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Preface 
The stories in this book are, with one exception, the lives of pets or wild animals that I 
knew and loved in my childhood; for, being a delicate child, I was not sent early to 
school, but allowed to ramble at will through field and wood, thus taking a course of 
nature studies at first hand, for which I have ever had occasion to be grateful. 

It is not claimed that the animals whose life histories are herein recorded, differ in any 
essential particular from other members of the same species in any neighborhood; 
neither are the lives of half the heroes that lived in the woods where I played and were 
really good friends of mine, or of half my pets, given in these pages. 

If you will go into the nearest forest or walk abroad in your own familiar fields with a 
desire to know and not to slay, you too will learn that there are heroes all around you 
who are as deserving of the title as the bravest and greatest of men. Though they live 
unknown and die unwept, they will inspire us nonetheless with the spirit of true 
heroism, and our lives will be better and happier for having known them. Would you 



Elo the Eagle 

www.temkit.com    2 

love nature, study individuals. God, gives to each one of His creatures an individuality, 
and in this lies its greatest charm. 

It is with the earnest wish and hope that these little histories may awaken in many 
hearts a genuine love and sympathy for our wild friends, and thus lead to their receiving 
the kindness and protection they so richly deserve that these pages are written. 

FLOYD BRALLIAR. 

(Dick, the black bear, was a pet belonging to my grandfather. All the incidents related in 
his history are strictly true. F. B.) 
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The Eagle 
The eagle has ever been recognized as the king of birds, by reason of his great size, his 
remarkable power of flight, and his keenness of vision. The ancients regarded this bird 
as sacred to the gods, and supposed it to be their messenger. For this reason the 
Romans used the eagle as an emblem on the standards in their armies. Many other 
nations have also placed it on their flags. The bald, or American, eagle is the emblem of 
our own country. This bird was chosen instead of the golden eagle, or other American 
variety, either because it was better known to the fathers of our country or because 
they thought it more conspicuous because of its white head. 

Eagles are very hardy, and may pass without apparent inconvenience from the frozen 
regions of the North to the realms of perpetual summer. Even about their homes they 
alternately mount to heights where the atmosphere is always below freezing, and 
descend to the warm earth almost every day. They have great strength and can kill small 
mammals, large birds, etc., though they never slay except to eat. Some varieties, 
especially the bald eagle, are very fond of fish, which they often obtain by robbing the 
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fish hawk. If they cannot get a supply in this way, however, they will take them directly 
from the water or feed on dead ones found along the shore. 

The Roman name for eagle is aquila, and this name is still used for the eagle family. 
There are many kinds of eagles scattered throughout the earth. Among the largest of 
these are the golden eagle (Aquila chrysaetus) and the great gray sea eagle (Haliaetus 
albicilla). In color the eagle of this narrative somewhat resembled the fish eagle of 
Greenland, though he was undoubtedly a golden eagle, for his tail was not white, as is 
that eagle's. However, I attribute this light color to his age; for like other animals the 
golden eagle may become more or less gray as he grows old, or he may have been 
naturally light in color. Birds do sometimes vary in color. We have even seen a white 
bluejay. It was mounted after it died, and is now in the collection of one of my friends. 

Eagles are becoming scarce in most of our country, and it is altogether likely that most 
of my readers have never seen a wild eagle. Fifty years ago they were fairly common. 

 

CHAPTER ONE 

Elo the Eagle 
Of all birds native to North America, the eagles are among the most fearless. We are 
proud of the Bald or American eagle, our chosen emblem of liberty; but while the Bald 
eagle has as wide wing spread and is practically the same size, in strength or 
fearlessness it is no such bird as the Golden eagle, the only other variety commonly 
found in North America. The Golden eagle was formerly found in most parts of the 
United States; but as civilization has pushed westward, he, like the Indian, and with a 
love of liberty as inborn and undying, has been crowded before it, till now he is seldom 
seen save on the western plains and in the lofty crags of the Rocky Mountains. But in 
that good old time when there was room for all, and the dollar god had not been set up 
in all the land, there were few days when the eagle could not be seen as he soared on 
tireless wing over almost every part of the country. 

Between one hundred and twenty-five and one hundred and fifty years ago, somewhere 
in the Ohio or the Mississippi valley, was reared a young golden eagle. When he was two 
or three months old, and had been taught to fly, he was driven out of the nest by his 
parents; for eagles never allow their young to stay about home when they are old 
enough to begin to look out for themselves. But that fall and winter he remained as near 
the locality of the home nest as he thought prudent. Often, during this first winter, 
when he was not fully grown, and had not come to the knowledge of his own strength, 
he was forced to feed with the vultures. 
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The small compass of one neighborhood is not wide enough for more than one family of 
eagles; so in the spring Elo, as we shall call him, started out in quest of a new home. The 
white man had settled most of the Ohio valley, and in the locality where he had been a 
fledgling, the white man's gun was becoming more and more a menace to the life of 
these great birds. As if that were not enough, his dogs were killing many of the smaller 
animals upon which the eagles depend for food. Day by day and month by month all 
that for centuries had made their home desirable was being destroyed. 

No wonder this young giant− for verily he was a giant −turned his flight toward the 
setting sun. Mounting upward into the clear depths of the spring sky, till he was no 
more than a speck to the earth dwellers, Elo flew westward, and northward, and toward 
the pleasant land of the South. And not till his piercing eye had scanned all the country 
lying between his home and the barren wastes of the western prairies, whose sere, 
brown buffalo grass stretched still westward for miles upon miles, and from the 
wilderness lying beyond the Great Lakes on the north to the lowlands of the Gulf, did he 
finally choose a site for his future home. 

This occupied his summer, but there was no haste. In the rushes and swamps of the 
Northland was an abundance of waterfowl, tender and good, and Elo feasted to the full. 
On the western plains he learned to surprise the alert little prairie dogs and to hunt the 
long-eared jack rabbit. At this time, too, he acquired a taste for wild turkey, and learned 
the easiest way to gratify it. And when winter once more wrapped all the northern 
country in its white winding sheet, Elo flew South again, and, instinct-taught, became an 
expert in catching the wild goose and in snatching from the shore or the blue waters of 
the gulf its treasures of gleaming fish.  

Still another year he spent learning the secrets of the air. Having no family cares and 
plenty to eat, he grew rapidly, daily increasing in size, strength, and sagacity. The 
wildlings that have abundant food become the giants of their race; and happy is that 
one whom circumstances prevent from becoming burdened with family duties before 
he is fully developed. 

In the south branch of the Skunk River, in southeastern Iowa, about three miles west of 
the point where the river forks, there was a small island. On this island, difficult of 
access from all sides, grew at that time a great cottonwood tree, perhaps the largest 
within a radius of a hundred miles. Planted by the living waters, its great roots striking 
deep down into mother earth, it drew from this source an unfailing supply of food and 
moisture, so that in summer or winter, prolonged drought or bitter cold, it never 
suffered. Its proud head was reared to a great height, and its widespreading branches 
reached down to the very water's edge. Its trunk was too large to climb, and the 
branches were so wide and the top so high that the shotguns of those days would not 
carry to the top of it. 
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This was the tree, on this secluded island, that Elo had chosen for his home, and hither, 
the spring following his third winter, when he was fully grown, he brought his mate. 
Shortly after their arrival the actual work of house building began. This was not a small 
matter, but the dauntless bird set about it with a spirit worthy of the giant he was. 

Some French missionaries had early made a small clearing near the present city of 
Burlington, in Iowa, and formed a settlement. Pushing out from this frontier, men had 
here and there built cabins, split a few rails for fencing their rude homes from the forest 
prowlers, and "squatted" in the wilderness. One of these had founded a future home for 
his family not far from this island. 

Elo had left the region of his eaglet-hood because of the offensive presence of the white 
man; but now that one had come to live so near his chosen home, he seems to have 
made up his mind to profit by the interloper's presence, and make use of his skill. At all 
events, the birds selected three of the smallest fence stakes as a foundation for their 
nest. These were heavy for a bird to carry, but being linden wood, were much lighter 
than they looked, and light enough that in some way the birds carried them up above 
the tree and placed them, in the form of a rude triangle, into the forks of its great 
branches, so high as to ensure safety from the wicked aim of the hunter. Next they 
chose branches of the wild grapevine, some of them from ten to fifteen feet long, and 
wove them into the rough outlines of the nest, finishing it with smaller vines and sticks 
mingled with sod and mud.  

It was to be no temporary affair, this home of the air, and the pair built it strong, with a 
broad base and firm foundations. When completed, it was several feet in diameter, and 
almost level on the top. Being above the tops of all the other trees, it was one of the 
most conspicuous things in the forest. One who has never seen such a nest might find it 
difficult to believe that two birds could build a structure of this size.  

I have seen many eagles' nests since this one-nests built in various parts of the Rocky 
Mountains-but never one that would compare with this one in size. The nest which for 
half a century at least surmounted the famous Eagle Cliff on the bank of the Gardiner 
River at the entrance to Yellowstone Park, is a pigmy compared with it. About ten miles 
from the town of Charlevoix, Michigan, on the bank of the lake, the last we knew there 
stood a giant pine, which tradition says has served as a landmark for nearly two 
centuries. But the great nest which for many years has been in the top of this pine, and 
which may still be used every year by two bald eagles, is much smaller than the nest of 
Elo and his mate. 

The same nest was used year after year, Elo and his mate adding to it each successive 
season, placing new material on top of the old. So strongly was it built and so firmly 
were its foundations laid that long after it ceased to be the home of the two happy birds 
it was pointed out to the children of the neighborhood as "the old eagles' nest." 
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When my father, then a twelve-year-old boy, came to Iowa, in 1842, the land where the 
old eagle tree stood, still belonged to the Indians, being only about a hundred yards 
across the line that divided their reservation from the white man's territory. He tells me 
that even at that early date the nest looked old, giving evidence of having been there for 
ten or fifteen years. 

 
A little later the Indians moved westward, the river was dammed, and a mill was built 
just below the famous nest. From the steps of this mill the doings of the eagles were 
closely observed for years. In early spring they began to fly back and forth, now lost to 
view in the clouds, now appearing again, as they swept the country in search of food. 
And even at that height they would detect their prey in the open.  

They did not trouble ordinary birds, and only rarely did they destroy anything belonging 
to man. It is related that on one occasion, however, the old eagle brought home a lamb 
from a fold at least ten miles distant. But whether from prudence or other motives, they 
did not forage in the locality of the nest.  

However, not a rabbit could stir from his covert without attracting the attention of Elo. 
If the great bird was hungry, he would choose his victim and swoop down upon him. 
With wings turned backward and tail spread, he would drop from the clouds, head first, 
silent and swift as an arrow, and far more destructive. Slender indeed were poor 
bunny's chances of escape then. Elo's great weight, added to the momentum gained in 
his descent of several hundred feet, would drive the bird's mighty talons their full length 
into his prey, almost instantly crushing out its life. Then the eagle would carry the 
carcass off and, perched in the topmost branches of some tall tree, finish it at a meal. 

"Cruel," you say, but I have seen men carrying chickens to a similar fate, while the 
startled creatures cried out in terror; yet they never supposed they were acting cruelly. 
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Let him who condemns the wildlings for their deeds of violence take heed lest the 
greater sin lie at his own door. They slay only to eat, and their hapless victims are not 
forced to bear the agony of suspense before they are dispatched. When the eagle seizes 
its prey, the victim's struggles are usually over in an instant. Even though it be large, the 
eagle generally manages to break either its back or its neck at first contact, and so its 
suffering is slight. 

 
Elo's mate seemed equally sagacious with himself. Female eagles are usually larger than 
the males, but not so with Elo. He was a giant of his race. Many a man would have 
counted it a high honor to add the head and claws of either bird to his trophies of the 
chase, but none could get within gunshot of them. The birds soared too high, and when 
they did alight, it was in the top of the tallest trees, commanding a view of all the 
country around. 

At the first approach of spring the eagles began their household duties. The eggs were 
usually deposited in February, and by the last of March or the first of April the young 
eaglets had hatched. Then the work began in good earnest. As the wild turkeys were 
usually in the brush caring for their young at this time of year, they could not be easily 
caught; so the eagles fed their babies mostly on rabbits and a few fish. These latter were 
brought from a great distance by Elo, while his mate stayed nearer by to guard the nest, 
never leaving it for any length of time. Golden eagles are not supposed to catch fish, but 
I have talked with several men who were old hunters and keen observers, who agreed 
with my father that these eagles fed fish to their young, and they surely were golden 
eagles. 

My father said Elo would fly far to the east, returning from one to five hours later, flying 
low, and flapping wearily, with a fish, sometimes of considerable size, in his talons. 
These he presumably had either caught himself or taken from a fish hawk. Often have I 
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seen a fish hawk dive into the water, bring up a large fish, and start to fly home with his 
trophy; but perhaps he would not go more than a few hundred yards before a bald 
eagle, which had been soaring above him, would dart downward with a scream. That 
scream would be the signal for trouble, for the hawk naturally wished to keep the fish 
he had caught, and would struggle to the utmost to rise above his enemy as they swept 
round and round in great circles. But the eagle, being the swifter, and having no load, 
would soon gain the coveted vantage point, and from his superior height would swoop 
down upon the hawk. When his enemy was close upon him, the hawk, with a last cry of 
rage and disappointment, would drop the fish and dash aside, thus exemplifying again 
the old law that all that one possesses will he give for his life. With incredible swiftness 
the eagle would catch the fish before it reached the ground, and bear it triumphantly 
away. Though only bald eagles are supposed to do this, Elo was known to get fish in this 
way. 

As Elo brought most of the food for his mate as well as for the young birds, he was kept 
busy to supply their wants. Still, an eagle gets along comfortably with one good feed in 
three or four days, so they never suffered. 

Sometimes a hunter would hide in the brush, and when the weary bird was flying 
homeward, would fire a gun as he drew near, thus making him drop his prey. Then the 
poor fellow would have to return perhaps as far as fifty miles for another fish, for he 
would have none but the best, and they were not easy to get. He soon learned to fly up 
the middle of the stream and below the tops of the tall trees as he neared home; then 
he would not be seen by the concealed hunter, and so would be safe. 

