the salmo-
nidee take the main water of the Reed for spawning; none
ever ascend the eastern branch. Thus it appears that it
is this geological formation which is obnoxious to the
spawning fish; it explains the absence of true salmon in
Coquet, and the failure of the costly experiments and
continuous efforts which have been made to convert it into a
salmon river. Had the geological conditions been studied
in relation to their bearing on the requirements and the
economy of the fish, all this labour and expense would never
have been incurred.

For the sake of accuracy, it should be added that though
in Upper Coquetdale, the bull-trout spawn abundantly on
the cold rock formation alluded to, yet in Redewater, where
they have a choice of both stratified and plutonic rock, they
invariably avoid the latter.
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BIRD-LIFE ON THE MOORS IN MAY.

TrRoUGHOUT the Borders in spring are scattered colonies of
the Black-headed Gull (Larus ridibundus), and the larger
breeding-places are among the most interesting and animated
of moorland scenes. Nearly every large sheet of water has
an extensive colony: while many a remote moss-pool and
nameless hill-lough has its two or three pairs of this graceful
species.

There is now (May 1st) an abundance of Gulls’ eggs at our
lough—about 150 nests. Ten years ago there were not a dozen
pairs, but preservation and the destruction of their enemies
have largely increased their numbers. The nests, made of
heather and dead rushes, are crowded thickly together along
the lough-side, among the short heather and on the soft
spongy green moss, or sphagnum. Hardly two eggs are alike,
even in the same nest—a sort of concordia discors. If < birds
in their little nests agree” (which is doubtful) certainly their
eggs do not. Those of the Grulls are of every shade of greens,
blues, and browns : some dark and heavily blotched, others
pale and almost spotless ; and the variation even extends to
their shape. The full complement of eggs is three; but
some nests hard-sat, or even ¢ chipping * (on May 18th) had
but two, or even only a single egg. There were no young
fairly hatched out at that date, but on June 2nd, they were
out in numbers, some old enough to creep away among the
heather. The young Gulls at first are very pretty objects,
warm yellowish-brown in colour, spotted with black, and with
large eyes, full and dark : their beaks and legs pinkish, the
former tipped, and the latter shaded, dusky. When fully
fledged they are very prettily mottled above with warm browns
and black, which contrast pleasingly with the pale French-

grey and snowy-whiteness of the rest of their plumage.
D 2
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The mischievousness of the Jackdaws at the hatching period
is almost ineredible. They constantly hover round the
Gullery on the look-out for plunder; and everywhere lie
young Gulls, dead, with a sharp beak-thrust through their
soft stomachs. The Jacks continually engage in skirmishes
with the old Gulls, and are evidently masters of the situation.
We set a dozen traps near the Gullery, baited with eggs, and
caught about thirty of the impudent marauders; but it was
noticeable that not a single Gull came near the traps. This
shows clearly that the Black-headed Gulls are not guilty of
egg-stealing propensities; and keepers have therefore no
reason for molesting these beautiful moor-birds. They feed
on worms, slugs, &c., and come down regularly on to the grass-
land in search of such food. Very different is the habit of
the Black-backed Gull (Larus fuscus) : these large and power-
ful birds are inveterate egg-stealers, and deserve no mercy on
the inland moors. On one occasion I found one of the big
Gulls floating, dead, in one of the loughs at Elsdon, choked
with a wild-duck’s egg stuck fast in his gullet. (See Yar-
rell’s British Birds, 4th Ed., Vol. II1., p. 627.)

It is this species (the Lesser Black-back) which is so
numerous on the coast at the Farne Islands, some 30 or 40
miles away, where many thousands breed. I do not know
of any nesting on the inland moors at the present day,
though they used to do so many years ago. Mr. C. M.
Adamson tells me, in the neighbourhood of Haltwhistle, and
doubtless elsewhere also. But they were persecuted (I must
say deservedly) by the gamekeepers, and are now apparently
driven exclusively to the salt water. They are frequently to
be seen, nevertheless, on the moors and inland rivers, espe-
cially during spring, and it is possible that some may still
nest in the almost boundless tracts of moor and waste along
the Borders.

The Grey-hens are also beginning to lay. One nest to-day
(May 1st) in an old ‘“ seroggy "’ fence, had two eggs; another
on the 4th, out on the open moor, had four. Though they
frequent all the higher fell-ranges of the Border, yet Black-
game are not so exclusively alpine in their tastes as the
Grouse ; the Grey-hens in spring seek the lower grounds for
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their nests. The situations selected are the moist and rushy
slopes of the hills, where rough grass, or ferny and straggling
birch-woods begin to take the place of heather; and one of
their greatest strongholds is the broad zone of rough undu-
lating prairie land, which lies subjacent to the moors proper
~in short, betwixt the heather and the corn.® Grey-hens are
often singularly foolish or careless in their choice of a site ;
one nest is in a clump of rushes immediately adjoining a stile
where men and dogs pass daily ; another in the bank thrown
up to form a sheep-washing pool on a burn; both of which
were inevitably destroyed. The Grey commence sitting about
the middle of May. ,

In 1877, we had a severe snowstorm early in May, lasting
some days. On the morning of the 4th, the snow lying 3 or
4 inches deep, I shot some Fieldfares, out of a large flock.
They remained about all that week, though in a fortnight’s
time they would be due to have laid their eggs in Norway.

May Tth.—A single Golden-eye Duck still on the lough—
another northern breeding bird. The weather is now quite
warm and summer-like, and it seems late for so essentially a
winter duck to be lingering here ; but the fjeld lakes of Nor-
way, where it probably intends to breed, are still ice-bound,
and will remain so for another fortnight. This I happen to
know from personal experience ; my little diving friend knows
it equally well from intuition or instinet. Hence it is in no
hurry to be off.

We found to-day (May 7th) a Ring-Ouzel’s nest on Leech-
ope ; another on the 18th, in Lanshot Seroggs, each with 4
eggs. The Ring-Ouzel is a typical moor-breeding bird ; it
passes through England in March, and arrives on the
northern fells in the final days of that month. It nests
pretty well all over the moorlands; but the majority of pairs

# To define the relative distribution of Grouse and Black-game in
spring, the former may be said to nest at the highest, the latter at
the lowest, points of their respective areas. Grouse in spring seek the
higher ground for nesting, and in autumn, so far as they move at all,
tend to shift downwards; while Black-game breed chiefly in the lowest
ground of moorland character, and as the young acquiro strength in
autumn, tend to climb outwards to the higher fells.



38 BIRD-LIFE OF THE BORDERS.

select a heathery slope high out on the hills, where the nest
is placed loosely among the long heather on the open moor.
Others prefer more sheltered situations in an overhanging
bank, among scrub or fern, or a rocky scaur. Sometimes,
on the burns, the nest is on a ledge of a crag in close com-
panionship with one of a Dipper. Outwardly it resembles a
Blackbird’s, but has a framework of heather stalks. The Ring-
Ouzels lay 4 and sometimes 5 eggs about the first week in
May ; hatch towards the end of the month; and the young
are on the wing by the middle of June. They remain on the
moors till the autumnal crop of berries—especially the
mountain ash—is exhausted, when they return southwards.

May 8th.—Cuckoos observed paired ; watched them for
some time. Only one calls, probably the male. A Dotterel
(Eudromias morinellus) was shot on the moors above Wol-
singham, co. Durham, by Mr Crawhall’s keeper (Pattison
Wearmouth) on the 14th May. Dotterels pass northward
through England at this season, but are never common,
and none breed in Northumberland or Durham.

The Dunlins must have eggs now—a week ago their
actions showed they had already laid—but on the immense
extent of ground, it is all but impossible to discover their
nests. ‘lheir most favoured haunts are some wide tussocky
flowe, far out on the hills, and perhaps a mile in circuit.
This great flat area is occupied by perhaps but a single pair
of Dunlins ; hence the difficulty of detecting the exact site of
the nest is obvious. To attempt to watch the birds on to it
is vexation of spirit. They are so ridiculously tame, running
unconcernedly around, almost within arm’s length, ¢ purring ”
the while in their peculiar fashion, that one imagines the
nest must be close at hand. Then after lying patiently
watching them, for perhaps half an hour, up goes the Dunlin
with a little wild pipe, and flies right out of sight. I have
seen them year after year in spots where they certainly do
not breed, perform all their presumptively breeding antics,
as though gratuitously to deceive one. It will thus be seen
that though in the aggregate, a good many Dunlins nest on
the Border moors, yet being scattered widely about in single
pairs, they are easily overlooked.
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The Redshank is another bird whose nest is rarely found
on the moors, by reason of the sparse and scattered dis-
tribution of the breeding pairs, and the elaborate concealment
of the nest. These do not, like the Dunlin, breed high up
on the fells, but prefer the rushy fields of the lower grounds
and small patches of bog.

Both the species just mentioned breed in some numbers
on the great marshes of the Solway, and may there be mach
more readily studied than on the highlands of Northumber-
land. These marshes are of great extent—for many miles
a dead flat, grassy expanse, hardly raised above sea-level,
and intersected by muddy channels, and creeks of salt water
—a very different region to that frequented by the Dunling
on the moors. I well remember one day my brother
Alfred and I spent on these marshes in mid-May. It was
intensely hot, and we were panting with thirst (all the
water being brackish), when right before us, a mile or two
distant across the flat marsh, we observed a large house
embedded among trees, and having a broad sheet of water
lying between us and it. It was an exquisite mirage. So
perfectly distinet was every detail, that we felt inclined to
hurry forward for a drink of fresh water from the lake.
Whence came that image it is impossible to conceive.
There was not, we knew, an object on the marsh bigger than
a mole-hill, there was not a drop of water, nor was there in
that direction a house nearer than the opposite shore of
St. George’s Channel. I have seen many remarkable
mirage effects in the great flat marismas of Southern
Spain—and once in the Arctic Seas we observed a singular
appearance of rocky surf-beaten islands where none existed.
Two ships which happened to be in sight, were also re-
produced, inverted immediately above the actual vessels.
In all these other cases, however, there was always more or
less of distortion or extravagance. Here every feature was
natural and defined. Never have I seen so perfect an optical
delusion as that mirage on the Solway.

Though the birds were aburdant enough on the Solway
marshes, there are few nests so difficult to find as that of a
Redshank. She hollows out some thick tuft of coarse grass,
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the tops of which, twined together, completely hide the nest
from view. There is merely a sort of tunnel leading
transversely through the tuft, which serves for entrance
and exit, and her long neck enables the sitting bird to
observe afar the approach of danger, on which she at
once slips silently away. Mere casual search is therefore
utterly useless; it is necessary that the eye should instantly
detect the bird as she springs from her nest—no easy
matter at perhaps 100 or 200 yards’ distance, and when
the air is filled with Peewits and other birds wheeling
about. Then, when one does succeed in detecting the
movement at the exact moment, there still remains the
difficulty of marking the precise spot on so bare and
featureless a place. '

On the Solway the Dunlins breed in similar situations—
barely above tide level-——but their habits are different.
They build a slight nest, like a Skylark’s, but there is
little attempt at concealment. They usually run from
their eggs on being disturbed, and as they have perhaps
gone several yards before being perceived, one is apt to
be deceived in not finding any nest at the spot where
the old birds, by their actions, lead one to expect it.

The geographical distribution of several species belonging
to this class, during summer, is remarkably wide. In the
South, both the Redshank and the Peewit remain abundantly
to nest in the blazing heats of Southern Spain. In my
visits to that country (Andalucia), I have found the nests
of both in plenty, and at about the same dates as at home.
I even found on one occasion, a nest of the Dunlin with
four eggs on a dreary flat marsh on the lower Guadalquivir
—a place somewhat resembling in generalaspect the marshes
of the Solway. Then, in the far North of Europe, my
brother Alfred found the Redshank breeding in Finmark
(lat. 70° N.), and both it and the Dunlin are included by
Wheelwright (Ornithology of Lapland, p. 5), among those
birds which breed within the ‘‘region of perpetual smow.”
Their summer range is therefore pretty extensive, and
their tastes in the selection of a summer residence about as
diverse as can well be.
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May 15th.—The Grouse are now hatching in all directions.
This is about their regular average date. The Grey-hens
are all beginning to sit. ~

This is also the date when the Sandpipers lay. Asalready
mentioned, these charming little waders appear on every
turn and river, about the end of April, and no bird, not even
the Swallow, is more intimately associated with the return of
summer, than is this cheery and graceful little angler’s
companion. Many of the pleasantest days at this season

ANGLERS’ COMPANIONS. THE SANDPIPER.

are spent rambling along the burn-sides with one’s rod,
and all day long one is accompanied by the Dipper, the
Wagtails, and the Sandpiper—the latter flitting along the
stream just ahead, or perching on a rail or furze-bush, for
ever flicking up his tail, and trilling out his cheery song.
By mid-May, the Sandpipers have laid their four pretty
eggs under the shelter of some tuft on a shelving bank,
among a bed of osiers, or such-like situation. Their nests
being right in the fisherman’s track, are often discovered by
the old bird fluttering out across the shingle, with well-
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feigned lameness. The young, pretty little grey things,
spotted with black, are hatched early in June, and most of
them have left the moors before the end of July. Yet as late
as June 10th, we have found nests of newly-laid eggs; these
late sittings, as also noticed in the case of the Golden
Plover, being often remarkably handsome and strongly-
marked specimens.

May 19th.—A glorious summer day: the influence of the
season is now fully developed, and the full chorus of the
summer birds can now be enjoyed to perfection. Besides
those already mentioned, there is now added to the
orchestra the notes of all the little Warblers, the Chats, and
the ubiquitous Cuckoo, and to an appreciative ear nothing

HOOKED.—THE FIRST RUSH.

can be more delightful than the infinite variety of the wild
moorland sounds at this period of the year. The air is filled
with the pipes and whistles of the wading tribe, and the
varied intonations of the smaller songsters, with the croak
of the snow-white Gulls floating overhead, and the “ bec” of
the Grouse-cock among the heather above—but, indeed, it is
impossible to convey an idea of the variety of the bird-con-
cert. The tamest of ali birds is the Dunlin : a beautiful pair,
with their rich ruddy backs and black breasts, run all round
us, as we lie on the riverside at lunch, up and down the
sloping bank almost within reach, and active and nimble as
mice; they often wade breast-deep into the water to drink,and
all the time keep ‘“ purring >’ in their usual careless manner.
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The trout which have been taking freely these last few
days, have suddenly changed this morning, and jump and
roll over the flies without taking them. ILater in the after-
noon a severe thunderstorm, with heavy rain, came on.
The effect of thunder on trout is curiously uncertain; but
it undoubtedly causes them, in many cases, to cease feeding
on the surface. On the 24th I was fishing one of the best
streams in Northumberland : the water was in perfect order,
brown as porter, and with just enough of flood. Yet the trout
took extremely shyly—considering the season, and the per-
fect state of the water, quite unaccountably so; except that
all day long there was a frequent, though very distant,
rumble of thunder in the air, and this I suppose explained
their unusual lethargy.

VANQUISHED.

The Pied Flycatcher should probably be considered rather
as a local species than a very rare one in the north of
England. Yet, though it has certain nesting haunts both
in Durham and Northumberland, I never happened to see it
in either county till the year 1885. The first occurrence
was at Silksworth, co. Durham—a single adult male on May
7th (we had a slight covering of snow on the following day).
The Migration Report of the British Association recorded
an influx of these at the Spurn about May 5th, coinciding
with the above observation. Later in the month I observed
at least one pair evidently nesting in the beautiful woods
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below Wallington, on the banks of the Wansbeck. My
brother afterwards discovered them nesting in another part
of Northumberland and found a nest with six eggs on June 5th
(‘“ The Naturalist,” 1886, p. 841.) This handsome little
bird appears to be increasing in numbers, and was evidently
very numerous in the year named.

These sudden, and more or less irregular incursions of
what are otherwise scarce birds, are a well-known feature in
ornithology. An example occurred at Silksworth in the
spring of 1882. In that case it was the Grasshopper
Warbler, a bird we had never before seen or heard there,—its
most extraordinary note could hardly have escaped us had
it ever occurred. We heard it for the first time on May
3rd, and for some time could hardly believe it was produced
by a bird at all. The strange rattling flow of sibilant
sound resembled rather the voice of a reptile or an insect—
most of all a grasshopper, but we had no grasshoppers there.
‘We afterwards observed several others in the neighbourhood,
and on May 15th obtained a nest with four eggs. Except
in that year (1882) I have never seen this bird at Silksworth,
before or since.

May 20th.—The Wheatears are now laying : a nest in the
heart of an old stone-dyke at Elsdon has four eggs. Two or
three pairs of Whinchats also are breeding in the rough ferny
banks at the Grasslees, but they are not a very common
species on the moors.

May 21st (1887).—After several days of bitter cold and
continuous northerly gales, the hills lay quite white with
snow this morning—only a month from midsummer day !

May 24th.—The first young Grouse seen on the wing.
They can hardly be ten days old, and no bigger than Sparrows ;
yet with the wind under their tiny wings, and the fall of the hill,
one or two of them went at least 200 yards. This rapid
development of the power of flight in the game-birds is a
noteworthy feature, and the means by which Nature attains it
are singularly elaborate. I am indebted to Mr. C. M.
Adamson for permission to extract the following admirably
careful observations on the subject from his ¢ Seraps about
Birds.” Speaking of the Partridge, Mr. Adamson writes
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(p. 7) :—Nature, it would seem, has arranged that the little
Partridge should be able to fly almost as soon as it leaves the
egg; probably its tiny primaries and secondaries have begun
to grow when it was inside the shell. Of course large
feathers would be dreadfully in the way to such an atom,
but it certainly soon gets such wings as enable it to fly. Well,
its body begins to grow and get heavier, and, in consequence,
it wants more power to lift it. But matters have been
arranged for it without its taking any thought. Out comes
one little feather on either side, and another, rather longer
than it, begins to grow at once. So soon as it is partially
grown, out comes the next feather on each side, and so soon
as these are partially grown the same process goes on till the
bird gets a new set of wing-feathers, proportionate to its in-
creasing weight. No sooner have these all grown (or perhaps
before they have) than another new set has in like manner
begun to grow, and so a constant change is going on till the
bird gets to a fair size. Then the final moult of both quills
and tail takes place, at which period both old birds and
young get their complete new set of feathers together. . . .
The foregoing remarks relate only to the gamebirds. The
case of Hawks, Eagles, Owls, Ducks, Geese, Wildfowl, Waders
and all the small birds is quite different—all of these being
entirely unable to fly till they get to their full size. In all
these the quills come oNCE oNLy during their young state,
and these quills have to serve the bird over the winter and
until the general moult in the following summer.

May 81st.—Brood of nine young Wild Ducks on Rede-
water, newly hatched. I discovered them by noticing a
small ripple coming from under the bank, and on looking
over they all swam out, crossing the stream in a close flotilla.
The old duck, finding her brood discovered, flapped up from
some reeds in the river a few yards off,—the drake, of
course, non est. Young Peewits are now flying in flocks,
and Mr. Crawhall wrote me he saw jyesterday, on the
Waskerly reservoirs, in Weardale, a Black Tern (IHydro-
chelidon nigra), a rare bird in these northern latitudes.

—=ge———
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SUMMER ON THE MOORS.

JuxE is the leafy month elsewhere; and on the moors,
where there are no trees, there is some equivalent for the
absence of foliage, in the intense greenery of all vegetation.
Even the heather is now green, and with ling and bracken,
rush, grass, and sphagnum, all blend into a living carpet
of greens of varied and vivid tones. 1In the vales, the golden
bloom of the gorse is at its best about June 1st, and is
followed up, a little later, by the broom and hawthorn. The
ash-trees, always last, are hardly in full leaf till the middle
of the month, but the spruce is now very beautiful—each
dark green frond has an exquisite golden tip, and the cones
their crimson tinge. The regularity with which, in the
most adverse seasons, the hardier plants develop at their
appointed time, is marvellous; as a Cheviot shepherd
remarked to me, on Royal Oak Day, the cherry- and apple-
blossoms in his little garden, ¢‘maun jest have come oot
through the season of the year, for they’ve no had one
right warm day to bring them oot this spring.”

On a small lough, on the Scottish side of the Border, we
enjoyed that day, what is always an intense pleasure to a
naturalist—that is, making the acquaintance of a species
which is new to him. Far away on the open water were several
ducks, which the binocular showed to be certainly Pochards ;
it is a curious fact, that in all the years I have followed
wildfowl, afloat and ashore, I had never before that day
met with the Pochard in the north of England. In punt-
gunning on the coast, we never meet with them, nor had we
ever seen them before on the moorland loughs; yet the
Pochard is described as a common species in many parts of
England, and is, I believe, frequently obtained by punt-
gunners as near as the Humber.
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Presently five of the ducks went ashore on a small flat
island, where my brother and I crept within 50 yards of
them, and at that short distance enjoyed a charming
ornithological scene. There were four Pochards (three
drakes and a duck), and one fine old Tufted-drake. A
prettier picture as they sat on the low pebbly shore, some
preening, others lying resting, and each form perfectly
reflected in the still water, with a background of sedges
and tall green flags, it would be difficult to conceive. There
were at least a dozen Pochards (mostly adult drakes) on the
water, and a still larger number of Tufted Ducks. From the
date (Pochards lay about mid-May), there can be no doubt
that these ducks were actually breeding there ; hardly any
of the ducks were visible, and the drakes most reluctant to
leave the spot, circling round and round, high overhead,
with rapid flight, and a harsh croak of a quack, more like
the voice of a corby than a duck.

Tufted Ducks appear quite likely to breed in small
numbers in the mnorthern counties, and their having
actually done so more than once is already on record. I
have. several times noticed pairs, and small companies
quite late in the spring. But it should be remembered
that the Tufted Duck (unlike the Pochard) is a late-nesting
species, not laying till mid-June. Hence, their being
merely seen at any particular locality during the earlier
part of the summer, is in no way a proof that they will
remain to breed there.

To the occurrences of what are called rare birds, I attach
but little importance. There is no such thing as a rare
bird, except in a relative sense. Go to its proper home, a
few hundred miles north or south, and the supposed rarity
is found as abundant as nature’s balance of life will permit.
All creatures seek out the zones of land or sea which best
fulfil their requirements; when one wanders by chance or
stress, a degree or two beyond those limits, it is regarded as
a rara avis, and sentimentalists bewail the death of the
poor belated straggler, as though, if it had been unmolested,
the whole species would have extended their boundaries, or
shifted their normal home. . Personally, I would never
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harm such a bird myself, or give it other than a kindly
reception ; but it is illogical to suppose that its death makes
the slightest difference. In the vast majority of cases, a
bird far removed from its natural sphere is destined to
come to an untimely end, and even if it survived the
hazardous experiment, would be most unlikely to wish to
repeat it. Perhaps the most remarkable feature in con-
nection with ““rare birds,” is that they should so often
come across people who are able to recognize them. On
July 24th, 1871, an Alpine Swift, 500 miles out of his
latitude, was slowly hawking along the coast of Durham.
Such a bird might easily spend a month there, without
anything unusual being noticed ; but on that particular
day, Mr. Crawhall chanced to be walking along the cliffs,
near Souter Point (with my Father and myself), and
instantly recognized the species of the wanderer, not a
score of which have ever been obtained in Great Britain.
Since then, I have seen Alpine Swifts in dozeus, at various
places, and on Gibraltar have admired their superb dashing
flight, making one dizzy as they hurl themselves over the
1,400 ft. mural precipice that fronts the Mediterranean.
Most remarkable of all wanderers is the Pallas’s Sand-grouse,
whose western irruption has attracted so much attention in
the present year. The facts are too well known to need
repetition here ; suffice it to say, that for the second time, a
Central Asian species, whose home is in the desert steppes
of Tartary, Turkestan, and Thibet, seized by a wholly in-
explicable impulse, has left its far Eastern habitat, and
followed the sun as far as land stretches to the westward.
Crossing the Caspian and the Caucasus, these wholly exotic
forms have spread themselves over Europe, from Archangel
to Italy, and from Denmark to Donegal. The first great in-
vasion was in 1863,* and a quarter of a century later—namely,
in April 1888, we heard from Austrian sources of their second
advance to the outposts of scientific observation. We were,
therefore, prepared to hear of their advent at home; yet
I shall never forget the intense pleasure and surprise

* A minor invasion had previously taken place in the summer of
1859.
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experienced on receiving (on May 31st) a newly-killed pair
of these strangest and most lovely of birds. They had just
been shot in North Northumberland, and were accompanied
by a letter, asking what they were, and stating that a flock
of sixty had arrived on May 6th, but that ¢ as they were
destroying his crop, the farmer had got leave to shoot them.”
The crops of these two contained a few grains of barley, and
a quantity of what certainly looked very like turnip seed;
however, on planting some of the latter, it proved to be the
common field-runch, a useless noxious weed. Thus, so far
from destroying his crop, the Sand-grouse were really assist-
ing the farmer to clean his land.

= - -
_— = = = L
PALLAS'S SAND-GROUSE (SYRRHAPTES PARADOXUS). MALE.
Nestling on the sand, as is their habit.

The great extent of waste sand-links in North Northumber-
land appeared to offer the wanderers at least as congenial a
nesting-haunt as they were likely to find on British soil ; and
we did all we could to have the birds spared; but I fear
this has been of no avail, for they had all left the spot by
June 24th ; though others were observed there later in the
autumn, perhaps fresh arrivals.

By the middle of June the nesting season of the hardier
moor-birds is nearly over. On the 8rd we found two
Curlews’ nests; one contained two rotten eggs and two
young birds, grey-mottled, rather ungainly creatures, which,
as their habit is, had left the nest on our approach, and lay

squatted in the heather hard by. The other nest had
E
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one ‘‘dazed” egg—a local name, signifying that the
embryo has perished after being partially developed ; addled
eggs are those which are unfertile from the first. The
summer birds, however, are now at the height of their
domestic cares. On June 10th, my brother found a nest of
the Wood Wren (Sylvia sibilatriz) with 6 eggs, at the Black-
burn linn, a rocky glen on Redewater, fringed with trees,
and with a thick undergrowth of long heather and fern.
Another pair were breeding in a straggling wood high up on
the fells above East Neuk. This species, and the Willow-
Wren, nest all over the moorlands, the latter in every wooded
burn and glen as far up as the trees grow. The young Ring-
Ouzels are now nearly full-feathered, yet on the 17th another
nest contained five newly-laid eggs.

In 1877, on June 15th, I observed several Clouded Yellows
(Colias edusa), and canght one—a butterfly I have never
seen in the North of England before or since. Of the
aristocracy of the insect world, the Emperor Moth {Saturnia
paronia minor) is a characteristic species on the moors, and
its handsome green and red-spotted caterpillar may often be
seen among the heather in the early part of the shooting
season.

On the same day I found a nest of the Dunlin in a flowe
on the highest part of Darden. The old bird fluttered off;
her nest was on a grassy tussock, one of hundreds, each
islanded in a labyrinth of black oozy peat-channels, and con-
tained a single egg, almost hatching.

June 22nd.—Found a nest of the Twite among the heather
on Lanshot hill. There were two eggs, and two small
young. Tt is rather perplexing, at first sight, to find the
white eggs of a Linnet where one only expects the sombre ones
of a Titlark. My brother found another Twite’s nest with
four young, just fledging, on July 30th, on Elsdon Hillhead.
At Silksworth the Tree-Pipits have eggs now, but I have
rarely seen this species on the moors, and never chanced to
find them nesting there. A Redpoll’s nest on June 28th,
in a thick osier-bed, had 4 eggs, and among the lining was
a feather of a Kestrel.

The first young Black-game were observed on the wing on
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July 10th, and the first young wild ducks on the 14th. The
Mallard drakes have now entirely lost their bright green
heads and handsome plumage, and are undergoing that
remarkable ¢ eclipse ’’ which is peculiar to the genus and
wholly inexplicable. Both Mallard and Teal drakes were
observed apparently in full normal plumage up to the early
days of June.

July 15th.—By this date the young Curlew, Plover, and
other moor-bred wild birds are strong on the wing, and
many are congregating into packs. Their southern migra-
tion is impending and will commence in earnest within a
few days.

The month of July marks the conclusion of the summer
period.  Already among the feathered world there have
begun to appear symptoms of autumnal conditions. As early
as mid-June, the Starlings and Peewits are seen to be gather-
ing into flocks; but in July the movement rapidly develops,
and the signs of the time are plentiful and patent enough to
those who are interested in reading them. Strange birds
appear in strange situations. In the lowlands, the whistle
of Curlew or Plover is heard amidst the unwonted environ-
ment of waving corn, or among enclosed fields of turnips or
potatoes. From a farm pond, one perhaps springs a Dunlin
or half a dozen Sandpipers; and at night strange bird-notes
come down from the dark skies overhead. A ‘¢ blackbird with
a white breast” is perhaps reported by the gardener among
the currant bushes. 1t is, of course, a Ring-Ouzel, and the
small bird the cat has caught proves to be a young Wheatear.
Poor fellow! he was just starting so blythely on his first (and
last) voyage of discovery to the Mediterranean. On the sea-
gide the Terns have broken up their nesting encampments,
and spread themselves all along the coast, where the sand-
eels and herring-syle are just now so abundant and so
tempting. The Terns are immediately followed up by their
arch-enemy, the pirate Skua, and almost every day one sees
stray stragglers of the water-fowl and wading tribes—
Whimbrels from Shetland, perhaps a little string of Grey
Geese from Sutherland or the Hebrides, all in full ery, the

first Godwits or Turnstones—the vanguard of the vast
E 2
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A SUMMER RAMBLE ON CHEVIOT.

ON a magnificent summer’s day—one of the finest our
temperate zone is capable of producing—when a blazing hot
sun is tempered with a cool northerly breeze, we set out for
an ascent of Cheviot. An hour’s walk over the outlying
spurs brought us to the foot of the Caldgates valley, one of
the most charming moorland glens on the Borders—certainly
the prettiest on the granite formation—and far more variedly
luxuriant than the valley of the College, the alternative route
by which Cheviot is approached from the other side.