Year after year Elo and his mate reared their young in the old eagle nest. From the mill 
on the opposite bank my father has often watched the old bird teach his young to fly. 
Pushing a protesting eaglet out of the nest, he would catch it on his back and soar 
upward into the blue, higher and higher, till, finally darting from under it, he would 
leave the frightened baby to flutter and fly as best it could. He would circle watchfully 
about till the young bird fell almost within gunshot of the ground; then, swooping under 
it, he would receive it on his back and bear it heavenward again. This would be repeated 
until the eaglet was exhausted, when it would be carried back to the nest. After the first 
lesson in flying it was only about two weeks till the brood could care for themselves. 
Where they went, no one knows, but I have never known or heard of more than one 
nest of this kind of eagle in the whole region. I do know that an eagle is an ill-natured 
bird that delights in solitude; and it is a fact that, though devoted to his mate, his 
sternness drives his young from home as soon as they are able to care for themselves. 

When he is not otherwise occupied, the eagle sits on some high point, and in silence 
surveys the country for miles. For hours he may sit as still as a statue, but nothing ever 
seems to escape his vigilant eye. And when an eagle is sitting like a sentinel on some 
watchtower or is soaring among the clouds, the hawks and vultures keep under cover 
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and the small birds have a holiday. Even the crow, whose superior activity enables him 
to attack the hawk at sight, often flits quietly away when an eagle is near. 

 
There was a crow roost in the white oak timber a few miles from the eagles' nest, and 
one day a troop of marauding crows discovered the old eagle perched in the top of a 
tree. Emboldened by their numbers, they began flying around him, to his great disgust, 
cawing and picking at him. It so happened that my father was in the woods near by, and 
hearing the din made by the crows, crept up and watched the following take place. He 
says that as the eagle bore their ill-chosen attentions in solemn silence, they grew 
bolder and yet bolder, and some even ventured to alight near him. Finally he made one 
swift move, and caught a crow which had ventured too near. Then, holding his prisoner 
fast in his talons, he deliberately plucked it, feather by feather, the terrified bird 
squalling mean while at the top of its voice. 

This proceeding lasted for probably an hour, and the crows flocked to the roost by 
hundreds, cawing and flying angrily about, till the woods was hideous with their cries, 
but he paid not the slightest attention to them. When his victim had not so much as a 
feather left, Elo let him go free; then, stretching up to his full height, deliberately spread 
his wings, paused a moment, and flew away in utter contempt of his whilom 
tormentors, not one of which dared follow him. The cowards did, however, set upon the 
naked, helpless victim and peck it to death. 
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Finally Mr. Goodheart (alas that a name for goodness of heart does not always include a 
love for every creature God has made), who owned the mill already spoken of, bought a 
new long-range rifle, and of course must needs try it. One morning from the porch of 
the mill he saw the mother eagle on the nest, now the pride of the country, and could 
not resist the temptation to try one shot at her. One did the fatal work, and wounded 
unto death she fell out of the nest into the river. As Elo was away at the time of the 
tragedy, he did not know what became of her. All summer long he flew back and forth, 
up and down the river, hunting for his beloved mate. Late in the fall he went away, but 
early the following spring he returned. And almost any clear day every spring for thirty 
years he might have been seen soaring high up in the clouds. 

As a child I learned to know this eagle, and often I have watched him in his endless 
search. Stern and unbending in his disposition, his affections were as strong as life itself. 
Sometimes he would alight on the tree that was his former home and look 
sorrowfully−one might easily imagine−at the ruins of his old nest. Then he would again 
start on his tireless quest, hoping against hope, ever seeking some trace of that 
happiness that had gone forever. The sight made a deep impression on my mind. How 
often we cause sorrow deeper than we understand to the wildlings, which have every 
right to look to men for protection. 

One morning in late autumn of 1888 a neighbor boy went hunting. As he neared the 
river he saw the old eagle soaring slowly through the clouds and coming his way. He had 
a rifle and his brother had a shotgun, so they waited. On came he eagle, straight over 
head. See them?−Yes, but for years Elo had been acquainted with guns, and he felt 
secure; he was high above them. Or it might have been that, weary with his long search, 
he was tired of life, and had grown reckless. At any rate he flew directly overhead. A 
flash of smoke and a report from a shotgun-but the kingly bird kept his course. 

Then the rifle was fired more or less at random. Surely fate was against the old hero, for 
that happened which would not occur one time in a thousand. He was out of range of 
the shotgun, but the new long-range rifle was a weapon whose power he had not 
learned. Down he tumbled, surprised, stunned, limp. He lay all in a heap on the ground. 
When the eager dogs rushed upon him they were soon convinced that he was no 
waterfowl, and after they had felt the power of his mighty talons they did not seek a 
closer intimacy. 

Then the boys attacked him, and being armed, succeeded in capturing him, and took 
him home. On examination it was found that he was unhurt, save that the small bone of 
his right wing was broken. My brother-in-law was teaching school and boarding at the 
lads' home at the time, so he measured the eagle. From tip to tip of his outstretched 
wings this royal bird measured almost a foot more than any other eagle I have ever 
known, and he stood fully three feet tall when he sat on his perch-three feet from the 
perch to the top of his head, not from his head to the tip of his tail. His long hooked 
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beak was a terrible weapon when one thought how he could use it, and his cruel talons 
were sharp as needles. In color he was decidedly gray-brown, and the feathers on his 
legs came well below the knee. His toes were quite naked. His tail was broad, and was 
slightly lighter in color than the remainder of his body. In old age it became quite light. 

 
He was placed in a wooden cage not over six or eight feet square, just high enough for 
him to sit on his perch and hop about easily. Later two posts were set in the ground near 
his cage, and a pole was nailed between them. His chain was lengthened and fastened 
to one of the posts to enable Elo to come out of his cage and sit on this perch. This gave 
a little more freedom, and he seemed to enjoy the change. Thus he who had had half a 
continent for his hunting ground and the blue heaven for his roof was cast into ignoble 
imprisonment. But captivity could not tame that dauntless spirit; neither did it cause 
him to lose one particle of his dignity.  

Seeming to realize that he could not get at his tormentors, he took their taunts and 
prods of canes and umbrellas with stolid indifference. But he could not brook the 
contempt of his inferiors. One day a dog came too near and sniffed at the cage in 
contempt. This was more than he could stand. He let the dog come within reach, and 
then what a fight for a few moments! But it did not last long, for the eagle literally tore 
his tormentor in pieces. 

For two years and a half Elo was kept in captivity. Although many interested visitors 
came to see him, he made friends with none, nor did he ever show any disposition to 
unbend his stern dignity. Sometimes he was simply chained by the foot and allowed a 
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little more freedom than his box and the pole gave, but even then he spent most of his 
time brooding over his troubles, daily growing more fierce and morose. He was fed 
mice, rats, rabbits, and anything else that could be conveniently shot for him. He would 
take the oldest, toughest rat in his talons, fasten his beak in the skin on the middle of its 
back and skin it at a single jerk. Although he ate the rat he never ate the skin, and I am 
of the opinion that had he been at liberty he would have disdained such vermin. 

The household cat was a kindhearted creature, and she either took pity on the lonely 
captive or desired to feed from the crumbs that fell from his table. Whatever her 
reason, she often came about his cage, though keeping well out of reach. As time went 
on she grew bolder, but he, instead of making friends, resented her familiarity. One day 
she ventured too near, and paid for her rashness with her life. The old eagle was tired of 
eating carcasses furnished by his keeper, and here was a chance to taste the warm 
blood of his own kill. True, cats might not be to his liking, but even a cat was better than 
carcasses that were cold and stiff. He crushed the life out of poor puss almost instantly, 
and in a trice had skinned her, devouring her at a single meal. 

The chickens also began to come too near his cage, but none ever came within reach 
that went away to tell the tale. This costly habit of catching chickens gained the poor 
captive his liberty, because his owners preferred their fowls to even so historic a bird as 
Elo. Being unwilling to kill him, and perhaps not fully realizing his value, one spring 
morning they set him free. At first he did not seem to understand that he was actually 
unfettered, and even when he found that he was free he did not attempt to fly. His long 
captivity had not broken his dauntless spirit, but his great wings had grown weak from 
inactivity. The last seen of him, he was hopping down through the meadow. As his 
carcass was never found, it was supposed that he soon recovered the use of his wings. 

Sometime afterward a neighbor reported that he had seen an eagle soaring aimlessly up 
and down the river in the vicinity of the old nest. But all had changed. During his 
captivity, the avarice of man had destroyed the last vestige of the old eagle's home. A 
sawmill had been set up in his native woods, and even the historic old eagle tree, which 
should have been spared, had been hewn down, cut into logs, and sawed into lumber. 
Where for so many years had been his happy home, were only disfigured stumps and 
piles of charred and blackened brush. Heartsick and weary, the old bird mounted 
upward, higher and higher, looking over the wreck of his former kingdom−alas, how 
changed!−till he faded from sight. 

That was about the year 1901, and I supposed the bird to have died at last of a broken 
heart or at least to have left that neighborhood forever. Closing the story of Elo at this 
point, I handed the manuscript for this book to an old friend and neighbor, asking for 
any suggestions he might have. To my surprise and delight he told me of the capture of 
a very large eagle only a few miles from the home neighborhood in the spring of 1900. 
He said that it was spoken of in the local papers. I immediately wrote to the editor of 
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the county paper, the Sigourney News, and from him received the name and address of 
the man who had made the capture. 

With this man, a Mr. Reed, I corresponded, sending him a description of the eagle and 
telling him how the bird might be identified. The eagle proved to be Elo, and from Mr. 
Reed I learned the story that follows. 

The winter of 1899 and 1900 was exceptionally cold and stormy. Snow drifted high 
everywhere, and the biting winds howled about the house gables for days. The wildlings 
perished by the score, but this was naught to the old warrior who had successfully 
battled with a thousand storms. The love of home and friends−how strong it is! A deep 
yearning seems to have come over the old eagle to visit again the home of his youth. 
One day it grew warmer and even began to thaw, and toward night a drizzling rain set 
in. A north wind sprang up, and the rain changed to a blinding sleet. 

Sheep and cattle were in their barns, and domestic fowls were safely housed by their 
owners, but woe to the unsheltered denizens of the forest! for hours the rain and biting 
sleet drove with cruel fury over field and forest, and then the white flakes scurried down 
by the million, spreading a soft blanket over earth's icy covering. Next morning the pale 
sun looked out over a transformed world-a waste of shining white. Later, as the wind 
rose and shook the snow from the trees, their icy coating glittered so radiantly that one 
almost forgot the suffering it had caused. 

About thirty miles from the old eagle tree a boy crossing a field on some errand 
discovered an eagle, unable to fly, yet hopping about in his efforts either to find food or 
to keep from freezing. All over the neighborhood hawks, crows, and smaller birds had 
been coated with ice until they either froze to death or became easy victims to the first 
passing enemy. But the eagle was not made of that sort of stuff. He would not give up 
the battle without a fight. The poor old fellow had been so coated with ice that he could 
not spread his wings, but he was not willing to be taken captive. Two years and a half of 
prison life had been all too much to teach him its horrors, and cold and almost helpless 
as he was, he fought desperately for liberty. Had the boy persisted, he might have been 
killed; as it was, he was badly scratched and torn in the struggle, and soon gave it up. 

A little later Mr. Reed came into the same field and discovered the eagle. Elo knew 
when he was mastered, and submitted to recapture with little resistance. He was easily 
identified by the gunshot wound that had left the small bone of his right wing slightly 
crooked, and by other characteristic marks. By some mishap since last he was in cap-
tivity he had lost one of the toes on the left foot. 

He was placed in a large room and allowed what freedom it would afford until warm 
weather. He seemed quite resigned to his fate, and even showed some sort of 
friendship for his new master. After the first few days of sulking he seemed to have a 
reasonably good temper. When the warm weather drew on, his wing was cropped, and 
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he was allowed the freedom of the yard. This kindness seemed to touch his heart, and 
although he never lost the vigor of his youth or the brilliancy of his piercing eye, he soon 
became a great pet. He seemed well contented and made no effort to escape. He was 
always glad to see his master come with his daily food, and never once did he show the 
least disposition to fight. Toward the latter part of August he mysteriously disappeared 
one day while Mr. Reed was away from home. Mr. Reed thought that he was stolen, for 
he felt sure that so good a friend would not have deserted him. 

But what is the friendship of a day compared with the deep affections of half a century? 
During the summer new feathers had grown in his wings, and with the return of his 
strength the old spirit had evidently revived, and that undying love of liberty, which is 
breathed in the very air of America, again coursed through his veins. 

No, Elo was not dead. My surmises were correct. Not many years after the book Elo the 
Eagle was first published, I began to hear of people who had seen an eagle flying up and 
down the Skunk River not far from the vicinity of the old nest, and I wondered about it. 
Could Elo still be alive, and did he sometimes visit the old home, or were these people 
just mistaken in what they saw? No one ever claimed to have seen him alight or to have 
seen him anywhere but high in the air, and eagles were so scarce it would not be 
surprising if a man who did not know birds might be mistaken. 

So several years passed; then one cold January day I received a copy of a newspaper 
printed in North MacGregor, Iowa, evidently sent to me by a friend who had read my 
book and was interested in the story of Elo. More than a page of this small local paper 
was devoted to telling the story of how a certain farmer living a few miles from town 
had gone out in a heavy snowstorm to make sure all his sheep had come out of the 
pasture and were safe, and had taken his gun with him, hoping he might see a rabbit. 

He chanced to see the biggest bird he had ever seen, sitting in the top of a tree. He 
carefully crept up much nearer than he hoped he could get, and taking careful rest on a 
fence, shot and killed his bird, a giant eagle. 

I immediately wrote this man and told him to look for the knot on the small bone of his 
wing where he had been shot before, and that if he were Elo, one toe on his left foot 
was gone, leaving a stub about an inch long. 

I also asked him, if this proved to be Elo, to have him skinned so he could be properly 
mounted, and to set a price on him, that I might buy the skin. 

He answered immediately that he had examined the carcass thoroughly and had found 
every mark I had told him to look for; consequently there is no doubt it was Elo. 

He said the dogs had torn him so badly there was no possibility of getting his skin. 
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The poor old hero was dead. He had lived fully seventy-five years, much longer than 
most of his race, and his life, at least forty or fifty years of it, had seen much trouble and 
suffering. It seemed too bad that so noble a bird should have had to die to satisfy the 
passing whim of a man with a gun, whose only care was that he might boast of having 
shot an eagle−something none of his neighbors had ever done. 

Perhaps it was better so. Elo was an old bird, and there were several more weeks of ice, 
snow and cold, and perhaps famine ahead of him. But I have always been glad he never 
knew his slayer was near, and that he was killed instantly. He evidently never knew that 
anything happened to him. Let us hope so. 