One almost wonders why the natural beauties of our own
land are nowadays so neglected by travellers. Without at
all depreciating the grandeur of other countries or the charm
of foreign travel, it does seem regrettable that our fine wild
scenery at home should be ignored and all but unknown.
The route up the Caldgates glen leads through three or four
miles of lovely moorland scenery, almost Swiss in character ;
the track following the course of the burn, a rocky, splashing
streamlet alive with trout, and fringed with patches of gorse
and straggled belts of natural wood—Dbirch, oak, alder, and
rowan. The bloom of the hawthorn was perfect—each bush
a canopy of spotless white as pure as new-fallen snow; the
mossy banks and braes glowed with the purple of the wild
thyme and heath, and were alive with grasshoppers and
small chestnut-winged butterflies. Above the woods, on
either side, the heathery hills rose steep and rugged, great
naked rocks standing out here and there as abrupt as ruined
castles. The air resounded with the notes of Willow-Wren,
Ring-Ouzel, Wheatear, and Sandpiper, and overhead floated
scores of white Gulls from Pallinsburn.

The charm of the moors lies in their pristine beauty of
creation, unaltered and unalterable by man. His presence,
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indeed, is hardly perceptible; the only specimen of our
race seen all day was an old man with a vast bushy
beard and a pack on his back, who was resting in the
shade of the trees and trying to light his pipe with a
burning glass. He was * jest seeking a wee bit pickle o’
’00’ ”" (wool), and had walked ¢‘ from Secoteh Belford, no’ that
awfu’ far,” though by the map I see it is a dozen miles or
more. Poor old soul! he reckoned a pound of wool, worth
sixpence, a fair good day’s pick, and spent his life wander-
ing about these wild hills gathering stray seraps of wool and
depending on the charity of the shepherds for chance
accommodation. Yet he was not a tramp: that is quite a
different species, and one that is remarkably abundant all
over the Borders. At the head of the glen lies Langlee-
ford, a lonely farmstead and the last house in England,
beautifully ensconced among pine-woods—a protection
from the snow-blasts that in winter sweep down from
Cheviot. To-day, however, the heat is tropical, but for the
light breeze that comes laden with the delicious fragrance of
the pines and the hawthorn, of the rowan and woodbine, and
a score of nature’s exquisite perfumes.

From Langlee-ford we ¢“take the hill,” and the climb
commences in earnest. At first the ascent is over ordinary
moorland, with bracken-beds, now in their beautiful emerald
green stage. From the heather close by spring three or
four cheeping half-grown fledgelings. They are young
Grouse ; and at the same moment there is a flutter and scuffle
a few yards away, as their anxious mother flaps along the
ground as though winged and disabled. How admirably she
diverts one’s attention at the very instant her brood need an
opportunity to escape unseen ! Not till they are all in safety
do the old Grouse take wing—the old cock all the time
crouching within a few yards. Grouse are noble parents—
very different to their cousin, the Blackcock, who after the
vernal courting, never again looks near his numerous wives
and families.

Leaving the gaunt cone of Hedgehope on the left, the flat
summit of Cheviot presently comes in view, still far above.
Gradually, as we ascend, the heather grows less and less
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luxuriantly, becoming scant and. dwarfed, and mixed with
the golden leaves of the bleaberry-ling, the whortle-berry,
and the creeping heath. For the last few hundred feet the
vegetation is so stunted as to resemble a great soft mossy
carpet, as easy to the tread as those of Turkey, though
perhaps not so smooth, since strewn broadeast on it lie
patches of the dark grey rocks—porphyry, dolerite, and
granite, The actual summit is a broad flat plateau, perhaps
half a mile in extent. Bleak and wild-looking, the plateau
is only half-clothed with coarse bent and cotton-grass, inter-
spersed with barren mosshags, oozy peat-flats, and ravines.
The small white flowers of the cloud-berry (Rubus cami-
morus), a plant which only flourishes at altitudes of some
2,000 feet, were a relief to the monotony of barrenness,
together with tufts of Lycopodium and the trailing shoots of
the crowberry. The Alpine Cornus Suecica also grows at
one spot here—a very rare British plant, only found on
Cheviot and on one other of the northern fells. The only
birds seen on the summit (2,676 feet) were a Grouse or two
—none nest so high—a few Golden Plovers, and—a charm-
ing sight—quite a small colony of Dunlins. There were five
or six pairs of this graceful little wader, all breeding together
among some moory tussocks, and extremely tame, perching
within a dozen yards. We sat and watched them for some
time with the binocular—pretty little chestnut-striped birds,
with a black patch on the breast.

On a bright, clear day the view from Cheviot amply repays
the labour of the climb up. The eye ranges over a pano-
rama of wild mountain land. Looking northward across the
fertile vale of Tweed, with glimpses here and there of its
silver thread, the horizon is bounded by interminable Lam-
mermuirs. The triple crests of the Eildons, above Melrose,
are prominent objects to the west, while all the succession of
rolling fell ranges along the Border are clearly distinguish-
able. In the far-away distance the steam of a train in the
““ Waverley route” seems incongruous, so we turn south-
ward. Here, too, there are hills—nothing but hills. Kelso
Cleugh and the Windy Gyle, the broad contour of Shillmoor,
and, close at hand, the rival peak of Hedgehope, whose
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smooth green slopes are furrowed and excoriated with black
fissures and peat-cracks, like the pencillings on a Bunting’s
egg.

The bold black outline of the Simonside range limits the
discernible view southward, though beyond it are visible
blue vistas stretching away beyond the Tyne. Eastward,
nearly the whole seaboard of Northumberland lies in view—
Holy Island, with its white sands shining in the sunlight
against the blue sea ; the ancient Border fortresses of Bam-
borough, Dunstanborough, and the Lindisfarne ; the wooded
heights of Chillingham and the fatal field of Flodden ;
farther away, the Farnes and Coquet Island, dimly seen
through a slight sea-haze.

Few spots on the British coast are more interesting both
physically and historically than this corner of North
Northumberland. The singular rock formation of the Farnes
—the sandy wastes and dreary mud-flats of Holy Island,
covered and uncovered twice every day by the sea—

“The tide did now its flood mark gain,
And girdled in the saint’s domain;
For, with the ebb and flow, its style
Varies from continent to isle;
Dry shod, o’er sands, twice every day,
The pilgrim to the shrine finds way ;
Twice every day the waves efface
Of staves and sandalled feet the trace.”
Marmion.

Here, twelve centuries ago, St. Cuthbert established the
cradle of Northern Christianity, choosing the sequestered
Lindisfarne for his island home, hard by where, to-day as
then, the surf breaks white on its basalt barriers, and the
Cormorants go to fish for codling in the swirls of the
northern sea.

In all, five counties lie stretched out before one, a wild
landscape, the scenes of bloody days and of ages of human
strife. Thence we ramble along the crest to a rocky peak
where Arkhope Cairn marks the actual boundary. Here
England and Scotland are divided by a mountain gorge as
wild and bold as can be seen in the three kingdoms—its
sheer, smooth slopes descend some 1,500 ft. on either side,
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only broken by abrupt black erags and ridges of porphyry.
The College burn springs from the bowels of the abyss, and
its wild, romantic valley lies full in view far below, terraces
of ancient moraines and hanging woods impending the
stream. Overhead croak a pair of Ravens, mere dots in the
azure height, and an old Blackcock speeds away, disturbed
by a boulder we send leaping and crashing downward into
the depths below.

We have over a dozen miles to tramp home, and the
shadows lengthen. The steep slopes we traverse are now

‘“WHERE ENGLAND AND SCOTLAND DIVIDE.

all orange and gold, with the bright-tipped leaves of the
bleaberry aglow in the evening sunlight. This quasi-Alpine
shrub here entirely displaces the heather, and we noticed the
bright yellow flowers of the tormentilla, like a small butter-
cup, and a few tufts of saxifrage. Perhaps from an ornitholo-
gist’s point of view the most interesting event of the day was
the sight of a Peregrine Falcon : this noble bird had evidently
been resting on a pinnacle of some bold crags which lay in
our course, and dashed out from below with a loud, oft-
repeated seream. In a few seconds he was up in the clouds,
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SOME RECOLLECTIONS OF THE «“TWELFTH.”

Waar is the meaning of the word ¢“wild’’ as applied to
Grouse in August ? Itis often difficult to understand what de-
gree of wildness is meant, especially when, as one often reads,
the expression is appended to a report of perhaps several hun-
dred birds having been shot. Perhaps itis merely a fagon de
parler, a form of words to magnify the exploits or gratify the
vanity of the shooters. Obviously, when grouse are really
wild, they cannot be killed in hundreds over dogs or otherwise
(except by driving). - By comparison with the numbers of
people who flock to the moors in August, those who follow
the sport of grouse-shooting throughout the season are very
few ; but it is the latter alone who really know what ‘‘wildness”
means. Then, in late autumn and winter, it really means
that in the contest ¢ Vir v.Tetrao,” the former is nowhere, is
outmatched. In keenness of sight and power of locomotion,
in ceaseless vigilance, he must acknowledge his inferiority.
On the open fell in November man is comparatively powerless ;
it is only by his ability to work out schemes of stealth or
strategy that he can bring himself 1nto the same acre with
his noble quarry.

Yet in the August reports it has become almost a set phrase,
¢ birds wild and strong on the wing,” a common affix being
‘“ scent very bad.” Now, this (the former) must very often
simply mean that the young grouse are normally well-grown,
and rise boldly at perhaps thirty or forty yards, instead of
¢ cheepers,” which can be poked up from undera dog’s nose.
Young grouse hatched at an average date, say mid-May,
are by the ““ Twelfth ”’ full three months old, and in the
ordinary course of nature are nearly full-grown, and have
their powers largely developed. Such birds have cast the
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soft spotted quills of their nestling plumage, and acquired
the strong black primaries of winter, together with a large
proportion of the adult dark-red plumage. Only a streak of
the yellow-barred nest plumage remains along the centre of
the breast, dividing the newly-acquired dark feathers on
either flank. At that stage, in a species so bold and in-
tractable as Tetrao scoticus, it is not reasonable to expect
close point-shots, at any rate at the first rise. They must
be followed again and again, out-manceuvred, broken, and
¢ dominated.”

But this leads me to the second part of my text—the bad
scent question ; and here may I say that these remarks are
not addressed to ‘“ masters of the art,”” but are written with
a desire to be of some assistance, however slight, to the many
who have not opportunities to master the subtleties and the
minutie of successful grouse-shooting, to some of whom the
“ Twelfth ” oft-times brings only vexation and the chagrin
of fallen pride. Assuredly walking about a moor with a gun
does not constitute grouse-shooting. Well, then, bad scent
—1T write from frequent observation—often means bad dogs.
Not but that there are days when scent is bad, sometimes
almost nil; but, in a general way, scent is best to the dogs
which best understand their business, and have been taught
how to avail themselves of what scent there is, and vice versa.
It is a fairly safe rule to lay down that a good man will have a
good dcg, simply because they appreciate one another; and
in proportion to the extent of their mutual confidence, the
directing power of the mind of one is able to bring out and
develop the instinctive faculties of the other. The writer
claims to be no authority on dogs, quite the reverse; but, in
shooting regularly over them, one cannot but see that there
are dogs and dogs. There is one class of dog—rvery
numerous—which appears to regard a hunt on the moors as
an institution especially arranged for their sole and particular
delectation.  They travel far and fast; they persist in
hunting one hillside while their owner is helplessly endea-
vouring to work another, perhaps hundreds of yards away.
For his wishes his canine assistants (?) care nothing. The
keeper, with stentorian lungs and an ear-piercing whistle,
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which would do eminent service as a “ siren ”” on the outlying
rocks of some fog-enveloped coast, endeavours to induce them
to hunt the same grounds as his master, but in vain. These
dogs are often what is called ¢ broken,”—that is, they have
had hammered into them the mechanical lesson (if within
earshot) to go down to hand, and also to back each other’s
points. Usually this accomplishment is purely mechanical,
and one has to laugh at the absurd spectacle of one of these
valuable auxiliaries to human nasal deficiencies steadily
backing another which has stopped to get a drink, or for any
other purpose. Then, when they find birds, it is usually at
least dubious if the latter will lie till the shooter travels,
say, & quarter of a mile to his point, even if the mechanical
training is good enough to insure the dogs not springing the
game by jealously drawing in too near them before the
gunner gets up.  With such dogs, a hardworking man on a
wide beat may get a fair bag of grouse in a long day; but
he would perhaps get almost as many without running a dog
at all. i

The opposite type of dog is that which appears to realize
that its object is to assist its master to kill game; which
persistently and closely quarters the gronnd right in front of
him, attentive to every signal by hand to pay special atten-
tion to likely bits; which seldom hunts far out of sight,.
even when in hollows, or places where, by reason of the lie of
the ground, one can only see a short distance ; which takes
advantage of the wind, so that one can practically hunt in any
direction almost regardless of its *‘airt”—in short, which
utilizes to the full every canine instinet and faculty in
co-operation with its master’s directing capacity. Nothing
to my eye is more ridiculous or less workmanlike than to
see a man spending nearly balf his time walking away to
leeward so as * to give his dogs the wind” on the return
cast. :

As already mentioned, it is well known that the wildest
grouse in August can be dominated by persistent following
up. But it needs useful dogs to find them again and again,
for, after a few rises and a long shot or two, they become
demoralized, and will then hardly rise at all. This is best
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illustrated if one happens to be at the spot where a covey
stop after being shot at. One hears the shot, and, sitting
down, presently sees a straggling line of grouse top the 11d(re
and dip down the sloping glen. Suddenly one of them stops
—appears to dive headlong into a patch of long heather
within ten yards of the ridge. The rest hurry on, closely
hugging the heather, and at the bottom three or four more
tumble themselves headlong into the covert, all scattered, and,
in their fright, apparently utterly careless as to how they
alight. Fifty yards further and down plumps another, then
another, till all have gone to ground. One sits still and
waits patiently, knowing friend ¢ Siren” will be following
up. Soon he appears; walks right past number one, and
numbers two to four, before his dogs have appeared on the
ridge. Then they rush upon the scene; take a few wide
gallops—no systematic search, sine qud nihil—perhaps never
within a hundred yards of the lowest birds. * Siren”’
remarks that they ¢“ must have gone on!’’ and himself does
likewise. Then one can pick up in half an hour three or four
brace of fine young grouse to close points, on the ground
where friend ¢ Siren”’ has only had a long shot at the old
cock.

Now, this is not grouse-shooting; but if ‘ Siren”
happens to report his bag, he will probably add that the
“ grouse are wild and strong on the wing,” &c. No one
can fairly dispute his ingenuousness, for he is wholly
unconscious of having again and again walked right past
them ; and, if he also blames the scent, he is quite
innocent of his own ignorance in handling his dogs.