No more will he fly over his once happy home on his endless search for his mate. 
Already most of the people who knew him are dead, and a new generation has grown 
up that never heard of him. But so is life in this world. 
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The Barred Owl 
The barred owl is a resident of the United States from the Atlantic to Minnesota and 
Texas on the west and from the Gulf of Mexico to Nova Scotia and Quebec on the north. 
Instead of the yellow eyes of most owls, his eyes are bluish black, occasionally dark 
brown. In color he varies from a dark rusty brown to a rather light grayish brown; his 
breast is always striped or barred with dark brown. His wings and tail are also barred 
with brown, while the feathers about his face are tipped with white. His legs are well 
feathered with soft gray feathers. In length the barred owl is from eighteen to twenty 
inches, though he may be longer if he has been well fed all his life. His bill is of a peculiar 
ivory appearance and color. 

The hoot of the barred owl can scarcely be distinguished from that of our large horned 
owl, but he has a great many calls and sounds that other owls do not have. These owls 
are often seen about barns, though they seldom do damage to poultry, preferring mice 
and rats if they can be had. 

From February to April they lay from four to six eggs in a hollow tree in the deep woods, 
and are seldom found elsewhere except at night. The old owls will undoubtedly tear the 
food in pieces for the young if necessary; but the habit of eating only mice and other 
small animals is so firmly fixed that, as appears in the story, Jonah never learned to eat 
pieces of meat that were too large for him to swallow whole. 

CHAPTER TWO 

Jonah the Barred Owl 
Chick-a-dee-dee-dee-dee-deeh chick-a-dee-dee-dee-dee-dee! Phe-e-bee! phe-e-bee! 
Rat-tat, tat-tat-ta-ta-to-ta! Shirr-r-r-r-r-rp-boom-snap-snap!" So it has gone all this 
February morning in the deep woods along the Skunk River bottom. 

From a cloudless sky the sun has been shining with unwonted warmth, and the heart of 
nature stirs to its influence. The ice in the river is cracking, and as the long seams open, 
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it breaks with a loud report. The sap starting in the maple trees causes endless popping 
and snapping in various keys, and the querulous red squirrels, for want of something 
better to do, sit on limbs here and there and scold one another. The old woodpeckers 
have slipped from their hiding places and are tuning up on every old, dry hollow tree, 
trying to find the most musical, and the attentive listener may hear rolling up the river 
the regular, muffled drum of the last partridge in the country. The snow is rapidly melt-
ing and running away in muddy little streams in every direction. 

All day and all night this went on, the influence of spring was in the air. That very night 
two large barred owls decided that it was time to begin housekeeping; so they cleaned 
out an old snag that stood on the edge of the river and lined it with sufficient down to 
keep their eggs warm. The next morning was bright. The, rattling of wagons and the 
cackling of chickens could be heard for miles, while the cheerful voice of every farmer 
could be heard by all his neighbors. 

Such is spring in this locality. It had been a dreary, cold winter, but this first thaw started 
everything into life at once. The owls bestirred themselves early; and before ever the 
first robin had ventured into the orchard or the first bluebird had begun to sing his 
ecstatic song in the fields, the mother owl was sitting on her eggs. One night the north 
wind chilled into silence every rivulet and wrapped the earth in a winding sheet of 
white, but such things do not last long this time of year, and the mother only covered 
her treasures the more closely and dreamed of the future. 

 
By the time the first robin had arrived, and the first spring frog had awakened from his 
long sleep, stuck his nose above the water, and begun to pipe his shrill, rasping song, 
mother owl heard a faint tapping in each of her eggs. By another day two fluffy bunches 
of down were in her nest. The spirit of the wildlings had taught her to time things well, 
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for had this momentous event occurred a week before, there would have been nothing 
suitable to feed the babies. Now there were frogs by the thousand along the bank of the 
river and by the edge of every pond. Night after night the owls would locate a frog by 
the sound of his voice; then a silent shadow would pass over the place, and he would be 
heard no more. 

The owl babies grew and thrived. As their dangers were many and real, one of the old 
birds must be constantly near them. Even by night, when other babies were safely 
asleep, the mother owl must be on the watch to protect her children from any pilfering 
coon, who, although he professes to live on crawfish and frogs, would not hesitate 
nevertheless to carry a nestful of young owls away in his stomach. 

The little owls were taught to keep quiet, come what would. Their rule is, "Keep quiet till 
you can use your wings, and even then unless it is dark." Owls seldom hoot on a clear 
night, but they frequently hoot when it is dark and cloudy, even in the day. 

The weather grew rapidly warmer. The woods rang with the joyous songs of a thousand 
birds. The wild ducks were lingering for a few more days' play in the ponds before going 
to their summer home to take up active life. Ever and anon could be heard the shrill 
piping of the sandhill cranes as they circled among the clouds, or the hoarse honking of 
a straggling flock of wild geese as they hurried north, trying to make up for lost time. 

The serene duck hunter of the neighborhood saw these omens, and said, "The ducks will 
soon be gone. I must have one more hunt this spring." This man was an old soldier who 
could not, or rather would not, work. He had been with Sherman to the sea, and he had 
injured his eyes while fishing contrary to orders on the banks of the Arkansas; so the 
government paid his expenses and he sat on the front porch and read his newspaper 
and smoked while his wife and children worked the farm. He was not able to work, but 
he could walk miles up and down the river in one day, carrying a gun on his shoulder, 
and never mind it. Notwithstanding his eyes were so injured that the government paid 
for their loss, he was the quickest shot and the most unerring marksman in the country. 

It was just peeping day as he strode across the fields toward Skunk River. Ordinarily he 
was not out of bed till the rest of the family had done up the morning's work. From the 
meadows far away came the "Boo-lu-do-dodo-do!" of the prairie cock as he strutted and 
gobbled around his harem; in the woods there was a chorus of robins, thrushes, and 
finches; on every fencepost the meadowlark whistled his merry tune announcing the 
spring-o'-the-year! while from the hedge over the way came the merry call, "Bob-bob-
white!" 

The bleating of sheep, the lowing of cattle, the cackle of barnyard fowl, the clatter of a 
thousand blackbirds in a near-by tree, and the cheery voice of the farmer as he went 
about his morning chores−all these sounds mingled in the early morning air, and to-
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gether made up such an anthem as could not be equaled in the greatest cathedral in the 
land. 

It would perhaps be unjust to say that all this music fell unheeded on the hunter's ear, 
for as he listened he quickened his pace, saying to himself, "I must hurry or I will fail to 
get there before sunup and the ducks will begin to leave the ponds for the fields to 
feed." But as he neared the river, his ears were greeted with the contented "Quack! 
quack!" of the ducks as they talked together or the occasional "Qua-ck! quack, quack!" 
as a duck sent out an invitation to a neighbor to come and dine with them. Good! He 
was a little late but they were still in the ponds. Yes, this was to be a great day for ducks. 

 
As the hunter neared the first pond, he stooped low, and finally crawled snakelike 
among the tall grasses that lined its banks. Steadily and stealthily he crept on. A flock of 
ducks flew over him, but instantly he dropped flat and lay still as a stone, and they, 
seeing nothing out of the ordinary, settled into the water right in his path. With a feeling 
of satisfaction, he worked his way slowly but surely forward, till he could peep over the 
bank. There, in close range, were the unsuspecting ducks, swimming and feeding in 
perfect content. Then the hunter's eye, which never saw amiss, looked along the gun 
barrel, and a strange and dreadful fire lighted up his face. 

Surely something would warn those beautiful creatures before it was too late! But no! 
the hunter, knowing well that he was not suspected, had no mercy. He took deliberate 
aim at the ducks farthest away; then a blinding flash, a crash, and every frightened bird 
rose on rapid wing, only to receive a second shot at its most helpless moment. They flew 
away, but not all. On the water lay several of their lifeless comrades, while others, 
cruelly torn and bleeding, tried in vain to escape the hunter's dog, who, at the report of 
the gun, came with a bound from his hiding-place in the crabapple thicket near by, and 
rushed into the water after them. One at a time he soon brought them all to his master, 
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some dead, others dying, some with broken wing or leg−all helpless, none pitied. Then 
the dog and the hunter moved on to the next pond. 

So it went all day. Yet this man hunted only for sport and scorned those who kill for the 
money there might be in it. About ten o'clock he happened to pass the owl's nest, and 
spied the mother sitting in a near-by tree. He would not have shot a small bird, but this 
luckless owl was large enough to be worthy of his skill, so he raised his gun and fired. 
The owl, wounded and knocked from her perch, managed to flap feebly away among 
the trees. Muttering an oath about his luck, and adding, brutally, "It's got a good dose of 
lead pills anyway," our hunter went on, soon forgetting the incident. 

The poor bird was sadly torn and suffering, but all her mother heart and mother wit 
went out to her babies. As soon as she was sure that the hunter was gone, she made her 
painful way back to see what had become of them, fearful, with the strange, intuitive 
fear of the wildlings, that if she waited till the inflammation came on, she would not be 
able to return. When she found that her little ones were safe, she revived and hid 
herself on a limb of the tree, hoping her wounds might heal before her babies starved. 

Perhaps even then, wounded and crippled as she was, the mother owl might have lived 
and cared for her young, but the hunter, as he made ready to go home, remembered 
her and came back that way to see whether she had returned. Sure enough, there she 
was, and near by was her mate also. He shot them both, threw them into the river, and 
then stood on the bank, watching with a contented smile as they floated away out of 
sight. He turned homeward with the remark that the fishes would find them tough 
eating. He did not look for a nest−he did not care whether they had one or not. They 
were "only owls," and the prejudice against their race is so strong in the minds of such 
as he that he departed with the feeling that he had done the neighborhood a service. 
"Only owls"−what difference did it make if the young birds were left to starve? 

The baby owls heard the report of the gun and smelled the powder, but this was 
nothing unusual. They always shuddered at the sound, instinctively feeling that it was 
something to be feared, but further than that, they thought nothing of it. Young as they 
were, on other days they had heard, and smelled, and shrunk down quivering with fear 
in the morning, but later in the day their mother had come back, and told them nothing 
of her troubles. Why should she not return again? However, when night came on and 
she did not bring their supper, they wondered what it could mean. 

All night the little fellows waited in silence. They were cold, but no warm breast came to 
hover them. They were hungry, but no father or mother came to feed them. All day and 
all night they had waited. The second day was a hard one, but surely the return of 
darkness would bring their mother. She had never left them so long before. Another 
night wore slowly away, and another day came. A hungry squirrel peeped in at them, 
but did not deem it prudent to venture further. That night they were rejoiced to hear 
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the deep hoot of one of their race. He even came and lighted in their tree, but he did no 
more. 

Toward evening the next day my brother, seeing this strange owl sitting near their snag, 
surmised that he had a nest near by. Finally noticing the hollow snag, he climbed up, 
found the two babies, and brought them home, not knowing their real plight till 
afterward. The owl whose nest he thought he was robbing was a long-eared owl. These 
babies proved to be barred owls, and I, a child, had happened to go to the river with 
father and had seen the death of their parents. Brother gave one of the young owls to 
my nephews, and one to me. Mine was a haggard-looking little fellow, with great soft 
brown eyes. He was yellowish white in color, and so light that he seemed little more 
than a fluffy ball of down with two eyes and a bill. I fed him parts of a little chicken that 
had died, and he ate ravenously, but I gave him only a small dinner at first. His brother 
owl was fed all he could eat. The mistaken kindness of my nephews was fatal; the next 
day their owl died. 

My owl was about the size of a three-weeks-old gosling, but he was only a baby after all. 
I put him under my pet hen to keep warm. She did not like the idea of being foster 
mother to an owl, but finally she consented, and he had a warm, snug place for the 
night. 

I must tell you about that old speckled hen, for she was a marvel. She was given to me, a 
five year-old lad, when she was a chick of two months, and she be came a great pet. Her 
legs were so short that she could scarcely waddle when it was at all muddy. She was not 
a trick hen, just a good old mother. That was her forte. We used to set her first of all the 
hens in the spring; and then, as fast as they hatched by other hens, give her as many 
more chicks, ducks, turkeys, goslings, and little guineas as she could hover. If she did not 
care to sit, we would give her a nestful of eggs in a barrel and shut her up with them for 
a day or two. This was all that was required, for she would then stay on the nest, though 
she might lay an egg every day. As her brood grew, she would wean the older ones, and 
we would give her more babies. When she decided to go to laying again, she would go 
on the nest, and her chicks would sit around her or on her back until she was ready to 
leave it. Then she would care for them the remainder of the day as faithfully as any 
other barnyard mother. She had a brood of chickens or other fowls to care for from 
early spring till late fall, and never made a complaint. 

When I began to raise pets, it was often necessary to have a mother for them, and my 
favorite hen was willing to adopt them all, even to little rabbits and kittens. At first she 
objected to the owl, not because she was unwilling to care for any unfortunate that 
might come along, but be cause she feared he might eat her other babies, of which she 
had several varieties in her family. 
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I had no time to hunt meat for my pet, so he was fed a little hard-boiled egg, but he 
lived mostly on Dutch cheese. This may seem a queer diet for an owl, but the little 
fellow grew and thrived on it and soon began to feather out. He slept under the hen at 
night till he was fully half grown, spending his days in a box in the kitchen until he was 
old enough to sit up in a large crab-apple tree that grew by the door. 

Before long my owl had all his feathers and was as large as his father had been. Now I 
fed him meat oftener. It was amusing to see him eat a mouse. I would hold it up near his 
bill for a time, and he would pay no attention whatever to it. Finally he would 
condescend to take it, always head first, getting it all in his bill but the tail. He would sit 
perfectly still a moment, as if giving thanks; then a slight stretch of the neck, a blink of 
his eyes, and it was gone. He never tore his food; if he could not swallow it whole he let 
it alone. He would never eat a dead chicken unless it was first torn in pieces for him. 
After swallowing two or three mice, he would hide in the shadiest place he could find in 
his crab-apple tree, and sleep four or five hours. When he awakened, he would throw 
up the fur, the teeth, and the largest bones of the mice he had eaten, all made up into a 
ball. 

Jonah was very fond of fish, as most owls are. He would take one in his mouth, head 
first, and let it slip down his throat as far as the tail. Then came that pause, the stretch 
of the neck, the peculiar wink, and all was over. I have seen him swallow chubs and 
shiners five or six inches long. It was for this reason that my sisters rather irreverently 
called him Jonah, "for," they said, "he could swallow a whale." 