One remark as to the habits of grouse. It may seem
impossible to say anything new on so trite a subject; yet
Wellington was, perhaps, right when he said that nothing
is impossible ; for there exists a very prevalent and erroreous
belief that grouse feed twice a day—morning and evening.
Mention the subject among a party of grouse-shooters on the
evening of the 11th, and prove whether this statement is
correct or not. Grouse never feed till evening, but the error
alluded to probably rests on the shadow of authority which is
lent to it by the mistaken statements in print by several
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writers on the subject. No doubt, also, the grouse do give
some grounds for the supposition by their habit of  flight-
ing ” at daybreak, and by being generally found during the
early hours of the day on short ¢ feeding heather.” But, as
already stated, grouse never feed till evening. I speak only
of heather-fed birds, having had no experience of those
which (by the proximity of oat stubbles) have been
‘““ educated " up to a corn diet. That this is the case can
easily enough be proved. Open the crops of a dozen grouse,
say at 8 or 10 a.u. ; they will be found empty, except a few
stray heather shoots or rush seeds. These are apparently
picked up in pure carelessness, or for amasement. Perhaps
there will also be found a few bits of gravel, taken to aid
digestion. But every one knows that the crops of -grouse
killed towards dusk are choke-full of heather shoots; an old
cock will contain a breakfast cupful. I mention this point
in order to show that any ‘‘strategic operations” based on
the assumption that the grouse will be on the feed in the
early morning, are (q.v.) undertaken erroneously, and also
to show the advisability of holding in reserve till evening a
fair proportion of *“ going power,”” human and canine. Then,
in the closing hours of the day, the reserve power can be
utilized most effectively, The birds being scattered on the
feed are easier to find, lie closer, and are more apt to rise
separately. Thus each covey will, perhaps, yield several
fair shots, and between 5 and 7 p.M. a moderate bag may be
converted into a heavy one by the sportsman who knows how
to abide his time. g

To experienced and skilful grouse-shooters these few
random notes will, no doubt, appear trite and crude enough ;
but all are not experienced, and it is a prevalent mistake to
regard dogs as mechanical automata, and grouse-shooting as
merely an affair of so many hours’ walking on the heather.
Possibly the perusal of these few hints (should they do
me the honour to digest them) may be of some advantage
to the rising generation, of whom every succeeding year
brings forward a fresh contingent, to enter for their first
¢ Twelfth.”
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STRAY NOTES ON GROUSE AND THE GROUSE-
DISEASE.

So many able scientists and experienced observers have
discussed the subject of grouse-disease, and promulgated
theories (many of them at variance, and none apparently
conclusive), that the writer hesitates to express any opinion
as to its exact origin. One circumstance, however, appears
to be invariable, and to be the inevitable precursor of disease,
viz., a heavy stock of grouse. I have never myself known of
an irruption of disease except after more or less plentiful
periods, though it may occur. Certainly it is the inevitable
consequence of an undue plenty; the cycles are almost regular
—plenty and scarcity in constant sequence, though the
periods of each vary.

Different areas of moorland vary greatly in their power of
sustaining & head of grouse. Thus, on a hill range in Perth-
shire or Aberdeen, every acre may accommodate (say) two or
three grouse, while in the lowlands, or in Northumberland,
one grouse to three or four acres may be a full stock. But
each moorland area has its fixed capacity, and, whatever the
local maximum may be, when it is exceeded disease is the
inevitable result.

This variation in grouse-productive or sustaining power is
exemplified in the north of England by the immense head
of game which in some years is attainable in North
Yorkshire and the adjoining moors of Durham. The deep
peat deposits and rich heather of Teesdale in Yorkshire, and
of the Weardale hills in the adjacent county of Durham, are
vastly more prolific of grouse than are the more alluvial moors
of Northumberland, extending northwards along and across

the Scottish border. In these latter districts the heather is
) F
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of less luxuriant growth, and alternates with stretches of
white grass, rushes, and bracken. Moorlands of this
character, though eminently suitable for blackgame—of
which they are, par excellence, the stronghold—are inferior
in grouse-producing power ; where both species of game are
found together, the power of man to increase abnormally the
head of grouse is limited. It is not till the Scottish High-
lands are reached that we find repeated on the solid heather
of Perth and Aberdeen the phenomenal fecundity of
Wemmergill and Blubberhouses.

To resume : man, beyond doubt, is the primary cause of
grouse-disease in his tampering with Nature’s balance of
life, and with the natural conditions on the moorlands.
Nature designed various checks upon the undue fecundity of
the Tetraonide. She formed the Peregrine, the Harrier, and
the Merlins specially to hunt the moors. Man determined
to have all the hunting himself, and has removed Nature’s
safeguards. Doubtless a century or two ago all the above-
named birds of prey abounded on the heathery uplands, and
day by day examined every acre of fell and flowe, picking out
both the superabundance of healthy birds, and the sickly if
ever the symptoms of disease appeared. Thus the disease
was practically unknown till some time after the commence-
ment of the present century.

But now we have changed all that. Garme preservation
and vermin trapping have created a new order of things.
The Harrier and Falcon have gone ; the hill-fox and weasel
are held in check. Thus the stock of Grouse is vastly in-
creased, and is maintained ever close along the margin of
the dividing line beyond which Nature has decreed it shall
not go. When that line is passed, she re-asserts her su-
premacy, repels our interference, and diseasé sweeps bare
the heath-clad hills.

The extent to which the system of heather-burning is now
carried, is unquestionably another factor in the promotion of
disease. In the fierce competition of the age, the heather,
like the grouse, is, so to speak, ¢ forced” ; an unnatural
quantity is demanded from the hills, and an artificial state
of affairs created, both as regards the crop of heather and of
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grouse, which are but ‘ animated heather.”  This straining
of Nature’s gifts to the utmost, must necessarily tend to
cause deterioration in the quality of both, rendering them
more liable to injurious influences, or less able to resist their
attacks.

The grouse-disease appears to be divisible into two sepa-
rate and distinet types. One, the most common, is the
lingering form, which is slow in its operation, gradually
reducing its vietims to mere skeletons, when they die
apparently of emaciation. The symptoms of this malady
are, first, in the grouse affected seeking lower ground,
especially along burn-sides and wet places, sometimes right
down in the valleys where sound birds are never seen; and,
secondly, in the change of plumage, which loses its fine
glossy sheen and fades to a dull dingy hue, most unhealthy-
looking to a practised eye. Their legs and feet at the same
time lose the feathery ‘‘ stockings,”” and become bare and
draggled.

The other type of disease is much more subtle, more
rapid in operation, and less easy to foresee; indeed, its
approach is often hardly perceptible—it comes ¢ as a thief
in the night.” A few years ago (1884) we had in Northum-
berland an eruption of this sudden form of disease, of which
I propose to describe the principal features. We had heard,
during the spring, intermittent reports of the appearance of
disease in various quarters, and particularly on certain
specified moors. After the abundant season of 1883, grouse-
shooters were nervously apprehensive of what might occur ;
but up to the middle of June their fears were certainly base-
less, and (at least on the writer’s ground) there was no reason
to suspect the approach of disease. In the course of several
visits to the moors during that spring, I could detect no
signs of anything really serious—nothing worse than an
old bird or two *‘ found dead.” Early in June I examined
the ground carefully. Nothing could well appear more
favourable. The young broods had hatched out in great
numbers. Many could already (on June 1) fly two hundred
yards or more. The majority, however, were still ““in

down ” in various stages. Ounly a very few nests contained
F 2
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eggs. These I noticed were rather less richly coloured than
average grouse-eggs; but they nearly all hatched out subse-
quently, except one or two, which were almost colourless.
In the middle of the month (June) I had a very favourable
report from the keeper. I have seen a lot of broods to-
day,” he wrote, ‘“one with eleven, a grand lot. I think the
disease has now quite stopped, as I have seen none new-
dead lately.”  So matters ran on for a whole month. But
the line had been passed; the inevitable result was bound
to follow; and at the end of July, literally at the eleventh
hour, broke out a disease whose deadly virulence devastated
the hills, and in less than a fortnight the stock of grouse was
decimated.

Here is the report of August 5: “I am sorry to say the
prospects for the 12th are very bad indeed. The ¢black
ground ’ by all means worst, as that was sure to be when
disease comes ; mixed ground is always best off. I was out
yesterday all over the best ground with the dogs. I found
the young birds dying—great big good birds. I opened
some, and it is the real disease—their livers affected. I am
certain I could not have shot five brace at the outside, and
hunting all the best of the ground.”

The outward symptoms of the disease in this sudden or
acute form were not very easy to recognize when shooting
in August. The physical condition of the grouse, their
state of plumpness or leanness, was hardly any ecriterion.
Many birds which were undoubtedly affected still retained
their full plump breast and thighs, and the proportion of
emaciated, fleshless grouse, with protruding breastbone and
stocking-less legs, was insignificantly small in relation to
the extent and virulence of the disease. Nor was their
plumage in this case any more reliable an index ; it is, more-
over, always worn and dull at this season. Keepers, how-
ever, in years of disease usually forget this (or do not know
it), and ascribe the washed-out appearance of old birds
exclusively to the disease. From the above and other
reasons, I infer that this particular form of grouse-disease
is no lingering illness. It cuts its victims down sharply and
suddenly, before they have had time to lose their plumage or
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condition. For a few days after its attack, the grouse shows
little or no visible change externally. When emaciation
sets in, death follows almost immediately, within a few
hours.

The best indication of the presence of disease in this
form appears to be the manners of the old birds and their
proportion to the young. In the year in question (1884)
T was at first a little deceived by appearances on the Twelfth.
Expecting to find the hills almost bare, we only took out
half an ordinary supply of cartridges. Consequently, when,
between three and four o’clock, having then fired my last
cartridge, and with some of the best hours of the day still
to come, I sat down with twelve brace of Grouse, a Teal and
a couple of Golden Plover—a fair bag on that ground in any
year—1I felt inclined to anathematize the exaggerated reports
of disease. Exaggerated they certainly seemed, for birds
had the appearance of being tolerably numerous, and signs
of disease but few. I felt sure, had cartridges lasted, of
getting twenty brace. ~ But the next time we went over the
same ground, the true state of the case became conspicuously
apparent. With plenty of cartridges and a long day, it was
only by hard work I managed to get together five and a half
brace, and they all old birds! The fact is, this form of
disease at first helps the gun. Old birds (broodless) which
would normally spin away, a dozen at a time, at two or
three hundred yards, now rise singly and just within shot.
But as soon as these are killed, it is all over. Ichabod!
There are none to take their places.

So matters remained throughout August and September.
Of young broods there were simply none, and it was but
labour lost to hunt for them : the young had evidently been
the first to succumb. But the disease appeared to have
been local, and had not perhaps affected any very great
extent of ground, for in October, on the general movement
or * re-distribution ”’ of grouse which annually occurs in
that month, our stock quickly rose to a normal level, and
continued so for the rest of the season.

As the subject of *“ vermin” has been alluded to as one
of the factors in the production of disease, the following
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statistics, showing the results of their depredations on
moorland game, may perhaps be appropriate. The ground
vermin—fox, stoat, and weasel—are by far the most destrue-
tive, and their reduction by trapping is essential to keeping
up a fair head of game. The hill-fox, which has cubs at the
time when the Grouse are sitting, is the most deadly enemy
to them, taking the hen birds off their eggs; but the stoat
and weasel, being far more numerous, are perhaps almost
equally destructive in the aggregate. If these three pests
(I refer, of course, to non-hunting districts), and the Corbies,
or Carrion Crows, are kept down, probably a few Peregrines
would not do a very perceptible amount of damage, and tlie
small Hawks even less. The following figures, showing the
quantity of game killed on the same ground during two
equal periods—(1) without trapping at all, and (2) with
regular trapping all the year round—are sufficiently eloquent
on the subject :

. : AL PERTOD
Game killed. With(()B: g':g;)?ﬁg at all. El?r)aiﬁgg“ regul};r(iy:
Grouse . 3 . . 1109 . : . . 2125
Blackgame . 5 5 . 308 . o o . 918
Partridge . 5 3 . 8. . > . 201
Pheasants . . . . 2. . . . 6
Hares : : c .13 . . . .29
Snipes . ) . . 122, . 5 . 228
Plovers . . . . 105 . . . . 130
Ducks . . . . 13. d . . 33

The grouse-disease is unquestionably the price we have to
pay for maintaining the stock of moor game at a mueh higher
level than Nature ever intended ; but, on the whole, we are
no doubt very greatly the gainers. For one season of bad
disease, we have perhaps five or six of an artificial or extra-
natural abundance.

In corroboration of the above deductions, it may be
interesting, in winding up these rambling notes on a bird
which possesses such importance to sportsmen, to mention
that in Norway, where the closely allied Willow-Grouse
(Lagopus subalpina) is extremely abundant, grouse-disease
is practically unknown. The Norwegian species is no-
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where more numerous than in Lapland, where, according to
Wheelwright (‘“ The Old Bushman > of the Field), no signs
of disease have ever been detected ; and the same remark, I
believe, would apply to vast tracts of fell land throughout
Norway, where man’s disturbing influence has never made
itself felt, and where the grouse are left to fight unaided their
own battles for existence,
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Ox reading year after year in the August numbers of the
Field the results of the annual campaign on our northern
moors, and considering the immense extent of wild country
which, after eight or ten months of unbroken peace, is
simultaneously invaded and searched out by man and dog, it
always strikes me as remarkable how few wild creatures, save
the game, come in the way of the hosts of guns. From scores
of moors, forests, and fells arrives the almost unvarying
record—grouse, nothing but grouse. Some, perhaps, who
only see the moors during the season of purple heather, may
conclude that the wild hills are rather deficient in variety of
bird-life.  The ¢ Twelfth,” in point of fact, falls at what
happens to be ornithologically one of the least interesting
periods of the year—between the departure of most of the
summer birds and the arrival of the winter ones. Most of
the former, whose beauty tends so much to enliven the heath-
ery solitudes during spring and summer, have reared their
young and departed. Some have disappeared entirely ; for
example, I have never observed a Redshank or common Sand-
piper—both of which are numerous in spring—remaining
inland so late as the ¢ Twelfth.” The Black-headed Gulls too
are gone, though occasionally an exceptionally late straggler
may be met with. Such are almost invariably the brown-
mottled young of the year, probably late hatched. The
Dunlin I have only once come across in the shooting season
—a newly-fledged young bird, which I shot on August 15th
in the backward season of 1879.

Of the moor-bred fowl, amongst the most conspicuous in
spring are the Curlew and Golden Plover. In both these
species a great movement has taken place between the middle
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of July and August 12. The Curlews have almost entirely
disappeared from the fells by the latter date, but a few still
remain in the moorland districts, and in mild wet seasons
continue to frequent the rushy fields and low-lying ¢ haughs”
till much later in the season. A few late-hatched young
Curlews may also be found about the places where they were
bred. These are often quite tame, and, lying close in heather
or long rushes, I have killed them to * point-shots,” some-
times after a ‘‘ rode ”’ of fifty or a hundred yards before the
dogs—a remarkable occurrence when we remember the wild
nature of the old Curlew.

As regards the Golden Plover, it is my opinion that the great
majority of the local-bred birds have departed for the south
before the “ Twelfth.” Their southern migration commences
at the end of July, and very few of the birds actually bred on
any given moor remain on it till the middle of August. On
the high ¢<black ground ”’ where they breed, we seldom see
many in August (except sometimes in wet weather)—only
a solitary ragged old bird with marbled breast, or a late
hatched young one still downy on the neck, which pipe about
by themselves, and generally manage to get shot. The Golden
Plovers being found more or less permanently (i.e., at all
seasons) on the moors, their migrations are less easy to trace
than those of birds which depart entirely ; but it appears
probable that those found on the Border moors in August are
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the produce of the Scottish Highlands, Shetland, &e. These
pass along southwards in a continuous but irregular stream,
commencing about the period of the departure of the local-
bred Plovers, say end of July, and continuing almost till the
arrival of the great flights which come from Norway, Lapland,
and Siberia in September and October,

Snipe, too, are in the same category—i.c., of birds which
are migratory as a species, but which, as individuals, are
found here at all seasons. Many of those shot on the Border
moors in August are undoubtedly the native-bred birds, being
in all stages of adolescence from the down upwards. It is
not unusnal to find young Snipes which can only fly thirty or
forty yards, and on August 12, a few years ago, I found a
whole brood just emerged from the shell. This was of course
an exceptionally late case, the normal period at which Snipe
begin to lay being the middle of April. Precisely the same
remarks are applicable to the movements of Snipe during
August and September, as I have already made in reference to
Golden Plover. In September we certainly have birds on
passage, arriving irregularly, yet their quills appear insuffi-
ciently developed to have enabled them to cross the North Sea.
Hence it is probable that these are Scotch-bred birds on their
passage south, the foreign migrants not arriving till October.
There usually occurs a perceptible interval between the depar-
ture of the last of the British-bred wild birds, and the arrival
of the foreign contingent. The interval varies in duration in
different years, and is observable both with Snipe and Golden
Plovers. Very hot, dry seasons are of course unfavourable
for all these birds, which disappear from the inland moors
entirely; but in such seasons I have sometimes noticed a
corresponding increase in the number of Peewits.

Of course all grouse-shooters meet with the birds above-
mentioned, together with the rest of the regunlar moor-bred
wildfowl, such as Mallard, Teal, &c.; but how seldom one
hears of the occurrence of any really uncommon species! Con-
sidering all the circumstances, this appears rather remarkable,
For example, one might expect to hear of some of the less com-
mon ducks being obtained, or of some of those ducks, waders,
&e., whose usual summer habitat is in northern latitudes,
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but which have been stated to remain occasionally to breed
in the wilder and more remote parts of the British Islands.
According to some of the highest authorities on ornithology,
there are several species of our winter wildfowl of which a few
pairs do remain to breed with us. If that was generally the
case, the northern moorlands would certainly offer such birds
the most attractive and congenial home ; some of them, conse-
quently, might reasonably be expected to fall in the way of
the invading army of gunners in August. That they do not
do so is strong negative evidence against the supposition in
question. Personally, I have never shared the opinion, either
that these wildfowl breed in England, or that by legislation
they may be induced to do so; with the utmost deference to
those who think otherwise, I fear it is only ¢‘ the wish that is
father to the thought.” Englandis not the summer home
of the great masses of migratory wildfowl. Neither Wild
Geese, Pintail, Wigeon, Golden-eye, Scaup, Long-tailed
"~ Duck, Goosander, Merganser, or either of the Scoters have
ever bred here, and they never will. No doubt a few pairs
of Shovellers, Pochard, and Tufted Ducks nest with us more
or less regularly ; but their numbers are wholly insignificant.
‘What do they amount to ? Possibly a hundredth of one per
cent. on the aggregate numbers of their species. In the
north of Scotland and the outer islands, it is true, a good
many Grey-lag Geese, Wigeon, and Mergansers remain to
breed ; but their numbers, after all, are the veriest trifle, and
the whole Scottish supply a mere drop in the bucket. In the
south of Spain, I have seen more Grey-lags and Wigeon in
a single day than Scotland would produce in a score of years,
and as many Shovellers as would hatch there in a century.
There have not been wanting, nevertheless, ornithologists
who have undertaken to show that nearly all sorts of wild-
fowl breed in the British Islands; and they have succeeded,
too, after a fashion. Facts, however, remain unchanged
despite the desires of theorists and the sophistries of
those who are, perhaps unconsciously, too apt to bend to
the current of any popularis aure, and it is upon such
slender bases that our wildfowl legislation rests. Such
arguments are hardly ingenuous, inducing beliefs that are
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contrary to known facts. The provinece of science is
surely to teach, to make clear, not to mistify by confusing
exceptions with rules, rules with exceptions. The legisla-
tion in question is a sad story of ignorance, prejudice, and
bungling, but little in harmony with the broad lights of
ornithological knowledge of the present day.

I cannot help thinking that into this question a degree of
credulity has been imported, which in all other cases is
wholly discountenanced ; and evidence is accepted which an
unbiassed mind would at once dismiss as valueless. Thus a
fictitious importance has been attached to chance appearances
in summer of any of the Arctic-breeding fowl—ignoring the
wide difference between the Avetic calendar and our own.
Here, April is the nesting-season ; there, July. Then there
are several species of the duck-tribe which certainly do not

_breed at all in their first year: and the young (immature)
birds of such species sometimes remain here throughout the
summer. We have Scoters, for example, on the north-east
coast all the year round, but it would be absurd to conclude
therefrom that the Scoter will ever breed here. It should be
borne in mind that no amount of probabilities establish a fact ;
but, on the other hand, it may fairly be pointed out that the
young of many of the ducks, &ec., differ so materially from the
adults that, even if obtained, they might not be recognized, or
be mistaken by many sportsmen for the commoner kinds.

Of the duck-tribe, the only kinds I can myself record
during August, excepting of course the Common Mallard and
Teal, are single occurrences of the Tufted Duck and the
Shoveller. My brother shot a female Shoveller on Aug. 12,
1877, on a small rushy lough near the coast; and, though I
did not actually obtain the Tufted Duck (which escaped,
broken-winged, by diving), have no doubt as to the species.
Both these ducks are known to breed in Northumberland.

Several of the strictly summer birds remain in the moor-
land districts till the end of August, or later. The Cuckoos
have disappeared, except perhaps a few newly-fledged young
ones ; but Nightjars still skulk in the heaviest brackens or
long shaggy heather, especially among rocks, and are seldom
disturbed, as game avoid such places. Hence they are often
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supposed to be much rarer than they really are; but they
are common enough, and on summer nights hawk about the
roadsides and close round houses. Young Wheatears flick
about everywhere, and Ring-Ouzels ecling to the cleughs and
glens where they were bred. Lower down, on the burnsides,
Wagtails (Pied and Grey) are conspicuous, daintily wading in
the shallow water; a few Whinchats may be observed, and
early in the morning the Willow-Wren still warbles a faint
attempt at his spring song. The little Titlark, so well
known by its irritating custom of incessantly springing right
at one’s feet with as much noise as a Grouse, and diving
as noisily into the heather only a few yards ahead, is not
generally considered a migratory bird, nevertheless it disap-
pears from the high moors in autumn. Except in very mild
seasons one seldom meets with it after the middle of
October. There is another small bird I should mention, for,
though I have never noticed it in August, it is sure to be
present, as I have found the nest among the heather in June,
viz., the Twite. It is a very inconspicuous little bird, and
in the ¢ studio sequendi’ has no doubt been overlooked.
Landrails remain about the rough grass on the fell edges till
the middle of September or later. I have shot one as late
as October 4. These birds are long in attaining the power
of flight—that is, they are full-grown before their quills are
fully developed. One dayin August, while sitting on a
grassy moor in Northumberland, I noticed a weasel emerge
from a hole in a burnside and attack something which proved
to be a young Landrail. I shot the weasel, and, on hunting
round with a dog, found several more Landrails, evidently a
brood, all nearly full-grown, but quite unable to rise, having
only the blue stumps of their future quill-feathers. Swifts also
in numbers seek the high ground just before their departure.

The above-named comprise most of the birds which during
August have either departed southwards or are preparing to
do so. ~The arrival of several of the autumnal migrants from
the north takes place so early as (so to speak) to overlap the
departure of some of the birds of sunshine. On the inland
moors the autumnal migration is not nearly so econspicuous
agitison the coast. There it is.usually inaugurated, often as
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early as the end of July, by the appearance of the Arctic Skuas
and Whimbrels, both of which breed as far south as Shetland.
These are followed during August by vast flights of Godwits,
Knots, and other waders, many of which have come from the
yet unpenetrated recesses of the Arctic regions. None of
these species are at all regular visitants to the inland moors,
their usual course of migration lying along the line of coast.
I have, however, notes of the occurrence inland of both the
first-named birds.

On the 28th August, 1878, a large flight of Whimbrels
appeared, frequenting a moss-flowe, on a high moor upwards
of twenty miles from the sea; and on the very same date,
nine years later, several hundreds passed overhead, calling
continuously. These were all arranged in V form, like
wild geese. The coincidence of dates is worth recording;
but otherwise the migration of Whimbrels at this season is a
common enough occurrence, whether on the fells or fields,
or on the sea-coast. The note of the Whimbrel is a clear,
loud, tri-syllabic whistle, oft-repeated, quite audible at a
mile or two’s distance, and when once learnt is not easily
forgotten, or mistaken for that of any other bird.

Of the Arctic Skua, the single oceurrence I am aware of
inland was as long ago as Sept. 12, 1854. This bird was
shot by Mr. Crawhall, on Ireshope, in Weardale, passing
overhead, and was in the mottled plumage of its first year.
Of all the many varieties of migratory birds which in August
reach our shores in such vast numbers, the above-named are
the only two species I have met with on the inland moors
during that month, and, to be strictly accurate, one of these
was in September. The Woodcock I do not mention, as a
few breed locally in Durham and Northumberland ; at the
same time I have only once met with one in August. The
ripening crops of mountain berries attracts frequent passing
visits from the migratory bands of Missel Thrushes and other
birds at this season, as well as from flocks of Cushats.
Packs of these latter are often feeding out on the fell edges,
where Rooks and Jackdaws also revel in the abundance of
caterpillars. But the resident birds are so well known as
hardly to call for any remark.
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Ix the last chapter, I noticed the main features of moorland
ornithology during August. Briefly summed up, that month
may be said to witness the concluding stages of the with-
drawal of most of those species which have spent the spring
and summer on the hills, and the commencement of the
““ through transit’’ of others of similar kinds, which have
been reared a little further north, in Scotland and the outly-
ing islands. But of the great wave of migration from foreign
lands which sets upon our coasts in August, little or no sign
is visible upon the inland moors. Far different is the case
upon the sea-coast. There, on the great tidal estuaries and
mud-flats, the phenomenon is patent enough to the most
casual observer. The dreary wastes of ooze and sand, which
in June and July lay comparatively lifeless and uninteresting,
by mid-August teem with countless hosts of graceful crea-
tures—birds which but ten days or a fortnight previously,
had been at home among the glacier-valleys of Spitzbergen,
or Novaya Zemnlya, or merrily piping amidst the desolation of
the Siberian tundra. But of this great ornithic movement,
the only indications I was able to record on the moors, were
stray occurrences of Whimbrels, and of the Arctic Skua.

During September and October, we have arrivals of many
of the foreign migrants, the variety of which increases as the
season advances, and their consecutive appearances add a
constant source of interest to shooting days in autumn. At
the same time, I should add that the heather at all seasons
compares unfavourably with salt-water in this respect.

Of the strictly foreign-going birds, the earliest arrival on
the fells is usually the Jacksnipe. They are hardly due before
October, but in the course of some twenty seasons’ shooting,
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I have four times met with Jacksnipes in September as
follows :—

1869 September 21st  In a turnip field.
1875 ’ 27th

1882 ’s 23rd} All on the open moor.
1883 e 24th

On the last-named occasion, there were several of them
together, and evidently just arrived, for I had searched in the
morning the particular spot where my dog found them at
dusk in the evening on our way home. On first arrival, Jack-
snipe sometimes pitch on the barest and driest places, where
there is no covert but the dead and weather-bleached stalks
of burnt heather. The Great, or Solitary Snipe also arrives
in September, or rather it passes through this country at that
date, for none spend the winter here. I have never myself
met with it, and Mr. Crawhall only once in his much longer
experience. This one he killed at Eshott, near Felton, Nor-
thumberland, on the 12th September, 1872 ; it rose before a
dog standing to some partridge in rough grass, and curiously,
the same shot killed one of the latter birds, unseen on the
ground. The Great Snipe is a very scarce bird, far more so
than it is usually considered, for many old sportsmen (and not
a few young ones) imagine they have killed several. Whenput
to the test, these supposed Solitary Snipe nearly always prove
to be merely the common species, rather larger than usual.
Thus their supposed occurrence as often as not takes place
in winter, at whichseason the Solitary Snipe is never found
in the British Islands. Mere weight is not a sufficient
criterion, but the species may be distinguished at a glance
by its underside being barred with black, these parts in the
common kind being plain white. Apropos of the Great
Snipe, an incident occurred the week I wrote this which is
worth recording as showing how unreliable are most reported
occurrences of scarce birds unless obtained. While shooting
on September 15th, my setter flushed a bird which, from its
size, slow flight, and general appearance, I felt certain could
be nothing else than Scolopaxr major; but on following its
line, presently ‘“Nell” found it again, when I picked it up
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squatted in a rough tuft of grass under her nose, and found
it was a wounded Golden Plover.

While on the subject of scarce game-birds, I may mention
the Red-legged Partridge and the Quail. Of the latter, the only
one I ever saw in this countrywas killed by Mr. Crawhall, while
we were shooting together on September 22, 1870; it rose
from a hill-stubble above Frosterley, in Weardale, co. Durham.
Others have been obtained from time to time in the northern
counties, some even in winter; but they can only be regarded
as stragglers, for the Quail is a most erratic species. The
Red-legged Partridge is quite unknown in the far north of
England, and is not included in Mr. Hancock’s ¢ Catalogue of
the Birds of Northumberland and Durham.”” I merely men-
tion it here, because I once killed one in the North Riding of
Yorkshire, within three or four miles of the boundary river,
the Tees ; it rose with some of the ordinary Grey Partridge
from a field of standing beans at Hilton, near Yarm, where I
was shooting with Colonel Hay, on September 21,1877, and
I have seldom been more surprised than when I picked it up
and saw what it was. Red-legs, I believe, are not uncom-
mon now in Yorkshire, but it appears they never stray
across the Tees into Durham. In Portugal I have shot
these partridges on high heathery ridges, not unlike many of
our Northumbrian moors, and considered them excellent
sporting birds, despite the bad character they bear at home.
Their pedestrian powers are unquestionable; but among
heather, they cannot run much more than Grouse, and when
the covies are broken, the single birds lie a% close as can be
desired. They only require good dogs and hard work.

Having rambled so far away from the moors, and got
among the stubbles and turnips, I may perhaps trespass a
little further, in order to remark upon the great numbers of
small birds which, on the north-east coast, are always met
with among the root-crops while partridge-shooting in Sep-
tember. I daresay every one has noticed this feature of the
season, but perhaps without particularly considering how,
why, and whence these birds have come. Almost at every
step they flutter up in dozens from among the turnips or

“¢ ‘taties,” and speed away. Blackbirds, Thrushes, Larks, and
@
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Pipits are the most numerous; and besides these, I have
noticed in some seasons, very great numbers of Redstarts (all
immature), sometimes also the tiny Golden-crested Wrens,
right out in the middle of open turnip-fields. The quantities
of birds of different kinds sometimes congregated in a single
field preclude all possibility of their being the ordinary natives
or residents of the neighbourhood. Unquestionably they are
birds on migration, though many of them belong to species
which are not popularly supposed to be migratory. There
are, however, very few species which are not migratory to
some extent. On examining their seasonal distribution
throughout the year (which is the only true test), very few
species indeed will be found to remain actually stationary
during the twelvemonth ; the number of such might almost
be counted on the fingers.