He was quite tame, and I played with him a little while each day. He did not always 
enjoy this-not that he was not fond of me, but a daytime play spell broke into his sleep. 
When I would begin climbing where he was, he would waken with a start, and begin 
hissing and snapping his bill fiercely. He would act very savage, and had I not known 
him, I would no doubt have been somewhat frightened; but when I held out my hand, 
he would demurely step over on my finger to be fed and petted. 

In the barn was a bin containing only a little corn. When the doors were all shut, it was 
quite dark. Here I sometimes took Jonah to hunt mice. I would throw the corn, ear by 
ear, from one end of the bin to the other, while he sat by, sedate as a judge, and looked 
on. He had the most dignity of any bird I have ever seen. In fact, well as I came to know 
him, I never caught him off dignity even for a moment. When most of the corn was 
moved, the mice would begin to run. How Jonah managed it I could never see, for mice, 
as you know, move quickly; but he would primly step around just in time to get every 
mouse in his talons, even when two or three ran out at a time. Sometimes he would 
have to use his wings, but he never forgot that he had a reputation to maintain. He 
would catch all the mice he wished to eat, but no more. When he had eaten all he 
wanted, the mice might frisk all about him, and he would not hurt one of them. There 
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was a hole in the bin, and he usually hopped up in this when he had eaten all he cared 
for. 

Along in August, as the time drew near for the young owls to scatter out and fly for 
miles, hardly knowing why or where they are going, finally settling down wherever they 
happen to light, Jonah showed signs of restlessness. Sometimes he would be absent 
from his own tree when morning came, and I would find him in the grove. I would go 
into the woods and call, "Jonah," and if he was near enough to hear, he would answer 
by snapping his bill. One day he was gone. I wandered about the woods for several days 
calling my pet, but no answer came. The life of an owl hangs by such a slender thread 
that I decided he must be dead, and finally gave him up. 

But one evening almost a month later, when I was milking, I happened to see an owl in 
an oak tree not far from the house. I ran under the tree and called, but he paid no 
attention to me. He was were I could not climb to him, so I got a  long pole and made 
him fly. He lighted near the ground, but as I was about to catch him he flew a few feet 
away. Finally he allowed me to catch him, and I took the poor fellow home. He was so 
weak and thin that he could scarcely fly. I think he would have starved to death soon. 

Jonah was now a greater pet than ever and grew wonderfully tame. In fact, he became a 
dependent beggar. Mother was feeding Dutch cheese by the bucketful to her chickens 
and turkeys. Jonah had always been very fond of this article of diet, and now he gave up 
killing things for a living, absolutely refusing meat of all kinds unless starved to it. He 
lived entirely on Dutch cheese. I have since known hawks to do the same thing, and my 
pet squirrels would never eat meat if they were given sufficient proper food. The 
wildlings cannot cook starch, and many of them, like man, cannot digest much of it raw. 
Consequently they are driven by sheer necessity to a meat diet, but in the beginning it 
was not so. 

The season for wandering was over, and now Jonah was more than willing to stay at 
home. He was as sure to be in his own tree as the morning came. But of a night! He had 
learned the woods for miles around, and being of a sociable turn of mind, every owl far 
and near was his friend. 

I have slept on the bank of a river in the deep woods, heard the owls of all kinds gather 
around my campfire and scream and hoot and laugh till the woods echoed and re-
echoed with the noise of their jollity; but I always supposed that they came one at a 
time, as they were attracted by the fire. I never had any idea that such a concert was 
pre-arranged, and perhaps it was not. But on every damp, dark night Jonah was wont to 
invite his friends to a party at our home, and right royally they responded. Great owls 
and small owls, big owls and little owls, owls with long ears, owls with short ears, and 
owls with no ears at all−all came, perching on the house and on the barn, on the sheds 
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and on the trees; and from midnight till well toward morning they laughed and hooted 
and had a royal good time.  

Yes, laughed. An owl can laugh as well as any schoolgirl; and were you where you had 
no way of knowing what it was, you might easily mistake the laugh of a great horned 
owl for that of some shrill-voiced, silly girl. We came to look for a concert every dark 
night, and really enjoyed it. Sometimes we went out into the yard and watched the 
performance, but the owls did not seem much afraid. Perhaps Jonah had explained the 
situation to them. 

I am aware that this is a very unusual thing for owls to do. Indeed, I never heard of such 
a thing anywhere else, except, as already mentioned, when they gather about a 
campfire in the woods. My father tells me that he heard such concerts in the Ozark 
Mountains years ago, but even this was when he was camped out under some trees. 

Yes, we had chickens, and some of them roosted on trees in the yard, but, so far as we 
knew, the owls never bothered them. Really, I have always regarded Jonah as the best 
protection we ever had against owls. The neighbors sometimes complained that their 
chickens were taken, and it is possible that the owl parties may have occasionally 
broken up in a raid on some neighboring hen roost as the guests were going home; but 
ours were never harmed, and I am sure that if such raids were made, Jonah had no part 
in them; he was strictly opposed to eating meat. 

Though he grew to be a very large, handsome owl, Jonah always insisted on sitting on 
my finger and having me stroke his head. He showed no inclination to fight, but once an 
old hen who had chickens did, and he managed to give a good account of himself. He 
fell over on his back, and when she tried to strike him, he caught her in his claws and 
scratched her severely. When she finally left him alone, he did not harm her further. He 
did not like dogs, and would always fall over on his back, ready to defend himself, if one 
came near when he was on the ground; yet if they let him alone, he would leave them 
alone. 

Under Jonah's crab-apple tree sat a tub of water in which he bathed, occasionally 
attending to this matter of the toilet in the daytime, if it was dark and cloudy. If he 
became thirsty, even at noon of the brightest day, he would fly down to this tub for a 
drink. One day, mother was washing, and had a tub of water in which was concentrated 
lye sitting under the tree. No one paid any attention to Jonah as he sat sleeping in his 
tree, nor was he noticed till he had flown down and taken a large drink of that water. All 
was done for him that could be done. He was fed as much grease as he would eat, and 
really seemed to be getting better, but he drooped for several days, and one morning 
lay dead under the tree. 

Jonah's life ended before he was a year old, and before he had reached the full age of 
grown-up owlhood, but he taught me much of woodcraft for all that. I learned, long ago, 
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that instead of teaching my pets, it is far wiser to sit at their feet and let them instruct 
me. I may teach them some tricks to show off in company, but if I would learn the ways 
of the Creator, I must be content to be taught of them. There is not a bird or a beast so 
humble but deserves our respect, for it has secrets for us more wonderful than the 
greatest inventions of men. 

 

The Coyote 
(Canis latrans) 

The coyote, prairie-wolf, or Canis latrans, as the books call him, is now found in nearly 
all the States west of the Mississippi, though he formerly ranged east of it to some 
extent. The coyote varies somewhat in size in different sections, and in the northern 
States his yellowish-gray coat, sometimes mottled with black, is perceptibly heavier than 
it is farther south. In fact, modern scientists divide coyotes into several species, but to 
the common man they are all alike, just coyotes. He has a bushy tail resembling the 
brush of a fox, though in reality the animal is a wild dog, having many of the 
characteristics of the wolf. Probably his great shrewdness may be attributed in part to 
this fact. 

The coyote usually burrows in the earth, concealing his den so ingeniously that the 
ordinary observer, and indeed those more skilled in woodcraft, might pass it a dozen 
times without discovering it. Coyotes feed largely on birds, rabbits, and other small 
animals, though in thinly settled parts of the country they are very destructive to lambs. 
If two of the marauders are together, they will not hesitate to attack very young calves, 
though those of a few days are seldom molested. 
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The coyote is very fleet footed and possesses remarkable qualities of endurance. "The 
Last of a Hated Race" lived between the years 1881 and 1892, in Richland Township, 
Keokuk County, Iowa. 

CHAPTER THREE 

The Last of a Hated Race 
The region had been settled for years. At least twenty years before this story opens the 
last claims were taken up. The tall prairie grass, which had once grown so freely over the 
whole country, was fast disappearing, and fences had been built or were rapidly being 
built around every field. The hazel thickets that had come up wherever the plain had 
been broken and then allowed to lie waste for a few years, were being cleared out fast 
by the enterprising farmers to make room for corn. Sheep and cattle had eaten and 
trampled the underbrush in the woods till in most places it was no longer dense enough 
to afford sufficient shelter for the wildlings who had owned this country for ages before 
the white men had thought of settling it. In those forever lost but unforgotten days 
there were room and food enough for all, and the Indians, who came and went at will 
over the prairies or hunted in the dark forests, would never have changed the situation. 

But there came a time when it must change. The great chief, Black Hawk, having been 
forcibly deposed by the arms of Uncle Sam, had led a few faithful braves into this 
neighborhood, and here they had formed their camp. A little later, Keokuk, who had 
taken his place as head of the tribe, established his headquarters on a side hill 
overlooking 

Richland Creek, at a point almost opposite the place where it forks for the last time into 
two creeks. But rapidly and silently the red men have passed away, till now their whole 
possession in this region is comprised of a ten-acre timber preserve on the Skunk River, 
about ten miles from the old camp. Here the remaining children and grandchildren of 
the tribe sometimes camp for a few weeks, looking over the old home and trapping 
mink and muskrats. 

The same influences that had driven the red man from his home were fast 
exterminating the tribe of coyotes. Once their weird call could be heard from every hill 
and high prairie at sunrise and sunset. But as they were picked off, one after another, by 
the settler's murderous rifle while chanting their evening hymn, they gradually learned 
to slink into the brush or tall grass in some valley at sunset, and to defer their song till 
far into the night. They were hunted down mercilessly with dog, gun, trap, and poison, 
by fair means and by foul, till it was beginning to be remarked upon in the neighborhood 
as a notable thing when anyone saw a coyote or heard its lonesome call. 
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However, it was well known that the coyotes were not all gone. A few sturdy specimens 
survived and grew fat through spoiling the spoilers. Two of these made for themselves a 
home in Brown's woods, a two-hundred-acre tract on the high divide between the 
Wimore Branch and Richland Creek. Here, among the earliest settlers in the country, 
two brothers had taken up a large tract, each having something over a hundred acres of 
uncleared land on his claim. This was not molested. In vain did the neighbors come to 
them for posts or firewood. Others might cut their timber if they wished, they would 
leave theirs as it was. The land was not even pastured, and the brush and wild 
blackberries grew so thick that one could scarcely make his way through the timber. 
Vines and shrubs, flowers and grass, weeds and brush, as well as the thick shelter of the 
protecting forestall combined to make this an ideal retreat for the few wildlings 
remaining in the country. 

 
This was the place chosen by two of these sagacious coyotes for their home, and here, a 
little later, their family cares were increased by the arrival of seven pretty puppies. 
When these sturdy infants were a few days old, they began to come out of the den 
when their mother was at home to guard them, and tumble and romp and scramble in 
the sunshine. A charming sight it was to the fond mother, as she watched their 
frolicsome games in the heart of the sheltered old wood. Though she seemed to see 
nothing but her babies, not a twig could crack nor a branch rustle unduly that her ears 
did not prick up and her eyes glance alertly around, while her nose unconsciously sniffed 
the air for news of the cause. 

Nor was it always a false alarm. One day when the Puppies were quite large she heard a 
snuffing near her, and immediately scented a dog. There was a growl, almost too low to 
be heard, but the puppies slipped into the den as quietly as shadows, and the mother 
reconnoitered to discover what the dog wanted. It was only a cur chasing squirrels or 
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rabbits while his mistress was picking berries; for the wood was mostly unfrequented 
save by women and children in the berry season. Mistress Coyote ran snarling toward 
the intruder, and he promptly tucked his tail between his cowardly legs and clipped for 
home as fast as he could go. 

Satisfied with this inglorious retreat, she gave her attention to the berry pickers. These 
she did not dare approach; but she came as near as she could, and yet remain out of 
sight, taking the precaution to stand where the wind blew from them to her, and 
watched every move till they left the woods that evening. The wise little puppies stayed 
in the stifling den all the long, hot afternoon, till their mother returned. That night she 
took her brood to a place where the dog had been digging for a mouse, and though they 
did not know why, the hair unconsciously raised on every one of their little backs as they 
smelled it. They had had their first lesson; ever after they would know the smell of dog. 

A few days later another dog wandered near the den, but when the mother tried to 
drive him away, there followed a fierce fight. The puppies heard, and as the familiar 
scent was borne to them, they crept into the hole. They had learned to hate dogs. 

The fight would not have lasted long if the dog and the wolf had been left to have it out 
together. But reinforcements arrived−in behalf of the dog. A man appeared just in time 
to scatter a few shot into the coyote as she fled into the brush. But he was not satisfied 
with that; well he knew that no coyote would have attacked his dog in broad daylight 
save for one cause−the cause of motherhood protecting her young. He began to look for 
the den, which he knew must be near at hand. His search was soon rewarded, for the 
mother, secure in her retreat, had allowed the puppies to play around it more than was 
wise, and by the trampled grass and scattered bits of bones and feathers he found it 
easily. He had no tools to dig it out, but he thoughtfully stopped it up−and went home 
for a spade and an ax. 

From a distance the mother and her mate had watched his proceedings in agonized but 
impotent fear, and he was scarcely out of sight before they were working desperately to 
get the hole open. 

With all their might they tugged at the log that had been placed in the opening of the 
den, biting and tearing it with their teeth till the blood ran, but to no avail. Finally they 
gave up, and began to dig. This was no small task, but what is effort when the life of 
one's family−one's own flesh and blood−is at stake? They dug for dear life, taking turns, 
and finally the hole was open! But that was not safety. Each took his favorite puppy by 
the back of the neck, and together they galloped to the Graham brush, two miles 
away−the only available refuge. The woods people have their favorites among their 
brood, and if compelled to move them, they always take these first. I have tested this by 
making a mother move the same brood several times, and noting the order in which the 
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young were carried. But while this is true, a wild mother will risk her own life as quickly 
for the last of the brood as for the first. 

 
It took some time to carry the puppies to the chosen city of refuge, and more was 
consumed in hunting for a suitable brush pile for a safe temporary home. Their search 
was finally rewarded, however, and without more ado the coyotes deposited the 
puppies, who remained perfectly quiet in their new quarters, and returned for the other 
babies. But alas! they were only in time to see the rest of the brood taken out and 
killed−all but one, which was carried home for a pet. They followed discreetly behind till 
the men left the timber, and then fell on the dog, which had remained to smell about 
the hole, and would have torn him limb from limb had not his howls again brought him 
help. When the men came back, the coyotes fled to their new home. A wild mother, 
however deep her grief, does not waste her time in idle mourning, unless entirely 
bereft, but wisely gives her care and loving attention to those of her brood that are still 
living. 

The little captive coyote was taken to the home of the hunter, chained, and finally 
forced by hunger to eat a little. In a few days, because he acted surly and snarled if the 
children came too near, he was killed−no doubt the happiest fate for him, because the 
lot of the pet in the ordinary home is anything but enviable. 

It was perhaps an advantage to the puppies that were left that their brothers and sisters 
were killed, for now they had all the food and care that would otherwise have gone to 
the whole brood. This is an important factor in the life of all wildlings, since they often 
do not get all they need to eat. But these little fellows lived at peace in their brush heap, 
ate all they wanted, and grew plump and hardy. And a fat, strong wild animal is usually a 
wise one. 

They early learned the secrets of coyote lore. Among their first lessons was mouse 
hunting. Mice are not a regular article of diet with grown-up coyotes, but it is important 
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to know how to catch them. The mother would take her babies to a place where mouse 
runs were numerous, and then all would sit down and watch for a mouse to pass. It was 
not many days till the puppies could catch a mouse as well as their mother. The next 
lesson was to stalk rabbits. Of course a coyote can run a rabbit down, if everything is 
favorable, but it is often an undertaking fraught with danger, as there is no knowing 
where the chase may lead. Besides, it is not always successful in the end. So they 
learned to go through the brush looking for a rabbit that was sleeping under some bush, 
and to pounce upon it before it was aware that an enemy was near. This was a hard 
lesson, for bunny sleeps with one eye open, and her legs doubled for a leap, on the 
lookout for this very thing to happen. At the least sound she starts, ready to run for her 
pursued little life. But by perseverance, the art was acquired, and the puppies under-
stood just how to pass softly and soundlessly through the woods, and yet locate every 
rabbit that came within range of their nose. 

And not an hour too soon! for now the hazelnuts were ripe, and scarcely a day passed 
that did not bring a load of merry nutters to their home. Dogs raced everywhere 
through the brush, and these puppies knew the evil of dogs only too well. Often they 
would see a man with a gun only a few feet from them, but they would slink away as 
quietly as a shadow flits across the fields, and be safe. Their schooling had been a 
serious matter while they were young, but it was a training they needed. Had they in 
puppyhood been dealing with regular hunters and hounds, this history would never 
have been written, but the lessons learned then enabled them to cope with greater 
dangers later. 

Now they were old enough to run about at will, and the mother was giving them their 
last lessons before leaving them to fight the cruel world alone. Among the very last tests 
of skill was the dangerous game of robbing a hen roost. This involves finding, first of all, 
whether there is a dog on the premises, and what he is doing. If the coast is clear, the 
roost may be reached without discovery, a chicken grabbed without alarm, and a quick 
and skillful retreat accomplished, that shall leave no trail. There are always guns to shun 
and traps to avoid. By the time the winter was over, all these lessons were mastered, 
and the coyote puppies were fully equipped to take care of themselves. 

Besides this, they had been in one or two chases, and knew the meaning of the deep 
bay of the foxhound. They had learned that in, a chase it is wise to keep to the high, dry 
ground, for there the trail becomes cold much more quickly than near a creek or along 
the river bottom. They also knew that if one is forced to cross a stream, he should wade 
either up or down it for a distance before coming out, since water leaves no trail. 

Toward spring their mother and father left them and were never seen again. The young 
coyotes took up their permanent home in the Graham brush and the surrounding 
country, and lived there till the end of their life. Of this it is possible to give only a brief 
account; because they took care that most of it should not be known to any man. 
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One summer day two little boys went to the creek by the foot of the tree where Mr. 
Screech Owl was born, to learn to swim. They were very brave little six-year-olds, and 
were talking about wolves, and what they would do if one should come out of the 
brush, when the coyotes saw them and, perhaps moved by a spirit of mischief, came out 
on the brow of the hill that overlooked the creek, sat down, and began to howl. In the 
face of this alarming reality the boys forgot all about the brave things they were going to 
do, and never even stopped to dress till half a mile away, within safe sight of home. And 
so the coyotes learned that six-year-old boys are not to be feared. 

 
As time passed it became generally known that there were coyotes in the 
neighborhood. Poultry disappeared without warning, and lambs were not safe in the 
fields after sunset. Night after night the peculiar cry of the coyote was heard on the 
hillsides, and the depredations of hen roost and sheepfold stirred the farmers to 
vengeance. The coyotes must be killed. That was the verdict. In the county were several 
packs of hounds−the property of typical hound owners. About the house of these men 
there was no fence to keep the cattle out of the yard. Indeed, there was small need of 
any. The neighbors' fields were fenced to keep their cattle at home, so what use had 
they for fences? They had a dozen lank, longeared hounds instead. There was never 
much of a crop; there was no time to attend to such matters. The dogs would forget 
how to trail if they were not taken out two or three times a week, and one cannot plow 
who has followed dogs all night. But they must be kept in good trim, for of what use are 
dogs that are not well trained? 

The door was usually off the hinges, and the hounds were lying under the table, stove, 
or cupboard. In the pasture were a few thin hogs, which would be fattened in the fall, 
and these would furnish meat for the winter. The wants of such a man are few. A pair of 
blue overalls and a denim shirt in the summer, a sweater, a pair of jeans, and some high-
topped boots added in the winter, are all that are required in the way of clothes. He is 
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happy when he is following his hounds, and his wife and children can cultivate a little 
patch of corn and make a garden if they want any. What is a wife for, anyway, if not to 
help make a living? 

These men made up their minds that they would have those wolves. And with this 
decision began a long battle of cunning matched against cunning, strength against 
strength. Night after night the hounds were out, one pack one night, and another the 
next. There was scarcely a night that the chase did not lead over the fields and into the 
woods. Fortunately there were a few foxes in the country, and the hounds sometimes 
chased these, or the hated race would in all probability have become extinct in that 
region long before it did. 

As it was, their manner of escape from the hounds and from the hunters acquired the 
dignity of a science. They reared their young every summer, yet none of them were ever 
killed till after they were weaned and left to care for themselves. Then they were 
promptly disposed of. But Graham's brush was jealously guarded by the old coyotes. As 
soon as the hunters started from home with their dogs, the coyotes would hear the bay 
of the anxious dogs, and one of them would cunningly leave the brush, and meet the 
hounds at quite a distance, leading them on a chase far and wide over the country, but 
bringing them back when it was tired and wished to change off in the chase with its 
mate. 

 
The den was always in the Graham brush, but for the same reason the wolves were 
never to be found there. From whatever side the hunters approached, they were sure to 
strike a hot trail before they came near the brush, and for this reason the animals were 
not suspected of having a den there. Later in the season, when there was no family of 
helpless puppies to suffer, it was a common thing for the coyotes to lead the chase to 
the brush. Once, and once only, did a hunter find the den; and when he had gone to a 
neighboring house, brought tools, and dug the nest out, he found it, still warm, but 



Elo the Eagle 

www.temkit.com    33 

empty; nor could his hounds track the babies. They were led away on a long chase, and 
tired out instead. 

The accompanying drawing shows the true map of the haunts of these remarkable 
animals. The chase usually started within a mile or two of the brush, at a point marked 
on the map as the starting-point, and followed down to Richland Creek by way of the 
high divide. Then it turned down the creek to the river, then up the river to a point 
opposite the brush. Here the wolves would change off, and the weary one would rest till 
the chase came that way again. The tired wolf would return on the track of the fresh 
wolf to a safe place, and the fresh wolf would wait till the dogs came so near that he 
was sure they were following him instead of his weary mate. If this could not be 
accomplished in any other way, he would allow them to sight him. Then the chase took 
up the river across near Rock Creek through Brown's timber. 

As they grew older, they did less running, but still baffled the dogs. About a mile from 
the brush was a large pasture in which were always from fifty to seventy-five steers. 
When the dogs would strike their trail, the coyotes would run till tired, then cross a high 
bridge and a field, and enter the pasture. They knew the cattle, and would run about 
here and there under and among the steers for a time. When the trail was hopelessly 
mixed, they would take the back trail to the bridge, jump to the water, follow down-
stream for a short distance, then cross to a highland overlooking the pasture, and 
deliberately watch the success of their ruse. 

The dogs would follow all right till they entered the pasture with the cattle. Then the 
trouble began. The cattle paid no attention to the coyote, but they resented the 
presence of the loud-mouthed hounds. The steers interfered with the dogs so much that 
they would lose the trail every time, and here the chase would close, perhaps with the 
wolf in plain sight. I have often seen one of the coyotes lying here, watching the 
country, and have seen two or three men, coming from as many different ways, try to 
slip up near enough to get a shot at him, but in vain. The spirit of the woods folk always 
warned him at the right moment, and he did just the unexpected−and escaped. I have 
known him to pass through the barn lot of a man who was lying in wait for him 
elsewhere, thinking the coyote would never venture near a house during the day; nor 
would he if the owner had stayed at home! Occasionally he was met face to face in the 
woods, but only when one was without weapons. He did not appear greatly frightened 
either, knowing well when he was safe. 

Near the brush was a pasture where sheep were kept. It is charged that one of the 
coyotes, when pursued, would even rush in among these animals, jump on the back of 
one of them, and when it had carried him far enough for the dogs to lose the trail, jump 
off and go his way undisturbed. If the wolf was very close pressed, he would sometimes 
run in among a herd of cattle, keep under them, and let them fight off his tormentors. 
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For at least ten years I knew these wolves. Many a winter's night have I seen them in the 
fields, keeping in the shelter of a hedge fence as together they hunted the country for 
their daily food. They lived mostly on rabbits, and as there were plenty of them, the 
wolves seldom did any other harm than frighten the boys and girls coming home from 
some country church service or spelling school. Often have I seen them sit down side by 
side in a secluded fence corner and howl till it sounded as if the whole country was full 
of coyotes. Apparently they could not resist the fun of setting up a howl whenever they 
found themselves near children, always provided there were no grown people along. 
Perhaps they remembered the good old days of their puppyhood, and the brave lads 
who went a-swimming. If not, they had had abundant opportunity later to learn that 
children would run from them. 

One beautiful winter night, when the snow lay deep and the moon was full, some boys 
and girls walked across the meadows to attend evening service at a country chapel. As 
they were returning, they reached a place where three hedges joined. Here they parted 
to go to their several homes. No sooner were they separated than these coyotes, which, 
concealed behind some bushes, had been watching the little company, set up their 
loudest howls. From the way those boys and girls scampered for home, one would have 
thought that a lion was running at large. 

I know at least one boy who waited at the door till he had stopped breathing hard, and 
then quietly entered and asked his father and mother to come out and listen to the 
wolves, as unconcerned as if he were used to such things, every night of his life. 

But with the most favored of the wildlings there comes a time when fortune seems to 
desert them. No one can explain it; there is no fault with the planning, but nothing 
comes out right. So with these coyotes. One day a pack of hounds was chasing the old 
mother coyote. Being sore pressed, she crossed into the pasture and made her usual 
run among the steers. The hounds were drawing near, and she was hastening on her 
back track to the bridge, where she would jump into the stream, and leave her trail a 
blank. The bridge was almost reached when a company of men who were working on 
the road happened to see her and began hallooing and encouraging the dogs. 

The baffled animal had but one way of escape−to turn back into the pasture. The dogs 
sighted her there, but since the men were so near, encouraging the hounds, she was 
afraid to remain among the cattle. Hoping to elude the dogs, she crossed another field 
and started up a new road, keeping in the dust, as this would help make the trail cold. 

But just as she reached a deep cut in the road, she was met by two men with pitchforks, 
and forced to turn back. By this time the dogs were close on her trail, and there was 
nothing to do but run right in among them. They closed on her, but she fought them off 
valiantly and succeeded in getting into the brush again. Her strength was failing, and she 
was being driven directly away from her mate, who alone of all the world would help 
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her. She ran on bravely for several miles, and might have escaped after all in the face of 
all the odds; but as she neared the point where she would start up Richland Creek 
toward home, and hope was reviving in her heart, a pack of fresh hounds rushed in hard 
behind her on the trail. One of these, a famous wolf dog, had been recently imported 
from Kentucky. The inevitable followed. The poor old coyote was soon run down. She 
fought like a tiger, madly tearing one after another of the cringing dogs, and for some 
time held the whole pack at bay. Even the famous wolf dog would have been forced to 
own her master had not the men come up. Then, surrounded on all sides by 
bloodthirsty hounds and deadly bullets, she gave up the life that was as sweet to her as 
to any other living creature on the earth. 

And her mate? Without his companion the old coyote knew that he could not meet the 
dangers of the brush. She had stood by him all his life, and perhaps he did not feel equal 
to facing the perils of existence alone. At all events, from that day he disappeared and 
was never seen again. 

And now the song of the coyote is no more heard when the moon glistens on the 
whitened fields of winter. The hated race is gone. But whatever the faults of the family 
at large we cannot but feel, as we think of the two whose history has been recorded 
here, that we have spoken of heroes. 

 

QUAIL OF NORTH AMERICA 
Ortyx Virginianus) 

THERE are at least three birds in the United States that are locally called 'quail.' They all 
belong; to the family of “scratchers” to which also belong the turkey, the chicken, the 
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guinea, the prairie-chicken, etc. They all have stout toes, armed with strong claws, with 
which they scratch in the ground for worms or bugs. 

Lady Betty belonged to the variety known Ortyx Virginianus, commonly called 'Bob-
white, - because of the call which the male gives in the spring and summer. 

The members of this family are plump birds from nine to ten inches long. They are of a 
reddish-brown color on the back, variously mottled with brown, black, and white. 

The breast shades, into a reddish-gray. The male bird is more highly colored than the 
female. He also has bars of black and white on the sides head; while, with the female 
these markings are less prominent, or entirely absent. 

Quail live in bevies most of the year, separating only in the spring; for nesting; remaining 
in pairs and with their young until the following spring. Their food is mostly insects, 
grass, berries, and the seeds of weeds.  

Quail do not migrate in the winter, to any extent, but save themselves from the cold at 
night by plunging into the snow, and allowing it to cover them, or by huddling together 
under some bank or brush-pile. 

The nest is built of a few straws arranged in a slight hollow that has been scratched in 
the ground. From twelve to twenty white, blunt eggs are usually laid. 

Chapter 4 

LADY BETTY THE QUAIL 
All winter the flock had kept together for protection from the cold. Often when the 
fleecy snow wrapped the earth in a white mantle, they would huddle close in a 
protected place, and allow the soft coverlet to bury them and thus protect them from 
the piercing wind and bitter cold. Besides, as long as they were safely hidden beneath its 
fluffy folds, there was no scent tell a hungry mink or skunk of their whereabouts, and no 
owl was so keen-sighted as to see the little holes melted by their breath. 