The subject of migration has already been discussed
generally when dealing with the spring season, and
it is unnecessary to revert further to its general scope
or character. But the phenomenon is a bi-annual one;
there is the vernal movement northwards, and we have now
reached, in autumn, its second and converse phase. In
September the feathered world is on the move ; throughout
Europe, almost every individual unit is a traveller. They
move in battalions or in handfuls; some traverse thousands,
others hundreds of miles; there are long-winged forms that
span the world, apparently withont rest or effort; the
Curlew-Sandpiper, for example, passes from Arctic to Tropic
within a few weeks—perhaps days—and by changing hemi-
spheres at each equinox, eliminates the element of winter
entirely from its little life. Others travel more slowly, or
by stages, or, on the other extreme, like the Brent Geese,
cling so tenaciously to hyperborean shores, that at no period
of the year are they ever fairly out of sight of ice and snow.
Another section is of less extensive mobility, and a few are con-
tent with a merely local change of residence. Then, again, ver-
tical altitude and longitudinal distance (in a north and south
direction) are equivalents; that is to say the physical
conditions of existence on a fell plateau of 8,000 ft. elevation
above sea level in our islands, may be exactly analogous with
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those of low-lying lands very much further to the north, such
as the South Siberian tundras. Thus while one bird—a
Titlark, for example—which has spent the summer on the
bleak uplands of Cheviot, may find a sufficient change in
seeking the shelter of the littoral plains, yet the migrant
instinet of another, specifically the same, but a denizen of a
lower region, may not be satisfied till the owner reaches its
appointed winter home in the extreme south of Europe.
There is a certain analogy between some visible traits of
bird-life, and the aspirations, more or less latent, of our own
kind. If it be possible to conceive a man wholly divested of
all the trammels that the social and political cosmogony,
and, not least, that gold have imposed upon his freedom with
all the accumulated force of long custom—how would he
spend the year? Perhaps, very much the same as those
creatures actually do which still remain unfettered. In
summer, he would probably seek northern latitudes, cruise on
the verge of the Aurctic ice, and retire southward before its
autumnal advance, to winter in sunny lands. Such, in fact,
is the custom of the fortunate few, as it is certainly the
innate, and all but universal instinct in the feathered biped.
Long ages of change and development have induced infinite
modifications as between the different organizations of the
latter ; many, falling from their former high estate, no longer
seek the Ultima Thule that once perhaps was the universal
home of all; some, indeed, regard even a British summer
as a thing not to be endured, and treat the Pyrenees, the
Mediterranean, or the Sahara as the climatic limit of to-day—
to-morrow the precession of the equinoxes may have changed
all that, but the process requires twice ten thousand years.
In September the Arctic summer is over; the ¢ midnight
sun,” to use the tourist phrase, has set ; the ice is forming in
the sounds of Spitzbergen, and will soon envelop the whole
Arctic Archipelago, blocking the Kara Gates and the North
Asiatic seaboard. Before the cutting hailstorms, and the
approaching Polar night, the feathered world—with onesolitary
exception—flee to the southward. As early as July the first
stray symptoms of movement become apparent at home, and

in September it is in full operation—hardly a bird but by
, G 2
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the end of that month is far to the southward of its summer
position.  But I must not forget that I write of the moor-
lands, where the winged pilgrimage is far less patent than
on the tidal waters, and along the coast lines. The
Whimbrels, as already stated, make straight passages and
take cross-country routes ; Mr. Crawhall has shot the Green-
shank and the Reeve inland, during September, and T have
stray notes of the occurrence of Dotterel and Green Sandpiper;
but with the exception of these, the Great Snipe, and a few
ducks and other kinds to be hereafter mentioned, there is
but little evidence of the passing foreigner in the hill-
country.

Throughout September, the transit of Missel-Thrushes
continues uninterruptedly. When driving the woods for black-
game, little patches of an acre or two are often literally swarm-
ing with Common and Missel-Thrushes, Blackbirds and Ring-
Quzels. The attraction of the ripening rowan-berries, whose
bright scarlet clusters are so beautiful at this season, is
no doubt a retarding element, inducing the passing bands
to linger a few days; but by October they are all gone.
Though I mentioned the Blackbird, yet it appears to be far
more sedentary as-a species than most of the others
referred to. It breeds in the blazing heat of the southern-
most corner of Europe; yet along with the Robin, Wren,
and Dipper, is one of the few small birds that can brave the
utmost severities of winter on the northern moors.

The moorland districts are too high, cold, and bleak, to
lend themselves kindly to corn-growing, and even in favour-
able seasouns the little oat-crops are rarely cut till towards the
end of September. At that period the stubbles, which are
few and far between—often only little patches of an acre
or so—are a favourite resort of the hill-game. But the
capriciousness of game and some other birds is remarkable.
To certain fields or particular spots they will return in spite
of persistent persecution. Though shot at day after day,
Partridge and Blackgame will be found regularly next
morning at the same spot, so enamoured of it do they
appear, and although other places, apparently exactly
similar, are not frequented. No doubt, the reason is to be
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found in the presence of some food or other natural feature
in the selected spot, unknown to us, but which is wanting
elsewhere. This capriciousness is most conspicuous at the
stubbles, which being few,” would each, one would im-
agine, prove attractive to a fair quantity of game. But
it is not so; perhaps one little patch is daily resorted to by
a large pack, while another, to all appearances equally
attractive, is invariably found blank. As the conditions
change with the annual rotation of crops, the neglected
field of one year may become the favoured resort of the
next ; so that each season the problem of their exact haunts
has to be solved afresh, which adds to the pleasure of
sport. The same rule also holds good to some extent on the
moors above, where the burning of the old heather, and the
ever varying growth of the new, each year alters the face of the
hills, and consequently the haunts and habits of the Grouse.

Corn not being a natural food to Grouse, they only acquire
a taste for it by its close proximity to their heathery domains.
On ground where the few stubbles were far below the lowest
levels of the heather, I never saw Grouse come down to the
corn ; their education was not advanced to that point; but
in Weardale and elsewhere, where corn and heather adjoin,
or even overlap, the Grouse, under certain conditions, learn
to come pretty constantly to the stubbles at night.

Partridge in the hill-country, being much scarcer than in
the corn-lands, are far more shifty in their habits, and
bolder in their flights.  They often roost a mile, or even
two miles, from their basks and feeding grounds, and when
put up, fly a great distance over the rough grass and
bare open hill-sides; whereas, in a corn-country with its
numerous hedges to hide their course, they seldom go more
than a field or two. The difficulty, therefore, of finding
" again the fell-partridge in a wide uninclosed country is
much greater, and the sport proportionately more enjoyable
than among the everlasting root-crops—that is as sport, for,
as regards shooting alone, the latter country is many-fold
more prolific of results.

It is curious, when one considers the immense number of
game-birds which are shot every season, how seldom they
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Or all seasons, the period from the end of August, to about
the middle of October is, on the Border moorlands, the
most difficult to kill Grouse. They have been so harassed
and driven about by the August shooting, that they have
really no fixed haunts or flights, but go flocking about, seek-
ing safety in numbers. They sit in packs of fifty or sixty,
hidden among shaggy heather, always in open unapproach-
able places, though not ¢ showing” at all as yet. The
weather at this season is often broken, and heavy gales and
rain prevailing about the equinox, tend to increase their
wildness. Later on, with fine sharp weather in October,
these packs break up, and they are then, though no less wild
(but being scattered about in twos and threes, and sitting
bare) more possible to negotiate.

During September the young Blackgame are much more
attractive than the impracticable Grouse. Indeed, their
presence, especially at this season, largely compensates for
the comparatively much smaller bags of Grouse attainable in
those distriets where both these sorts of game-birds are found
together. Easy as young Blackcocks are to shoot, yet their
pursuit possesses many very delightful features, both in the
variety it affords after the August Grouse-shooting, and also
in the changed scenes amidst which it is carried on. Whilst in
August one’s eye rests day after dayupon an almost unvarying,
unbroken sea of purple heather, glorious in its fullest bloom,
with its golden pollen streaming away.in a little cloud to lee-
ward of the course of dogand man ; now our sport lies amidst
widely different scenes, no less wild and hardly less beauti-
ful. Stretches of rolling prairie-l. nd, of rough grass, rush, and
bracken, interspersed here and there with straggling patches
of natural birch and hazel, take the place of the heather ;
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and instead of wide-spreading moors, one now rambles along
tortuous little cleughs, shaggy with lichen-covered birch and
rowan tree, or up the rugged course of a steep-sided rocky
glen—the favourite haunt of young ““ grey,” and many of which
are among the most exquisitely wild and charming nooks
ever carved out by Nature. In these sequestered spots, as a
September sun shines brightly through the scattered birches,
upon the masses of bracken and variegated foliage below,
amongst which the settersare bustling about, their russet
coats in sharp contrast with the dark rushes and paler fern,
surely one has as fair a scene as eye need wish to rest on.

Young Blackgame are among the slowest of game-birds in
attaining maturity. They are hatched early in June, but
cannot be considered full-grown till the end of September,
and during their four months of adolescence are certainly the
‘ softest’’ and most tender of all the game-birds—a curious
contrast with their strong and hardy nature when adult.
Even when half-grown it is quite common to see a young
Blackeock, if put up two or three times on a wet day, become
go draggled and exhausted as to be unable o rise again.
The habits of young Blackgame are precisely analogous with
their tardy bodily development. All through their protracted
adolescence, and during August and September, they are the
very tamest of birds. Then all at once they appear to gain
a sudden accession of strength and wildness; their timid
skulking nature is discarded along with the weak, little,
pointed, ruddy tails of their nestling plumage, and in a few
weeks, even days, the young Blackcock, from being the tamest,
becomes the wildest of all our game-birds.

To shoot the young Blackgame in August, when they are
hardly bigger than Quail, and before the cocks can be distin-
guished from the hens, is not only so unsportsmanlike a
proceeding, but it is so suicidal a policy, that one might expect
few people would be guilty of it. Yet I regret to say it is
far too prevalent a custom in many of the Border districts.
Hundreds of the wretched little fledgelings are massacred on
the ‘¢20th,” many even before that date, apparently from
sheer greed on the part of their murderers, or from a desire
to deceive the ignorant by boasting of the numbers of their
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bag. Thus the excuse is sometimes made, with a vacuous
grin, ‘“ You know, somebody else might get them.” Well,
let somebody else have them, and welcome, if he cares for
them, and can derive either pride or pleasure from turning
out a sackful of bloodstained pulpy remains, useless alike for
sport or the spit, and far more resembling dish-clouts than
game-birds. The worst offenders in this respect are the
semi-respectable gentry who rent “ moors” of, say, 100 (!)
acres, with the deliberate intention, as soon as the adjoining
owner is out of sight and hearing, of slipping over the bound-
ary, where they can pillage and massacre to their heart’s -
content. From such one expects nothing better, and one
knows how to deal with them ; but truth compels me to add
that the malpractice is not confined to them.

By the middle of September the young Blackcocks are nearly
full-grown, and about three parts black, with spreading tails.
At that period they separate themselves from the young Grey-
hens of the brood, and for a time become quite solitary.
Being then scattered singly over a wide extent of rough
country, they are less easy to find than to get at, for, though
nearly full-sized, they lie extremely close in beds of bracken
and rushes, or in the ‘‘white grass’’ or patches of heather.
Towards dusk they begin to feed on the seeds of rushes,
especially the ‘“spratt’’ or flowering rush, and being then
temporarily gathered together, are much wilder than during
the day. They continue *“on feed” till it is quite dark.

This (mid-September) is the season when young Black-
game afford by far the finest sport over dogs; for though
they lie close and offer easy shots, they require a great deal
of hunting for, and a bag of perhaps eight or ten brace of
well-grown handsome young birds, varied by a few brace of
moor-partridge, and an odd grouse or two picked up on the
outskirts of the heather, is a very satisfactory day’s work.
This is the time to gather up one’s ““ crop”’ of Blackgame.

Their next stage is to assemble in packs about the end of
September or early in October, sooner or later according to:
the season, cocks and hens together, often a hundred strong.
These packs make descents at daybreak and dusk upon the
scattered patches of oat-stubbles in the valleys and spend:
the day, perhaps miles away, among the hills, preferring the
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outskirts of a straggling birch or pine wood with plenty of
rough ferny bottom, or in some rugged cleugh where a little
tumbling hill-burn has cut itself a deep tortuous ravine,
whose steep rocky sides are overgrown with rank heather,
bog-myrtle, and bracken, and studded with stunted birch,
alder, and mountain-ash. They now become watchful and
wild, and are difficult to handle comprehensively ; the young
cocks being almost indistinguishable from old ones, and
having finer ““tails.” In point of numbers, one-half the
quantity one could get a fortnight or so ago should now be
considered a fair bag.

The old Blackcocks at this season are still in the moult.
At the beginning of the season (August 20) few of the old
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YOUNG BLACKCOCK. (SHOT END OF SEPTEMRER.)

cocks have the slightest vestige of a tail ; .c., the short blood-
feathers of the nascent tail are entirely hidden by the upper
and under coverts which meet beyond them. At that period
they usually lie very close, skulking in beds of the heaviest
bracken, as though ashamed of their ragged condition. Now
and then one shoots an old Blackcock in August, which,
probably from backward condition or other cause, still retains
some, or even all, of the long curved tail-feathers of the
previous year, of course very worn and ragged. Such birds
are usually very large—three or four-year-old birds—but
they scale less than smaller tail-less old cocks.

During what I may call the ‘“stubble period,” i.e., from
about the middle of October till towards the end of November
(varying of course according to the date of the harvest),
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Blackgame are rather scarce on the higher moors. In Sep-
tember they find abundant food on the hills in Nature’s crop
of seeds, and the mountain berries, blaeberries, cranberries,
&e.; but as these become exhausted, and the corn-crops
being by then usually led out of the tields, large numbers of
Blackgame leave the higher hills and resort to the corn-lands
in the lower ground. Later on, as the stubbles are ploughed
up, they return to their hill-haunts, usually about the end of
November, and their food then consists largely of heather,
and the small plants which grow in (or rather form) * old
grass land.” The following are the contents of the crops of
four Blackcocks shot November 8. The first, killed out on
the fell, contained heather alone. Abrace shot on thefell-edge,
half heather and half aromatic grass-plants, the former
uppermost ; these birds had probably been disturbed in the
hay-fields below, and had come out on to the heather to finish
their dinner. The fourth, shot on grass-land at dusk, had
fed entirely on grass-plants—trefoils, sorrels, sedges, &c.
Several others examined contained much the same food;
sometimes a few dozen oats at the bottom of the crop, though
none might happen to be grown within miles of where the
bird was killed.

All game-birds feed very low, crouching along on the
barest ground. It is surprising how easy it is sometimes to
overlook even so large and conspicuous a bird as a Blackeock
when feeding. A pack of them may be feeding on nearly
bare grass, slowly advancing with all heads and tails down,
and yet may be overlooked, or perhaps taken at a careless
glance to be only a lot of mole-hills,

There is a remarkable feature in the habits of Blackgame
in mid-autumn, the cause of which I have never been able
to make out. I can find no explanation of it recorded, and
indeed it seems quite inexplicable. I refer to the distinet
display of amatory instinets which occurs in October, and in
mild seasons even later. On wet, foggy mornings in particu-
lar, one hears the old Blackcocks ¢ ecrooning,” ‘¢ bubbling,”
and ‘“ sneezing,’’ as excitedly as on a fine day in early spring.
With a glass, I have watched one surrounded by his harem,
strutting round some bare little knowe in the fullest ¢ play,”
his neck swollen, tail expanded erect over his back, and wings
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trailing—truly a most remarkable spectacle in October.
Whether it is merely a chronological miscalculation, or arises
from some specific cause, the origin of which may be lost in
the mists of the remote past, the instinet certainly exists,
and, for want of a better name, I will coin the word
¢ pseudo-erotism,” to designate it. Nor is it confined to
Blackgame. Grouse conspicuously, and Golden Plover to a
certain extent, are affected by ¢ pseudo-erotic” instinects ;
and we all know how busily Rooks destroy and repair their
nests in November. I have also noticed small Gulls in that
month, apparently Black-headed Gulls, revisiting their moor-
land breeding haunts. So strong is this instinct in Black-
game, that in December, when the snow lay a foot deep,
I have observed the young cocks (which had then apparently
arrived at maturity) similarly dancing around and among a
pack of grey, the latter as usual apparently utterly heedless
of the performance, though I should add it was not nearly so
“impressive ”’ as that of the old cocks in October and
November.

During the concluding months of the year the habits of
Blackgame do not materially alter, except as they are in-
fluenced by the weather. They are now firmly established
on the high moors, and we have in Northumberland a con-
siderable immigration at this period, probably from the
higher bleak fells about the Scottish border, and from their
great strongholds in the wild hills of Roxburghshire,
Selkirk, &e. It is no unusual occurrence to see more Black-
game on Dec. 10 than could have been seen at any previous
period of the season. They now select certain fixed haunts,
usually some high flat-topped ridge, where patches of short
sweet grass are interspersed among the heather, to which
they constantly resort, and where perhaps thirty or forty
Blackecock and a great number of grey may always be found.
Heavy gales of wind and rain-storms often drive the Black-
game off the hills at this season to the shelter of the wooded
valleys and cleughs below—but not always; for in attempt-
ing to describe the habits of birds, it is difficult to lay down
absolute rules. So many and such varied causes (some
perhaps unknown, or impalpable to us) affect their habits
and movements, that it is unsafe to write dogmatically,
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and nearly all observations should be made and read in a
general sense. Thus, we sometimes obtain excellent sport
by driving the woods and gills the morning after a storm.
But on other days, under what appear precisely similar cir-
cumstances, hardly a bird has been found in the shelter.

Not always, however, do the birds and the hill-farmers
enjoy the luxury of a mild winter. Often the ‘¢ genuine
article ”’ is ushered in in November, and storm follows storm
till the brown heather disappears entirely beneath the
universal covering of dazzling snow. Under these con-
ditions, the Blackgame (though many of them still cling to
their chosen hillocks above with surprising tenacity) are
generally to be found congregated in the wooded valleys
below, where dozens of them may be seen perched like
Rooks on the bare birches and hawthorns. Here they feed
chiefly on haws, and on the budding shoots or ‘“tops” of
birch and alder. They also get a certain amount of heather
in places where the wind has drifted the snow from the
weather-slopes of the hills, or where sheep have been
feeding. Blackgame stand prolonged snow-storms with
great hardiness, and show little or no falling off in con-
dition ; but in the snow-storms of December 1882, a friend
tells me he found many Grey-hens dead and dying on his
farm, even in the stackyards. The crops of nearly all these
birds were quite full, and death was ascribed to their
inability to obtain the necessary supplies of sand, gravel,
&e., required to promote digestion.

A question has been raised as to whether Grey-hens breed
in their first spring, and I have even heard it stated that
they do not breed till their third year. This, of course, is a
matter very difficult, or even incapable, of direct proof; but
80 precarious are the lives of game-birds that, if handicapped
so severely, I imagine they could hardly manage long to
maintain the * struggle for existence.” Myown observation
leads me unhesitatingly to say that Grey-hens do breed in
their first year, or at least as many of them as have the
opportunity. The number of Grey-hens without broods
never appears greater than can be accounted for by the fact
of the species being polygamous. 4
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TuE month of October is often inangurated by the appear-
ance of the Wild Geese, which, usually arrive soon after harvest.
As early as Oct. 1, I have seen the large Grey Geese passing
high overhead in noisy skeins and V-shaped lines. Their
course of flight is almost invariably to the westward; they
seldom alight, and, on the rare occasions when they do so,
are so extremely cautious in their choice of a resting-place,
and so incessantly vigilant, that they rarely allow an ¢ advan-
tage” to the gunner. Hence they are seldom killed. I
have never, myself, succeeded in bagging a Goose on the
Northumbrian moors (though from no lack of effort), and
cannot, therefore, speak confidently as to their species.
Doubtless, however, these will be similar to what are usually
obtained on the coast, viz., the Pink-footed and Bean Geese
most common ; the smaller White-fronted kind less so, and
the big Greylag the rarest, if, indeed, it ever visits us at all.
On Oct. 13, 1878, a small flight of thirteen Grey Geese took up
their quarters on a moorland lough, which was partly frozen,
and remained some days, sitting on the edge of the ice,
where their watchful sentries defied all attempts to out-
manceuvre them by day and night.

The moorland lakes, or ¢ loughs ™ of Northumberland (or
Scotice, “lochs ’; but, being south of the Border, I prefer
the local name, which is pronounced “loff,”) are, as a rule,
most unfavourable places for approaching wildfowl. Many are
situated high up, among the crests of the heathery hills, where
there is seldom a vestige of cover on their banks, not even a
fringe of rushes, or any bush or shrub, higher than heather
or bog-myrtle, to cover a stalk. Some are simply open peat-
holes in the middle of a dead flat bog, their surface not a foot
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below the general level of the surrounding ¢“ moss,” and, on
these, direct approach on wildfowl is utterly out of the ques-
tion. Others, lying in shallow basins among the hills, with
the bare heather sloping right down to the water’s edge, afford
hardly any greater advantage; though, in these latter, there is
usually a ““syke,” or broken gully,at the over-flow, sufficiently
deep to enable one to creep within reach of the water at that
point. These loughs usually have a firm bottom, either peat
or gravel, the latter here and there interspersed with beauti-
ful patches of silver sand ; but there is no shore where fowl
can sit dry, the water being deep right up to the steep banks.

Wherever a section of the peat-formation is exposed,
trunks and remains of ancient oak, and other trees, are
visible, even up to 1,200ft. and upwards, the relics of a long
past age, when these now open, treeless moors were covered
with forest. These remains appear to be analogous to the
upright stems known as ‘ sigillaria” in the coal seams of
the older carboniferous period.

Years ago, before the celebrated wildfowl resort at Prest-
wick Carr, in Northumberland, was reclaimed, the geese
from the carr used regularly to resort to this and other
moorland loughs for a wide radius around to roost, and
many of the hill-farmers have anecdotes of incidents which
occurred when they went 1o lie in wait for the arrival of the
geese at nights. But now all that is changed. Corn grows
where only waste marsh and water formerly existed, and
except on a few such occasions as the above, I have never
seen the geese condescend to remain a single hour on the
moors. I need hardly say that the Brent Goose never ap-
pears inland. It is, essentially, a salt-water fowl. and, on
the coast, more numerous than all the other kinds put to-
gether. -« Y

By the middle of October the regular winter birds begin to
put in an appearance. Woodcocks, Grey Crows, Redwings, and
Fieldfares arrive em masse about the 20th of the month.
The Woodcock, on arrival, pitch down among the heather,
often far out on the open moors, though never in any num-
bers. The earliest of these distinctly foreign birds which I
recollect finding thus, was on Oct. 2.
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In 1880 I witnessed an extraordinary immigration of
Fieldfares on Oct. 23. While lying waiting for a ¢ drive”
of some ducks, at the edge of a lough, suddenly several
thousands of Fieldfares appeared, flying south-west, and
quite low over the heather, many passing within a foot of
my head as I lay concealed. They uttered, continually, a
peculiar low single pipe, quite different to any note I ever
heard Fieldfares make before or since. For some days after
this, the fells were “grey’ with them, sitting about on
bare (burnt) places, especially on stones. My brother had a
similar experience with Redwings on Oct. 12, 1882. It was
a densely thick, foggy day, the mist driving across the hills,
and a little wood, which they had just tried out for Black-
game, suddenly became filled with Redwings, which con-
tinued to arrive through the fog in hundreds, keeping up a
constant chirping chatter.

Neither of these birds spend the winter on the hills.
There are neither trees nor hedges on the bleak moors to their
taste, so they quickly pass on to more cultivated regions.
Redwings, especially, make a very short stay; they usually
arrive a week or ten days before the Fieldfares, but only
spend a day or two to rest, feeding on the berries, and in
moist meadows. In mild seasons a few of the Fieldfares
occasionally remain throughout the winter.

Simultaneously with the arrival of these winter birds,
occurs the departure from the fells of the last of the less
hardy ones. By the middle of October the Skylarks, which
a fortnight earlier swarmed about the stubbles (many of
these, no doubt, on passage) have disappeared, and the Tit-
larks follow them at the end of the month. I have a note
made some years ago, that in a week’s shooting on the
““ white grass,” at the end of October, we only observed one
of the latter, where in September hundreds would have been
seen. The Ring-Ouzel also departs with the fall of the leaf,
though I have noticed a single straggler lingering as late as
Nov. 13; he flew out at the end of a wooded glen, where we
were driving Blackgame, right in my face, his white gorget
plainly distinguishable.

In 1880, on Oct. 4, I noticed a duck on Darden Lough,
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Northumberland, which completely puzzled me—a big, black
diving duck, along with a dozen Mallards. As the stranger
continued diving, remaining under water for half a minute at
a time, I easily managed to ‘“run down’ on him, and pin-
ioned him by a long shot as he rose ; but after that, it cost
me an hour’s hard work, and nearly a dozen cartridges, ere
the red paddles turned upwards, so hard was the bird, and
so quick and determined a diver. This duck proved to be a
Velvet Scoter, an adult female, having a grey-speckled breast,
and two curious patches of white on either side of the head,
one at the base of the upper mandible, and a larger and more
defined patch on the ear. It weighed 8lb. 20z., and the crop
contained only gravel. This was a strange bird to find at a
hill-lough, far inland; for the Velvet Scoter is essentially a
sea-duck, and its occurrence here is mentioned in the 4th
edition of Yarrell’s ¢ British Birds.”

Hardly less remarkable is the occurrence, at this same
lough, of the Sheld-Duck, another marine species. OnNov. 20,
1877, while we were grouse-shooting, my brother and Mr.
Browell reconnoitred the lough, when seven Sheld-Ducks rose
at the far end, and, deliberately flying right over the guns,
paid the penalty of their innocence by losing half their com-
pany, three being killed and a fourth wounded. They were
all immature, and it was difficult to persuade the worthy vil-
lagers of Elsdon that these gaudy ducks were not escaped
stragglers from some private pond or ornamental water.
Another sea-duck of which I have a single instance to
record on the inland waters is the Scaup—a young drake
shot in November, 1875. Of course the occurrence on the
inland moors of all these purely sea-ducks can only be re-
garded as exceptional, and the record extends back over a
considerable number of years.

The Goosander is another not infrequent autumn visitant,
but it rarely appears on the still waters of the moorland loughs
(which contain no fish), its preference being for running waters
and the larger streams, such as Redewater, Coquet, and, more
specially, Tweed. This handsome duck differs from the
closely allied Merganser in being essentially a fresh-water

bird, feeding on trout, and only exceptionally appearing on
H
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the coast in hard weather; whereas I have never seen the
Merganser in autumn away from the salt-water.  Only once
have I observed a Goosander upon the hill-loughs, and that
one escaped, in all probability purely by virtue of the
admirably conceived protective coloration of its plumage.
For, large and conspicuous as a Goosander drake appears,
yet his black and white plumage assimilated so perfectly with
the rippling water (it was a bright colourless November day)
that, though I had carefully ‘“ glassed " the lough before show-
ing in sight, I failed to detect anything on its surface. But
on my appearing he at once rose from the water, and after
cireling round several times (but always out of shot) he took
himself right away.

But of all the foreign-going ducks, by far the most regular
winter migrant to the Border moors is the Golden-eye, whose
usual date of arrival is the concluding days of October or the
early ones of November. Next to the Mallard, it is the com-
monest of the duck-tribe on the inland moors. It appears very
regularly within a day or two of the 1st of November, singly
orin twos and threes, the largest number Thave seen together
being seven. Golden-eyes are easily distinguished from Teal
at any distance by their white wing-spot, or ‘‘ speculum,’ and
by their incessant diving. I mention this because few keepers
discriminate between the two species, yet different tactics are
advisable to secure them. When inland, Golden-eyes are the
simplest of all the duck-tribe; so much so, that on seeing some
on a lough I always feel sure of getting a pair or more. This
is the more remarkable, since on the coast they are among the
wildest of wildfowl, and I have always found that, to attempt
to punt to these ducks, or to Mergansers, by daylight (which,
by the way, is the only chance (?) they offer, as all these day-
feeding diving-ducks are safe enough out at sea by night) is
just so much labour lost.  On the moors, however, just the
reverse is the case. It is only necessary to creep within shot
of the water, and, on sending a man round, the Golden-eyes
will deliberately fly or even swim up to the concealed gun ;
whereas Mallards, under similar circumstances, would at
once, on the appearance of a human being, rise perhaps a
hundred yards in the air, and probably not stop again within
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several miles. " Even after being shot at, the Golden-eyes
will often continue to circle round, and sometimes return to
pitch among their defunct companions; so that it is worth:
while, after a shot, to remain caché for ten minutes or a
quarter of an hour.

All the Golden-eyes I have shot or seen shot on the moors
have been in what is considered the female or immature
plumage,* though many are unquestionably drakes, as is
shown by their weights thus : t

Young females average . % 3 1lb. 40z. or 11b. 5o0z.
Adult females average . s 3 11b. 120z.
Young drakes average . . c 21b. 20z. to 21b. 4o0z.

The irides of both the latter are golden, those of the
smaller birds (the ¢ Morillons”’ of Colquhoun) being brown.
The adult duck is much lighter coloured on her wings, the
coverts and scapulars being spotted irregularly with white,
and her neck is also much whiter. I have always found
them excellent eating, the flavour resembling Wigeon, but
they are less oily; however, I am no judge on epicurean
matters.

In 1884 I found five Golden-eyes on October 16—the
earliest arrival of these winter ducks I evernoted. The keeper
drove them to me, four ducks and a drake. Ikilled a duck
and the drake, right and left, as they came overhead, stone
dead, and a highly satisfactory ‘‘souse” they came down
with ! Weights, duck 1lb. 410z., drake 2lb. 1}oz.

The peat loughs do not appear congenial to the tastes of
the Tufted Duck, and it is rarely found thereon—much more
so than one would expect from the circumstance of its breed-
ing in the district. I have observed these ducks late in spring
on several occasions, but not in autumn : the Pochard I have
never come across inland then, and the Wigeon but seldom.

During October, Teal are more numerous than in any other
month of the year—no doubt on passage (I have observed

* I shot an adult drake Golden-eye on the T'weed, Oct. 19, 1888; at
which date, the full plumage had not been completely acquired—the
white cheek-patch and neck being still slightly obscured with dusky
feathers—a phase of plumage rarely met with here.