Only one danger threatened them in their snug bed, the sun might cause the upper 
snow to melt a little, and at night it would freeze stiff; then, instead of being under a 
down coverlet, they would be imprisoned under the ice, with almost certain death 
before them. 

This they knew, and so they seldom buried themselves in the snow till some time after 
sunset, when the snow had had time to freeze. If it had been warn during the day, they 
would hide in the grass or under some brush-pile. 

But the sleet, the dreadful, unlooked for sleet, coming when they were snugly wrapped, 
in bed before the morning dawned, -when that came were held fast buried alive. There 
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was nothing to do but wait and hope. If a thaw came within a fortnight, all might yet be 
well. If not, − who can tell? The evil spirit of the wildlings has no mercy when once he 
has, them in his grasp. 

But if all went well, when the storm was over and hunger began to make itself felt, they 
would leave their hiding place and visit the neighboring fields for food. As the night 
drew on, they would seek the bank of some small creek, and again diving under the 
snow, would go some distance arid huddle together for warmth. And if perchance, an 
enemy perceived the tracks and the tunnel, the quail would burst out, with a whirr and 
escape while the foe was gazing at the entrance. 

 
But the warm days of returning spring put an end to this. Each quail seemed, to 
understand that to remain together meant only needless quarreling; so one day the 
evening call of the leader of the flock failed to produce a general rally. The next evening 
saw fewer still and the next he did not every try to call his band together. For an evening 
or two the skilled listener might have, heard a low, homesick calling from the more 
timid members of the flock, but even this soon ceased. The days grew warmer still, and 
in the meadows every morning might be heard a lusty “Bob-white!” from a dozen 
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different throats. This ran on for some time until the arrival of a thousand birds in every 
grove proclaimed spring had really come. Then the calls of the Quails were not 
unheeded, and soon each handsome whistler had won a shy little brown mate. 

They wandered everywhere together, in the field, meadow and orchard, enjoying, their 
honeymoon in choosing a nesting place. 

 
There was no hurry; for the grass was not yet tall enough for protection and it would be 
some time before the young grasshoppers would hatch. After due deliberation two 
quails chose a spot in a secluded corner at the lower end of the meadow and there 
made some show of a nest. In fifteen days it held fifteen eggs, and after that the mother 
quail was seldom to be seen. 

But one bright morning when the young grasshoppers were hatching by the thousand, 
and were yet too clumsy to get out of the way easily, Father and Mother Quail might 
have been seen leading a brood of the prettiest babies in aft the woods to the brow of a 
southern slope, where the young grasshoppers were plentiful. Though the young birds 
had been in their shells only two or three hours before, they were both spry and strong, 
and had more Wisdom than many an older bird. After the little family had eaten all the 
young grasshoppers they cared for, they were led to a near-by brook for a drink. At 
night they were hovered by the mother bird in the long grass of the meadow, while the 
father watched not far away, ready to give the alarm if danger came near. 

All went well for several days, both parents caring for the brood. The mother had been 
leaving them for a while each day, and when one day she failed to return. The father 
readily accepted the responsibility and cared for his rapidly growing babies.  
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July was half passed and the corn in the fields was almost grown. Father Quail had seen 
little of his mate since she deserted him for the new nest of eggs, and for a few days he 
had not seen her at all. 

One morning her breast was stirred with a great happiness by the appearance of 
seventeen new babies. She proudly led them directly to the nearest cornfield; and again 
she had timed things just right. Who shall say that the wildlings are not prophets? She 
flew against a hill of corn with all her strength and then began picking something up 
from the ground, and in a low sweet tone showing her babies how to eat. That 
something was cinch-bugs. Only a few days before there were none of them to be 
found. 

How few farmers realize that the quail is his good friend, saving ten times as much corn 
from the bugs as he eats later in the season! The babies were apt pupils, and were soon 
able to catch their own bugs as they were shaken from the corn. 

The weather was favorable, and the little fellows grew so rapidly that in a week the 
mother took them to join their father and their older brothers and sisters. And a happy 
family they were! In all their hunts the younger children had the tenderest care of the 
parents, who were both equally careful of the welfare of the brood. No bird has a better 
or harder-working mate then the Quail. There was no good place to hide in the corn; 
and so it was that when they were surprised by a man, their traditional enemy, the 
mother-bird’s cry, warning the babies to hide, came a second too late for the safety of 
the brood. The babies flattened out where they stood. The older members of the family 
flew away to their parents; some managed to get under cover; but in spite of all their 
efforts, five baby quails were captured and taken to the house. 

At first the little captives refused all food, and two of them died; but the three older 
ones soon became quite tame. They were fed anything that was given to the chickens, 
and were allowed to run about with them. 

The lovable little fellows soon developed a great affection for the members of the family 
and were here and there under the housemother’s feet, till it was quite impossible to 
avoid stepping on them. They delighted to go into the house and sit all in a row on the 
back of the grandmother’s chair and watch her knit. Not that they were especially 
interested in the, knitting, but they wanted to be near her. Perhaps, too, something in 
the click-click of the shining steel needles steel needles fascinated them. Sometimes 
they would all get up grandmother's lap and crowd and scramble to get nearest her 
face. They were especially fond of being stroked and cuddled. 

When they were only a few days old, their wing-feathers began to grow rapidly, and it 
was an odd sight to see the little fellows strutting about, their bodies unclothed save 
with the baby fuzz, and their tails and wings with long feathers. They could fly when 
they were the merest infants, even by bird standards. This must of necessity be so with 
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the wildlings that don’t stay in the nest after they hatch, −they must have some way of 
fleeing when they are attacked by their enemies. Young ducks can swim and dive with 
great skill when only a few days old; and young quail and other ‘scratchers’ grow strong, 
wings and tail-feathers by the time they are two or three weeks old. In domestication 
they loose this power to some extent. 

At this time our little pets roosted at night mostly on the porch. If it were the least cold, 
they would turn their breasts toward the wind, sit close together and tuck their heads 
under their wings. 

As the cold days of autumn drew on they grew restless and soon took to roosting on the 
ground, under some tuft of grass or sheltering bush, always huddling close together, and 
sitting so they could fly out at the slightest noise. They had missed the teaching of father 
and mother,− for among the wildlings the parents are always the teachers of their little 
ones,−yet they understood this simple trick, as well as any veteran of the flock. They 
knew just when to fly softly, and when to rise with a whirr. They never seemed to show 
the least fear until some stranger came near. Then, if they could, they would slip away 
till they were behind something and fly off so softly, that the keenest ear could hear no 
sound.  

But if they were surprised by a stranger, they would rise with a whirr that would throw 
him off his guard for the instant. This habit is the salvation of who can tell how many 
birds in the woods! 

The winter was uneventful, and the three pets came through it without mishap. With 
the first warm days of spring, two bob-whites began to whistle and pay to Lady Betty. 
Unlike their wild neighbors, they did not separate at this time of the year, each to hunt a 
range of his own. They were jealous fellows, too, and did not seem the least to 
remember that they had always been friends. 

Lady Betty was a beautiful little creature, I will admit; but it seemed useless for her two 
lovers to be always fighting over her. 

Day after day they indulged in the vain combat, pecking, scratching at each other's eyes, 
and pounding each other with their wings. Nor would they, stop the disgraceful scene 
till one or the other or both were exhausted; even then they would sometimes lie down 
panting, only to rest until able to renew the conflict. 

Lady Betty was evidently disgusted with both suitors, and would have nothing of either 
of them; so they finally left her for the near-by thicket, where they found mates who led 
them away into the woods.  

And that was the last we knew of them. But not so our loyal Betty. She was too fond of 
her old friends to desert them, even for the alluring prospect of delightful home of her 
own. When she heard some of her kindred whistling lustily near by, she would answer 
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with her own sweet little warble; sometimes indeed she would fly a little way from the 
house never to stay long. 

One beautiful morning her answering call brought a handsome bob-white to a post at 
the corner of the yard. Lady Betty seemed to look upon him with favor, and flew where 
he was. They made short work of their courtship. Betty’s heart was completely won, and 
she was willing to submit to Robert− for so we named the new arrival− as her rightful 
husband and master, with one and only one exception. She would not leave her 
adopted home. He soon fled to the woods, in every way known to quail lovers trying to 
persuade her to follow. She went a little way, but soon returned somewhat 
disconsolately, it is true. But in spite of evident disagreement, he came back in the 
evening to try again to coax his beautiful mate away from the home of their worst 
enemies. Again he was unsuccessful.  

Poor Betty was very much distressed and did not seem herself at all. Whenever she 
heard his call, she flew joyfully to meet him; but it was noticed that instead leading her 
away, she was gradually bringing him nearer the house. She must have assured him that 
men would not hurt them; for finally he was content to stay about the premises most of 
the day. Now her happiness was good to see. She would strut about apparently to show 
him off, but he would not allow any one to come too near. At the least, approach of the 
familiarity upon which his soft-hearted little mate doted would angrily fly away. 

 
When it was time to choose a place for a nest, Lady Betty insisted on having it in the 
house. This distressed Robert exceedingly−but many of her determined ways distressed 
him. He did all he could to dissuade her from such a step; but, in this, as in much else, he 
had to submit. There, happened to be an old Shaker bonnet on the floor under the 
spare bed and in this desirable and secluded retreat, Lady Betty finally began laying her 
eggs. Robert would sit in the open window, if no one came near and watch over her as 
long as she was on the nest, evidently afraid that some harm would come to her after 
all. 

But a quail's nest could not be allowed in a bonnet under the spare bed, so the eggs had 
to be taken out, and the bonnet hung up, much to poor Betty's sorrow. In spite of this 



Elo the Eagle 

www.temkit.com    42 

harrowing experience, however, she never questioned the friendship of the family; and 
with supreme confidence in their good intentions, she chose another spot for her nest, 
−an old shoe of grandfather’s sat on the porch. This treasure of a home, she was 
allowed to keep undisturbed, in due time the unusual nest was filled with the pretty 
white eggs. These were kept from rolling into the toe of the shoe by some cotton, 
thoughtfully provided by the housemother. 

While Lady Betty was sitting, Robert spent much time on the railing of the porch, 
watching that nothing came near to harm her. He affected great bravery; and if a stray 
cat or dog approached, he made it his duty to drive the intruder away. As all cats are 
cowards when attacked in front by a determined enemy, and as a dog can be attacked 
quite successfully in the rear, and as the valiant Robert, seemed instinctively familiar 
with both facts, he usually succeeded. 

In due time there, came a morning when Betty seemed very happy, yet much exercised 
in mind. She would get out of the shoe and utter the sweetest, most coaxing calls, and 
then get into it again, and seemed to be talking to something. Sure enough, there were 
twelve beautiful little soft balls of down in the old shoe, each of which tried to look the 
least and lie the flattest when mother came to see what was the matter.  

They were only an hour old, but every mite among them knew well that man was their 
natural enemy, and was ready to hide at sight of him even when their gentle mother 
gave no warning. They were put into a comfortable box, and in a day or two had lost all 
their shyness. In a few days they were turned loose, and the proud mother and father, 
were allowed to take their babies where they wished. 

They ran here and there in the yard about the door and even into the house, if the door 
was left open. On a dewy morning it was their delight to sit on the porch, all a row, 
sunning themselves and pluming their feathers. If a stranger came near, they were sure 
to know it and would hide on the instant, In spite of our knowledge of the subject, it was 
always more or less a mystery how the little quails, which were running about in plain 
sight on an apparently bare plot of ground, where it did not seem as if even a 
grasshopper could effectively hide, could, on an instant's warning, disappear as 
completely as if the earth had opened and received them. Their yellowish-brown coat 
harmonizes so well with the earth and the dead grass, and the chocolate markings on 
their heads look so exactly, like leaf-shadows that they are invisible when they lie flat 
and still. 

Of course if there is enough grass, they creep under it, but if not, they hide almost as 
effectively by flattening out on the bare ground. Even the tiniest baby in the brood will 
never think of moving, even to save himself from being trodden underfoot. 

When our delightful little quail family were grown and winter was drawing on, Mr. 
Robert showed a desire to return to the woods. Day by day he led the brood farther and 
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farther away, returning only for the night. Lady Betty did not seem to object greatly, and 
even went with her family, no doubt thinking it wise to yield to the wish of the majority. 
They soon began to run mostly in the orchard at some little distance from house. Of 
course they were as tame as chickens even more so, for they did not show any alarm 
when they were caught. 

 
One day a hunter passed through the orchard. . . . But is not that sentence enough to 
tell the pitiful end of the story? Their fear of man had been so nearly conquered by love 
that they showed no fear of him and allowed him to come quite close. Either he did not 
know, or did not care, that they were pets; at any rate he knew that he was near enough 
to get a “good shot”, and he did not scruple to improve the opportunity Most of the 
flock were killed, and, the remainder frightened and at a loss to know how to account 
for such treatment, into the brush. I have never found it in heart to, blame them for not 
returning to us, though I have always been sure that Lady Betty was among the slain. 

Still for several years, whenever it was very stormy so that food was scarce or hard to, 
get, a flock of quails would come up to the house and eat corn froth the crib shyly with 
the chickens, and never act much afraid.  

They would run out of the way when, any one came near, but they seldom flew. As none 
of them were molested, they never suffered from the famine that takes so many of their 
kind every winter. 

On a spring morning when the quails were calling, I often stepped out on the porch and 
answered the call. A venerable bob-white could be heard coming, nearer and nearer at 
each call, till he finally sat on the garden gate; some twenty steps away, nor did he leave 
at sight of me. His calls held a strange note of pathos, and he often remained there for 
an hour. 'Twas here that Betty had first seen her mate and given her heart to him. Are 
such things accidents, even among the wildlings? 

 

 



Elo the Eagle 

www.temkit.com    44 

 

Our Common Toad 
(Bufo lentiginosus) 

The scientific name of the toad family is Bufonidae, and the division of the family to 
which our common American toad belongs is known as Bufo lentiginosus, a name that 
at first sight looks more difficult than it really is. 

The Bufonidae family is not very large, having only about one hundred and seventy-five 
members. Most of these live in the tropics, but representatives are found in all parts of 
the world. The largest toad lives in South America, and sometimes grows eight or nine 
inches long. Some varieties of toads live in trees; others, like the one described in this 
history, dwell in damp, shady places in the summer, and burrow during the cold months; 
and there is one species that lives almost entirely under the ground. In Africa there is a 
toad that has a curious habit. At the beginning of the dry season it rolls itself up in a ball 
of mud, which contains about a pint of water, and so remains until the wet weather sets 
in. In time of drought travelers sometimes break these sun-dried balls and drink the 
water. 