B 2
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their arrival in Portugal on October 22}, They frequent small
rushy pools out on the moor, having special predilections for
certain spots, to which they resort year after year, though the
individual birds are annually killed there. They usually sit
close when one has the luck to come across them (pairs or
single birds), unfortunately not very often. By the middle
of the month the young wild ducks begin to ““ show’’ on the
open water of the loughs, instead of skulking among rushes,
or under the long overhanging heather on the lough sides, as
they do in August. They also begin to feed further afield,
and come down to the patches of oat-stubble, where they
sometimes feed with the Blackgame. While waiting for the
latter I have seen the ducks circling round to reconnoitre,
even before dark. By the end of the month we often have a
pack of a hundred, to a hundred and fifty or more, on Darden
Lough, where they remain by day pretty constantly through-
out the season, and, truth compels me to admit, in but imper-
ceptibly diminished numbers. These are not, in my opinion,
foreign birds, but an aggregation of many local broods, per-
haps all that have been bred in the wild country for miles
around. In all temperate countries there appear to be two
well-defined and distinet races of Anas boschas—(1) the
native-breeding birds, which are non-migratory, remaining
throughout the year; and (2) the foreign contingent, which
migrate from northern latitudes to spend the winter only.
The two races are distinguishable by their different types.
The foreigners are of a lighter and more slim build, while
the sedentary race, by long desuetude, have lost the power of
far-sustained flight, having gradually become heavier in body
and no longer adapted to perform lengthened migrations.
Thus, while our heavy moor-bred Mallard drakes scale over
3lb., the foreigner, with exactly equal width and expanse of
wing, only reaches some 2lb., or at the most 211b. These
latter, however, are seldom or never met with on the inland
moors, their predilections being for the coast and tidal
estuaries, where they are the staple fowl. The heavy ducks,
on the other hand, are rarely found on salt water, except in
winter, when ¢ frozen out” of their moorland haunts by
severe weather.
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During the latter half of October, a marked change be-
comes observable in the habits of the strong and wild
descriptions of hill-game.. The Grouse, which during Sep-
tember have been congregated high out on the hills in big,
shifty, inaccessible packs, cowering, vigilant but invisible,
among the heather, now disperse into small congeries of a
couple to half a dozen birds, which sit boldly conspicuous on
open ‘‘white ground” and bare knowes. At the end of
October one. no longer expects to get point shots at
young Blackeocks, and, as already mentioned, the Mallards
(the drakes having acquired their chestnut breasts, and
rapidly assuming their glossy green heads) appear freely on
open waters, instead of skulking in shelter. In short, all
the strong wild birds, which are now attaining their full
feather and beauty, begin to show more boldly. They no
longer seek a delusive security in concealment. Such
habits were natural enough with half-grown, half-plumaged
poults early in the season, or ragged, moulting old birds;
but now, with increasing strength, their former devices are
thrown aside, and they sit bare and conspicuous on hillock,
knowe, or lough, confident in their keen instinct of self-
preservation and in their powers of wing and eye to keep
themselves out of harm’s way. Different tactics must now
be adopted to secure them from those which in August were
wont to fill the bag. Dogs are no longer any use except to
find dead, for in Northumberland or Durham Grouse could
as easily be secured by a process of habeas corpus as over
dogs at this season.

Grouse towards the end -of October become very noisy,
especially just after their ‘morning flight,” which takes
place at, and even before, the break of day. At that hour,
just as the first streak of dawn appears over the eastern hills,
they commence their matutinal movements; and on a bright
frosty October morning it is delightful to hear the ¢‘concert”
they keep up. From every hillside and heathery knowe ring
out sharply their clear loud notes, often before it is light
enough to see, and with a variety of intonation which is
surprising, and, ‘I may add, most exhilarating to a
sportsman’s ear. i
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With fine weather, Grouse are mostly in pairs by the
second half of October, or in small lots of four, six, or eight,
which are also composed of pairs. That this is the case is
most easily seen when stalking (or what is called ¢ edging ")
Grouse, or, better still, when ‘ carting” to them. Then,
the courtship of the Grouse cock, and the coquettishness of
his mate are conspicuously visible—even the amantium
e are observable, and very amusing. Every now
and then the hen Grouse dashes away, followed at
once by her lover, and the chase continues for minutes at
a time. Round hillocks, along sinuous hollows, now
low on the heather, then high in the air, the pursuit is
carried on with intense energy—the hen often dodging
downwards or sideways as though a falcon were in pursuit—
the while the low soft spring note is constantly repeated.
Than the old Grouse cock at this season there is no more
beautiful object in Nature, as he proudly stalks over the
short heather, with head and tail carried almost equally erect
(for he is most particular not to let the latter get wet with
the melted ‘rime”’), his steely-sheened plumage, bright
scarlet comb, and chestnut throat; only a yard or two
beyond is his speckled mate, but ecrouching low among
the heather, she is almost invisible to an unpractised eye.

Few things have struck me as more remarkable than,
first, the frequent inability of a novice on the fells to dis-
tinguish a Grouse which is close at hand and apparently in
full view; and, secondly, the extraordinary acuteness of
eyesight which is developed by constant practice in those
who live awmong the hills. ¢ 'Well, Sir, I thought I just
kenned the turn of his neb,” or ‘‘the red on his kame !”
is the reply when one asks how in the name of all that is
wonderful one’s companion has detected a Grouse far away
and low among the heather. And one mentally measures
the distance from the original point of view with something
of vexation in one’s feelings at what appears the utter hope-
lessness of ever attaining such keenness in the ¢ visual ray.”
Closely, however, as the plumage of the moor-game approx-
imates to the brown colour and broken ¢ quality’ of the
autumnal heather, yet there is a sheen on it, and a whole-
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ness of eolour, which is distinguishable to a practised eye
which knows what to look for.

To resume: I have already referred to the above-
mentioned strange recrudescence of amatory symptoms in
mid-autumn in a former chapter, when writing of Blackgame,
and therein christened the phenomenon pseudo-erotism.
So far as I recollect, neither St. John nor Colquhoun
mention this apparently unaccountable trait in the character
of certain birds at this season, beyond a passing reference,
in the former author’s well-known ¢ Sport in Moray ”’
(p- 221), to the habit of Blackgame to assemble, and the
cocks to ¢ call,” during October. While in the Highlands,
I have made inquiries from gamekeepers and others on this
point, but without being able to ascertain that the phenomenon
was at all known to them. Possibly this may arise from
want of observation, for that first-rate sportsman Lloyd, in
his ¢ Field Sports of the North of Europe,” describes the
habit as observed in the Capercaillie in Norway—(and,
if T remember aright, in the Blackecock as well). Here is a
further note on the subject relating to the Golden Plover:
“QOct. 81, 1882. To-day, in fine warm sunshine, observed
the Golden Plover persistently chasing each other, and re-
peatedly uttering their pretty love-note of the spring. There
was a large flight of them, perhaps two hundred, and
evidently in exuberant spirits; now high up in the clouds,
then suddenly darting down in a hundred curving lines, like
falling stars, right to the very heather, whence they rose
again, reuniting into close order in the sky, when the pack
would again shiver into atoms, dashing headlong downwards
in every direction.”

In reference to the spring-note of the Golden Plover, it is
often surprising at this season to hear the absolutely perfect
imitation of it which is produced by the common Starling.
In some old trees before my front door a colony of these
birds have their head-quarters, and they frequently amuse
me early on a bright Oetober morning, while lighting the
matutinal pipe and preparing for a start, by their exquisite
reproduction of this soft gurgling note, and also of the loud
weird spring whistle of the Curlew. The latter, at any rate,
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they eannot possibly have heard for many months, and the
Plover’s note always appeared to me absolutely incapable of
imitation. The Starling’s memory must be as good as are
his powers of mimicry.

The Grey-backed Crows are at this season most inimical
to sport. They hunt the heather as regularly as a setter,
and invariably put up every Grouse they find, checking their
flight whenever they come over a game-bird, apparently to
see if it happens to be wounded. In this way they are
sometimes the means of one’s recovering a wounded Grouse,
but far more often they have cleared a whole hillside of
moorgame which one had laboriously driven in, in hopes of
filling the bag. Why unwounded Grouse or Blackgame
should fly from these Crows is not apparent—for the latter
are quite incapable of injuring them—but they invariably
do so; and even Rooks make feints at Grouse, which always
put them up.

The latter birds (Rooks) are extremely fond of a feast
upon Grouse when procurable, and daily search the sides of
the old coach-road which crosses the Border moors on its
way from Newcastle to Edinburgh, and along which a tele-
graphic line is stretched. This line at present consists of
nineteen wires—a perfect trap for birds, and the damage it
causes to bird-life is incredible. I have heard it estimated
by farmers and shepherds (and believe they are not far wrong)
that more Grouse meet their deaths annually from these mis-
chievous wires than are killed by all the shooters on the
moors around. The nineteen wires cover so much space,
and being stretched at exactly the usual height of the flight
of game-birds (and especially of their morning flight, when
in the indistinet light the wires are wholly invisible) that
they cannot fail in their destructive work, and occasionally
a pack is cut down by wholesale. It should be remembered,
too, that this destruction is going on at all seasons of the
year. It is no exaggeration to say that the roadside is
abt certain seasons strewn with remains. Besides Grouse,
I have picked up Blackgame, Partridge, Curlew, Golden
Plover, Snipe, Peewits, and other birds. Every morning at
‘break of day come out the marauding bands of Rooks from
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the lowland woods, reconnoitring along the roadside, and
feasting on the dead and dying. I meet them regularly at
dawn as I walk across the moors to catch the early morning
train,

In order to give some idea of the mischievous nature of
these wires, and of the cruelty and ceaseless suffering they
occasion to the moor birds, I copy the following few extracts
from my shooting diary : ¢ Oct. 6. Found to-day four Grouse
which had been severely damaged by flying against the tele-
graph wires on Elsdon Hillhead. Two were already dead,
and pulled to bits by the Crows. The third had evidently
received his wound late the night before, and the blow had

PEEWITS—A MIDDAY SIESTA.

be full of heather. The poor bird had been hungry this
morning, and, regardless or oblivious of having no crop, had
been feeding, his throat down to the huge gash being
crammed with heather shoots. I never saw anything more
pitiable in my life. This bird could still fly, but very weakly,
and could not possibly long have survived. The fourth
Grouse had been injured some time before. He also had
received a horrible gash across the breast, but it appeared to
be slowly healing. His breast was bare of feathers, and the
old skin was hard and yellow, a mass of clotted blood re-
maining in the cut. This bird flew nearly half a mile when
put up by the keeper (driving), but was very weak and un-
willing to rise.” ¢ Oct. 17. Every day this week, when
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shooting near the telegraph lines, we have found Grouse
either killed or severely injured by the wires, and to-day
I shot a Grouse in a horribly mangled state at Laing’s Hill,
several miles away from the line.” The above are sufficient
illustrations of what I have stated, though it would be easy
to adduce hundreds of similar instances. Surely, in these days
of ultra-humanitarianism, of R.S.P.C.A. associations, and of
¢ Wild Bird Protection Aects ’—when a maudlin sentimen-
tality comforts itself by fining a poor man for shooting a wild
goose in March, or for overworking his horse, on which per-
haps depends his daily bread—surely, in these days, the
wanton cruelty and useless waste above deseribed (carried on
for a national profit) should not be permitted. But then
these cruelties are not seen; they only occur on the remote
hills, where no one witnesses them save shepherds.

On October 8, 1879, I came across what is now a very rare
bird on the Northumberland moors, a Hen-harrier, an adult
male, pale blue. He had struck down a Grouse, obviously
on the wing, and was busy eating it in the bottom of a deep
black ravine or chasm in the peat, into which the Grouse
had fallen, when my setter pointed the pair from the opposite
side. The Harrier rose from almost under my feet with a
loud seream, his yellow claws dangling below him ; but in
my extreme anxiety not to blow him to fragments (I was
shooting with a No. 10 gun, full choke), I let him well away,
when ¢ skirling ” about in half a gale of wind, I clean missed
him. The head of the Grouse had been completely severed
from its body, and lay some 10 ft. or 12 ft. lower down the
ravine. It is worth mentioning, that in beating up-wind to
where we found the Harrier (which was on one of the highest
ridges of the fell), the Grouse had been ‘‘lying ™ well—a
most unusual occurrence at that season—and my brother
and I had just killed four or five brace over dogs. For this
I think it is probable we had to thank the Harrier, as,
from the position of the dead Grouse and its head and other
circumstances, he appeared to have hunted the ground up-
wind, just in advance of us.

On one other occasion only have I personally observed the
Hen-harrier among the solitudes of the Borders, this was on
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June 1, 1884. I raised this hawk, which was again an adult
male, on the outskirts of a flat low-lying bog, and afterwards
followed and put him up several times, each time carrying
some prey in his claws. From his demeanour and other cir-
cumstances, I felt certain he was one of a pair then nesting
in the bog, which was of great extent, a perfect sea of level
rushes, and the beau ideal of the favourite resort of a
Harrier.

I have never succeeded in actually finding the Harrier
nesting on the moors, but have frequently had accounts
given me of its doing so, which I have no doubt are correct.
In view of the fact that the Hen-harrier is regularly migra-
tory as a species, being strictly a winter visitant to Southern
Europe, and having a breeding range extending beyond the
Arctic cirele, it is hardly surprising if a few pairs do occa-
sionally find their way to nest among the wide expanse of fell
and flowe extending all along the Borderland, and that de-
spite all the persecution of gamekeepers. There are a few
‘favoured localities which I could name, but purposely refrain
from doing so from dread of the ‘¢ collector.” It is hardly
too severe to describe certain of this class as perfect pests in
their wholesale depredations. Under the cloak of science,
some even carry on what is nothing better than a trade in
birds and their eggs. The eggs of such kinds as breed
gregatim are swept up by wholesale, while the few remaining
survivors of our rarer birds are threatened with extermina-
tion through the bribes which are offered to shepherds and
keepers, often in direct opposition to the wishes of their
masters. ;

The Peregrine is now a very rare bird in Northumberland,
and it is only at long intervals that one has the pleasure of
observing its dashing flight. The wild moory hills and rug-
ged crags which Nature assigned for its dominion, and where
in years gone by this fine Falcon, together with the Buzzard,
the Raven, and the Harrier, regularly nested, will in all pro-
bability soon know it no more. Rightly or wrongly, man
has usurped the functions of Nature in adjusting the balance
of life (I do not mean to imply here any opinion on the
subject, and much can be said on either side), but it does
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appear regrettable that the fate of the few survivors of these
noble aborigines should in some cases be left at the mercy
of ignorance and prejudice. The present status of the
Peregrine as a resident bird in Northumberland, and along
the Borders is most precarious: it can still be so described,
but, owing to the ceaseless persecution in spring, a whole
season will sometimes elapse without so much as seeing a
Peregrine on the hills.

The Buzzard, too, has disappeared. I have never once
seen one on the wing, and not a single pair now nest in
Durham or Northumberland. The few Buzzards that do
occur, are generally met with during the month of October,
but these are usually of the northern type, or Rough-legged
Buzzard (Buteo lagopus), of which species I have examined
three or four shot at this season. These are no doubt
merely belated stragglers from the ranks of the great migrat-
ing bands which, on the approach of winter, pass southwards
from the shores of the Baltic and from Northern Europe,
but whose course lies in the main to the eastward of our
islands. I have also seen one specimen of the Common
Buzzard shot at this season, and a Goshawk (immature)
killed in November.

Merlins are tolerably abundant on the Border moors,
where a few pairs nest in spring among the heather; but it
is in September and October that these little falcons are
most numerous—chiefly young birds, which prey on Larks
and other small birds along the fell edges. These are no
doubt on migration, but we have some throughout the winter,
for I have records of them in November, December, and
January. Adult males are comparatively scarce ; their blue
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