All toads have strong voices and make considerable noise in the spring. 

Our common toad, of which there are a number of varieties, is found in most parts of 
the United States. They reproduce by means of eggs, which are deposited in a single line 
in the center of a long shoestringlike strand of albuminous substance. From two to four 
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weeks later, according to the weather, the young tadpoles are hatched. They live in the 
pond for a month or six weeks, at the end of which period they leave the water, lose 
their tails, which have gradually become very small and weak, and start out in life as 
little toads. From three to five years is required for a toad to gain its full growth. The 
female rarely deposits eggs before the third year. The toad's tongue is long, slender, and 
very flexible. It is peculiarly placed, being fastened to the front part of the mouth, with 
the loose end pointing down the throat. Toward sunset, or earlier on cloudy days, the 
toad leaves his retreat in the damp earth and starts out in search of a meal. Selecting a 
suitable place, he sits down quietly to watch for his prey. When a fly or some other 
insect buzzes near, out flashes the long, sticky tongue, and with inconceivable swiftness 
the surprised insect is whipped down the yawning cavern of the hunter's throat. Then 
Sir Bufo blinks his eyes solemnly and waits for the next. 

Toads devour a great many flies and other troublesome and injurious pests in the course 
of a season, and in this way are a protection to the garden and a real blessing to man. 
Should they not at least receive the kindness of being allowed to do their beneficent 
work in peace? 

 

CHAPTER FIVE 

Sobersides the Toad 
Beyond the cow lot lay a pasture of twenty acres, containing a draw or small ravine, in 
which had been a shallow well. This well had been filled up and abandoned. But the 
rains had washed out some of the soil, and in time the hollow thus begun, enlarged till a 
miniature lake ten or twelve feet wide and twenty feet long was formed. As the well had 
been fed by a spring, the pond was never dry. 

Some sweet flag had taken root in the upper end of the pond a year or so before the 
spring when this story opens, so it was a favorite place for sister and me to get calamus 
root. True, the geese used the pond for a swimming pool, but there was a sheltering 
hedge only a few yards away, and by reconnoitering we could easily see whether, the 
gander was near. If not, it was safe to venture. Besides, there was a famous sweetbrier 
bush close by, and one could afford some risks for sweetbrier roses. 

If the gander was in the region of the pond, however, he was clearly master of the 
situation, but as his favorite goose was sitting on her nest in the shed behind the straw-
stack, he spent much of his time there. This was a great relief to us, for he must cross a 
fence in case he raided us, and that gave us plenty of time to get safely away with the 
spoils of the calamus bed. I think he never failed to attack us on sight; but after our bare 
legs had been chewed till they bled and we had been pounded with his great wings till 
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we were black and blue, we became fairly skillful in reading the signals of danger, and 
masters in the fine art of retreating before the enemy. 

Spring had come in the northern woods and on the thousand Canadian lakes, and in the 
region of southeaster Iowa was well advanced. Each day flocks of birds came trooping 
northward, till the woods were filled with their new homes and cheerful with their 
songs. Bloodroots, claytonias, and anemones dotted the floor of the forest, and the 
fields were ablaze with dandelions. Already the leaves of the oak trees were as large as 
squirrels' ears, a sure sign that the season of corn planting had come; and indeed, the 
click of the corn planter was even now heard in all directions. Warmer and warmer 
shone the sun each day of his journey northward, and finally a great toad that had been 
sleeping under the sweetbrier bush, drowsily opened his eyes, and looked about to see 
if it was really time to come out for the summer. He stretched himself slowly, and found 
that he was warm enough to move. Satisfied that he was making no mistake, he lazily 
dug his way to the surface of the ground, blinking his eyes in the bright sunlight. It was 
cool and duskish in the shade of the hedge, so there he stayed till the sun went down, 
when he sallied forth to hunt the first supper he had eaten for over six months. Crickets 
and glowworms were plentiful, and soon his stomach was well filled. 

Then he began to wonder if any other toads were awake, and hopping to an open place, 
uttered his long peculiar trill until the meadows echoed and re-echoed with the sound. 

"We'll have no more cold weather this year," remarked father, who was coming from 
the lot with a pail of milk; and mother, as she mounted the cellar stairs, said, "It's time 
to put out the sweet potato and tomato plants.” “Now we can put our shoes away till 
fall! The toads are singing!" exclaimed sister and I. Sure enough, the prophecy proved 
true; the next few days were warmer still, and soon the toads were singing everywhere. 

May warmed into June, and the toads changed their song to that heard only at nesting 
time. The old goose's eggs had hatched, and now the goslings were shut in the lot for a 
few days, that no harm might come to them. This was fortunate for the old mother 
toad, who had her winter home under the sweetbrier, for she had chosen the goose 
pond for her nesting place. One warm day in the first week of June she came to the 
pond and began laying eggs, thousands of them, all fastened together in long black 
chainlike tubes. There were ever so many of these chains, and they were strung in 
fantastic shapes all over the bottom of the pond. Sister and I watched her as she moved 
slowly about depositing the eggs, and when what we could see of the bottom of the 
pond was nearly covered with them, she left them as composedly as if they did not 
belong to her at all, and went back to her home under the sweetbrier. 

Had the geese been allowed to come to the pond at this stage of the proceedings, this 
story would have to come to an end right here. As it was, in two weeks the whole pond 
was alive with little black wriggling pollywogs. Odd, jolly little fellows they were, and 
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each so exactly like every other that it would take sharper eyes than the kind I with 
which you and I look at the world and its wonders to tell them apart. Their life consisted 
in eating and in wiggling to the top of the water to catch a glimpse of the sky. It was 
delightful to poke the tip of the nose out into the air, too, and get a breath, though it 
was not at all necessary, because they had little gills, and most of the time breathed 
water like a fish. 

At this time the little creatures were about an inch long, with a head as large as all the 
rest of the body, and fully half as long. Their eyes were so small that one had to look 
closely to see them. On each side of the head were two small spots, which, although 
they could not be seen without a microscope, served them very well for ears; for, try as I 
might, I never could get near them without their hearing me, and wiggling to the 
bottom of the pond, where they tried to hide in the soft mud. 

But what is time to a boy? I would sit down on the bank and wait patiently till they came 
to the surface again. And presently the water would be full of the squirming, wriggling 
mites. 

I liked to watch them eat. One or two of them would swim to the under side of a leaf 
and appear to be sucking it, but don't imagine for a moment that they were feeding on 
its juices. They are carnivorous little creatures, and were devouring tiny animals that 
lived on the leaf−animals so small that they cannot be seen with the naked eye, though I 
have since found them with a magnifying glass. But with their specks of eyes the 
tadpoles could see them readily enough, and it was these they ate. Sometimes bits of 
moss and other plants were added to the bill of fare as a sort of relish, and when I 
crumbled the yolk of a hard-boiled egg into the water, all the family flocked greedily to 
the feast. There were so many of them that perhaps they forgot that they were brothers 
and sisters; at any rate they sometimes fought in a way that was disgraceful. 

One day−and it was an unlucky day in the tadpole calendar−an old frog came to the 
pond. She was a hungry old frog, and a choice diet of tadpole was the only thing that 
would satisfy her appetite. They could not get out of her way, and there was no mother 
at hand to protect them. Though if she had been there she would as likely as not have 
made a meal or two off them herself. 

But help was at hand for the unfortunate infants in the person of a Small Boy who took 
the frog away to play with before she had eaten more than a few dozen, and left the 
young toad babies in peace. 

It was warm and sunny now in the little ravine, and every day saw a change in the toad 
family. Some of them had two tiny front legs, some had two diminutive hind legs, and 
other fortunate members had four legs. They did not all grow alike, for there were 
members of the family that had no legs at all. 
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Those whose legs were growing came to the surface oftener now; indeed, they spent 
most of their time there. Their gills were almost gone; the eyes were larger; the ear 
spots were growing; and the mouth was large enough to be plainly seen. But while 
mouth, eyes, and ears were growing, the tail became smaller and weaker day by day. 

The tadpoles were getting restless, too −all but the ones that had no legs, and they were 
cross and ill-natured. But these last had mouths, even if they were legless, and they 
began to use them in eating their brothers and sisters. A legless tadpole would take hold 
of the leg of one of his more fortunate brothers, and hold to it till he had either bitten it 
quite off or had killed the baby toad, when he would devour him. A great many of the 
tadpoles were killed in this way. Then one day the old gander came to the pond, and 
wrought dire destruction among the little family. This time the Small Boy did not dare 
interfere. Clearly, it was time for something to happen if any of them were to live. 

Something did happen. One morning, just a month from the day they were hatched, the 
sun came up in a brilliant red sky. The birds were singing gaily, and in the still air every 
sound carried far. For hours there had been a gentle east wind, and presently a dark 
bank of heavy thunderclouds was seen rising in the west. Already the muffled roll of 
thunder could be heard in the distance. Everything wore an air of expectancy. 

This was to be a notable day for the baby toads, and they were all astir before it was 
fairly light. By the time the sun was shining on the meadow, dozens of them were 
crawling out on the bank to see what the great world was like. For two or three days 
they had been climbing up the grassy edge of the pond, only to wriggle to the bottom 
again when anything came near. 0, how they enjoyed the feel of the dry ground! Never 
barefoot boy felt his feet tingle more as he first pulled off his boots in the spring. First 
one and then another tried to hop. One little leap, then another and another, and the 
first thing they knew, the remnant of tail was gone! How queerly they capered when it 
was no longer in their way! No boy ever enjoyed his first trousers more than did these 
toad babies their loss of tail. For now they were real toads. Not one of them stopped to 
say good-by to his brother, but each set out to see the world on his own account. 

As the sun rose higher, they would have crept under the shade of some tree, or bush, or 
friendly leaf had not the dark clouds drawn a thick veil over its shining face. Soon it 
began to rain, and then the young toads were happy. Spoil their journey? Not a bit of it! 
Hadn't they lived in the water all their lives? Hop, hop, hop−little fellows no larger than 
half of your thumbnail, and every hop taking them farther and farther from home. It 
was well for them that the chickens were securely housed, for they passed right by their 
yard in their travels. 

When the rain was over, father went out to look around, and presently we heard him 
calling, "Mother! 0 mother! just look here! It's been raining toads!" And sure enough, 
the yard was full of them. 
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Later in the day the chickens were turned into the yard, and they made short work of 
the toads, none of us thinking to protect some of them. In a day or two none were to be 
found. Only two or three escaped, but by fall these were of considerable size. Two of 
them took up their abode in the cellar, and the one whose history I shall relate to you 
made her home under the doorstep. Sobersides we called her, and as time passed, she 
increased visibly in size, and waxed fat and hearty. All summer she stayed under the 
step during the day, coming out at night to catch the gnats and flies in the grass near the 
door. She never wandered far in the night, and by morning was sure to be slightly buried 
in the mellow earth when I raised the step to look for her. She did not like to be rudely 
awakened and taken from her bed in the middle of her nap, but she soon learned not to 
resent my intrusion by wetting my hand or covering her skin with a milk like secretion. 
When pulled from her bed, she would look up sleepily, perhaps rub her eye with one 
foot, and blink comically in the sunlight. It was very amusing to me, but I suppose she 
did not enjoy it much; at any rate she lost no time in burying herself again when 
released. 

While toads will live in one place for years, they choose a slightly different place day by 
day for their bed, supposedly to insure moisture that is so essential to their health. If 
they cannot get into the damp earth, they seek the coolest shade to be found or retreat 
to some pond, though they prefer not to stay in the water itself. 

Once when I had some toads in my classroom, some of them managed to get out of the 
pail where they were kept, and hide themselves under the desks. It was May, and there 
was no fire in the building; nevertheless, when I found them, twenty-four hours later, 
they were so thin and sore that I could scarcely believe them the same toads. The boys 
declared that they had brought no others into the room, however, so I was finally 
convinced. The little runaways were covered with sores, and were so stiff that they 
could only crawl. I put them in water and went away, locking the door. 

Four hours later I returned to find the toads as fat and plump as ever, and apparently in 
perfect health. I have known these animals to live for months without a mouthful of 
food, and stories are told of their living for a much longer time, but one day away from 
water will often kill them unless they can get into the moist earth or a deep shade. 

Toads grow more slowly than frogs. Perhaps this is the reason there are more frogs than 
toads in most places. Sobersides was four years old before she thought of raising a 
family of her own, and it was two years later before she was fully grown. We were such 
near neighbors that I had an opportunity to watch her very closely for a period ex-
tending over a number of years. Early in June she would absent herself from home for a 
few days, usually going to the slough to deposit her eggs. When she was full grown, it 
was really surprising how many eggs she would lay. It was not an unusual thing for their 
number to reach the hundreds of thousands, though only a small proportion of these 
hatched and developed into polliwogs. 
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At nesting time toads sing a song that is heard at no other season−a song that is rarely 
heard. For all my acquaintance with Sobersides and other toads, I never heard this song 
until many years later. At that time I had six toads in captivity, and one morning some of 
my pupils called me to the laboratory in great excitement. When I came, they showed 
me something covered with a cloth, the whole appearing like a covered bird cage, from 
which proceeded a peculiar sweet chirrup that I took to be that of canaries, though I 
wondered at their singing when covered. Imagine my surprise, on removing the cloth, to 
see the pail containing my six captives, all of them chirping as merrily as robins. The 
females were the most musical and seemed to have the sweetest voices. This singing 
was kept up at intervals during the entire day. I exhibited my singing toads to a number 
of friends, all of whom were as much astonished as I had been. 

Sobersides was a dear old thing, in spite of the fact that she was so uncanny that I never 
enjoyed handling her. She was wise, too; for she learned to know the members of the 
family, and did not fear them in the least. On cloudy days or when the sun was low, she 
would come out and sit at the foot of the bell post by the kitchen door, and catch flies. 
Sometimes mother would sprinkle a little sugar near by, and then Sobersides would 
have a feast. No matter how absorbed she appeared in the business of darting her long, 
sticky tongue at the flies and bugs that made up her lunch, she was still sure to hear a 
strange footfall, and would quietly hop under the step. She was shy of strangers, but 
seemed to have quite an affection for the family. In the evening when we were sitting 
about on the porch or lying on the grass under the old willow, she would hop close to 
one of us and look steadily into our faces or rub against our feet. Occasionally someone 
would take her up and play with her. 

Sobersides had a phenomenal appetite, often eating three or four times her weight in 
one day. She was not at all particular what she ate, either, so long as it was not poison, 
though she was careful not to eat anything that did not move, unless it glowed. 
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Glowworms were a special dainty, and she would go for one as far as she could see its 
light. 

When the strawberries were ripe, Sobersides spent much of her time in the strawberry 
patch. Not that she ate the berries−she never thought of such a thing. But there were 
certain little slugs that did, and she knew where to find them. She was a great 
protection to the berries, and even though she had eaten a few, she would have paid for 
them many times over. 

 
She seemed to know just where to look for the things that she liked best to eat. Often I 
have seen her in rose bushes as much as six feet from the ground, carefully crawling 
about among the branches, and avoiding the thorns, in her search for the slugs that feed 
on rose leaves. It was always something of a mystery how she managed the ascent. 
Although I watched her closely, I was never so fortunate as to see her in the act of 
climbing the bushes. 

One thing that never failed to interest me was to see Sobersides change her skin. This 
happened once every month or six weeks during the summer, according to the 
plentifulness of food and the dampness of the weather. She would station herself 
against something that she could rub against, and when the skin began to crack down 
the middle of the back, she would rub a little, and presently wriggle out of it, much as 
one takes one's hand out of a glove. The old skin was afterward rolled into a ball and 
either cast aside or eaten. If she was hungry she could not afford to miss such an easy 
meal, though she always seemed to prefer more substantial material. After putting on a 
new suit, she would either bury herself in the moist ground or remain in the dense 
shade for several hours. The new skin seemed to be fully formed before the old one was 
molted, yet it was easily irritated by the light. 
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Sobersides was a companionable creature, and failing to gain the affection of man, she 
did the next best thing and chose the family cat for a friend. At first puss did not take 
kindly to the idea, but she soon overcame her natural dislike for such a playmate, and 
often they were seen in each other's society, the cat rolling the toad from side to side 
with her paw and jumping back and forth over her. The strange thing about it was that 
the toad seemed to enjoy the frolic as much as the cat. Often when they had played in 
this way till both were tired, the cat would go to sleep with the toad between her paws, 
and Sobersides would lie there contentedly blinking her eyes in the sun. 

She also made friends with the dog, and would eat flies from his mouth. Both the dog 
and the cat appeared to be very fond of her, and I think neither of them would have 
allowed anything less than a man to molest her. This liking was the more strange on the 
dog's part because of the fact that he would kill any other toad as quickly as he would 
shake the life out of a snake. 

There were always a great many bees about the well, and Sobersides occasionally went 
there in the daytime and ate bees till her sides were fairly gorged. Either they did not 
sting her or she did not suffer from the effects of the poison. It was noticed, however, 
that she showed some uneasiness at times after she had eaten a meal of bees, though it 
never lasted more than a few minutes. It was interesting to catch fireflies and feed her 
all she could eat. They did not die at once, and in the dark her sides would light up at 
times with a phosphorescent glow. This interesting fact was first observed by my 
nephew, who was always catching something to feed toads. 

Those who ruthlessly kill toads do not realize half the benefit these little creatures are to 
mankind. They are perfectly harmless, longlived, and return to the same spot year after 
year. They devour a surprising number of noxious insects, bugs, and worms. Though 
they are on the hunt from early evening till late morning, they never seem to have 
enough. One who, lantern in hand, follows them hour after hour on their nightly 
rambles, will have an increased respect for this too often despised protector of his 
garden. In winter toads either bury themselves in the mud of some pool or burrow deep 
into the earth and there sleep till spring. They prefer to be in colonies during the winter, 
though they are often found alone. Apparently cold does not hurt them. I once found 
one that had been frozen solid in the ice by an early sleet, but when he was thawed out 
he was as lively as ever. 

For twelve years before we left the old home farm Sobersides lived under our doorstep, 
and she may be there still, for all I know. After her seventh year she ceased to grow, 
though she seemed to increase in wartiness. 
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The Dog 
(Canis familiaris) 

The dog is common to all parts of the world, and is found in many species, several of 
which are wild. Wild dogs are found chiefly in Asia and Africa, with a single species in 
Australia. They are often of large size, and as fierce as wolves. In certain regions of Asia 
they run in packs, and are a real menace to the lives of travelers, as well as to the 
farmyards of the country dwellers, which they do not hesitate to raid when pressed by 
hunger. A wild dog howls, but never barks; yet if one is tamed, his offspring usually learn 
to bark in the first generation. 

However, most varieties of dogs are domesticated, and have been as far back as secular 
history furnishes a record of the lives and works of men. In the earliest Egyptian history 
mention is made of the greyhound, the common hound, several kinds of watchdogs, and 
others that were kept as household pets. 

In many of the older Greek writings dogs are mentioned in a way to show that their 
nature and general characteristics have changed very little from that day to this. Among 
the Romans the greyhound and the staghound were common, though they also kept 
watchdogs and lapdogs. Among the early Britons the greyhound was in popular demand 
because of its unusual size and great strength. Before the days of modern culinary 
utensils, a small dog, called turnspit was trained to perform certain duties in the kitchen. 

Several varieties of our dogs have originated in America, some from tame dogs run wild, 
others from native wild varieties. Among these are the Newfoundland and the Eskimo. 
When America was discovered, the Indians had several kinds of half-domesticated dogs. 
In Mexico a dog no larger than a guinea pig was in high favor among the Aztecs. 

The several closely related varieties of sheep dogs vie with the police dogs as being the 
most intelligent members of the Canis family. They are very brave and sagacious, though 
some of them, truth to tell, richly deserve their reputation for ill nature. In color, 
originally, they were black or very dark brown, though the collie has been developed 
until now it often has a yellowish-brown or even a pure white coat. Of all the sheep 
dogs, the collies, bred in the Highlands of Scotland, are probably the most knowing. 
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Their pedigree is carefully recorded, and a fancy specimen often brings several hundred 
dollars. Frank was a pure-bred Scotch collie. He came to me in 1879. 

C H A P T E R   S I X 

Frank the Collie 
Frank was no ordinary dog. Royal blood ran in his veins. His mother and father had been 
born and bred in the Highlands of Scotland, and two better-trained sheep dogs never 
watched their master's flock or fed on the scraps from his table. Their owner would 
almost as soon have thought of selling a member of the family as of parting with either 
of them. They were beautiful creatures, with long shaggy coats and frank intelligent 
faces, from which the very soul of courage and fearlessness looked out. On the prairies 
of Nebraska, where coyotes were plentiful, they cared for their master's sheep entirely 
alone; but no prowling enemy ever feasted off the least of their flock. All day long they 
cared for the sheep, and in the evening housed them safely in the corral. One stood at 
the gate to prevent their crowding, while the other drove them in one at a time. As each 
one entered, the dog at the gate gave a short, sharp bark. When all were in, the master 
listening and counting the barks knew without leaving the house whether all his flock 
were there. But he knew it no better than did the dogs, for if one was missing, they 
knew it at once. Even with the sheep brought safely to shelter, these faithful caretakers 
did not desert their charges, but made it their business to see that they stayed safely in 
the corral all night. 

Frank came of such parentage. He was a puppy when I first saw him−just a little 
animated bunch of black, with a white spot on his throat. I was a lad of only three 
summers, visiting on the Western prairies. We lived in a dugout in the side of a hill-a 
queer place to live, you may think, and it was a strange house in many ways. For 
instance, there was danger that the horses would get on top of the house and break in 
the roof, because, except for the opening for the stovepipe, from all sides but one it 
looked precisely like the side of any other hill. It was a warm house in winter, however, 
and had a good many advantages. For one thing, the raging wind of the plains could not 
blow it away. 

A creek ran at a little distance from this dug-out-of-the-side-of-a-hill house, and across 
it, far up on the prairie, was a melon patch belonging to the man who owned the dogs. 
To a child who had always had all the fruit he could eat, it was a tantalizing thing to see 
the yellow cantaloupes shining in the morning sun, and yet not have any of the luscious 
golden globes to appease the longing of his little palate. There were no other melons in 
the neighborhood, and so day after day I begged to go up to this neighbor's to get some 
fruit. The sheep were usually just beyond the melon patch, and through much watching 
of the melons I came to be interested in the dogs that cared for the flock. 
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Finally the happy day of a long-promised visit to this neighbor's came, and I set off with 
high expectations; but my wildest flights fell far short of the delightful reality. For never 
did I dream of finding a puppy there, a puppy that should thereafter be all my own! 

 
No wonder that when the little fellow frisked up to me, licking my hands and face, fairly 
tumbling over me in very excess of puppy good will and welcome, he won my heart 
completely. In those days boys were something of a rarity in that part of Nebraska; so 
when I wanted the dog and raised a lusty howl for his possession, he was promptly 
bestowed upon me by the generous neighbor, thenceforward to become my friend and 
dearest companion. 

A few days later our visit came to an end, and when we started home the puppy was 
taken along. On the train there was a controversy with the conductor over the question 
whether the puppy should travel in the baggage car or with the family. But what is a 
conductor in a fray with a boy who is almost four years old! The puppy triumphantly 
shared my seat all the way. 

A little black and white kitten was given to me on my return home, and we 
three-boy, pup, and kit −were constant playfellows. All were the best of friends. Often 
when we had romped till weary, we ended the play spell by an informal nap, the dog 
curled up as a pillow for the boy's head and the kitten a round ball on the boy's breast. 
At night the dog slept on the porch, with the kitten snuggled in his long hair for warmth. 

Frank was not very old when his serious training began. At times he found it too tame 
playing with the boy and the kitten, and as a means of diversion indulged in the 
amusement of dragging little goslings about by the neck. He did not mean to hurt them, 
but they were usually dead when his fun was ended. Of course this could not go on, and 
as a whipping failed to have the desired effect, severer methods were resorted to.  
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One day when Frank had killed a gosling, it was brought to him and he was well scolded. 
Then a rope was put around his neck and over the limb of a tree, and he was drawn up. I 
stood by, weeping brokenheartedly at what then seemed cruelty to my beloved pet. 
When the poor fellow was quite badly choked, he was lowered and the rope was 
loosened. After he had recovered, he was again shown the dead gosling and the 
punishment was repeated. This time when he was lowered, he was turned loose, a 
badly used up puppy though not seriously hurt. But he had learned a lesson, and never 
from that day did he harm a little fowl of any kind. 

Still his inborn love of mischief was curbed in only one direction, not rooted out of his 
nature. He soon formed another bad habit, which took a severe lesson to cure. In some 
way he acquired a taste for raw eggs. As these were not included in his bill of fare, he 
would not hesitate, when the hunger was on him, to raid the hen roost to gratify it. This 
was a serious offense, but Frank was crafty, and it was not easy to catch him red-
handed. And in order for the punishment to be effective, a dog, as well as a child, must 
understand what it is for. Otherwise it is only cruelty. 

Finally a trap was set for him. In the summer kitchen, built of rough boards, was a place 
where one could watch, himself unobserved, what was going on outside. In a protected 
spot near by, father put an egg, with a little gunpowder around it, and a train of the 
explosive leading to his retreat. When all was ready, he sat down to watch. For a long 
time Frank paid not the slightest attention to the egg, but by and by he began to feel 
hungry, and sidled slyly up to it. No one was looking. He nosed it longingly. About that 
time something happened. He never knew just what it was, but if one egg would act like 
that, he was not going to trust any of them in the future. His nose was bleeding, his face 
burned, and his eyes singed. He did not care to come to anyone for sympathy; he did 
not wish to be seen; he did not even howl, but he was never known to eat another egg. 
Lessons look hard sometimes, and they are hard, but we all have to learn them sooner 
or later. 

Frank had no sheep to herd, so he gave his attention to the horses and cows. It became 
his regular work to drive the latter to and from the pasture mornings and evenings. He 
soon learned by name every field on the farm; and when any of the stock were wanted, 
all that was necessary was to tell him in what field they were, and he would go after 
them. It was not desired that he bring any but the milch cows from the pasture, and so 
it was necessary for him to know all these. When it is understood that there were 
twenty cows that were milked, and perhaps twice as many others in the pasture, and 
that all looked much alike, it will be understood what a test of his intelligence this was. 

But Frank made it his business to know every member of the herd. He would go to the 
pasture, select his cows, and drive them home, walking quietly along behind the last 
one. He was never cross with them, and knew better than to run them, as long as they 
did not attempt to get away. But if any started to go elsewhere than along the road 
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leading to the home barnyard, there was trouble in a moment. Frank knew how to use 
his teeth, and when he bit he bit to conquer. It did not take the cattle long to learn that 
it was better to obey his will than their longing for by and forbidden paths. 

Once, and only once, Frank made a mistake. In the pasture were two red heifers that 
looked so nearly alike that few persons could tell them apart. One evening he brought 
up the wrong one, and the mistake was not noticed till father sat down to milk her. 
When he discovered that it was the wrong cow, he called Frank and said, pointing to the 
heifer, "Frank, we don't milk that cow." The dog looked his confusion, and with tail 
tucked between his legs, took the heifer back to the pasture, soon to return, waving his 
tail triumphantly, with the right animal. After that he always hunted for this red heifer 
first of all, and drove her out of the herd before looking for any of the others. The 
mistake was never repeated. 

Frank unlike some boys I have known, did not need to be reminded every evening when 
it was time to go for the cows. That was his duty, and he attended to it as regularly as 
the sun rose and set. When it was time to milk, there was Frank with the cows. In the 
morning this meant that he must go for them before anyone was up, as the milking was 
the first work done. On Sabbath morning we got up an hour later than on weekdays. 
Frank was not slow to learn this fact, and without mistake regularly brought the cows an 
hour later on Sabbath morning. How he kept such unfailing count of the days has always 
been something of a mystery to me. He could count the cattle, I know; for if one was 
missing, he knew it at once. When a cow became dry, someone would show her to 
Frank, and tell him not to bring her to the lot any more, and thereafter she would be left 
in the field. And when it was desired to have a new cow brought with the herd, all that 
was necessary was to point out the animal and tell him to bring her in the future. 

The cattle, horses, and the few sheep kept on the place were all brought up to the barn 
for salt once or twice a week. At such times father would say, "Frank, we salt the 
animals this morning." In due time, without any further attention, he would come 
bringing them all up together. If they were scattered in different places, he knew when 
any were gone, and would hunt till he found them. 

If strange stock got into the pasture, he would not allow them to get with ours. In due 
time we had bought a small flock of sheep, and Frank instinctively took a great interest 
in them. One day a buck belonging to a neighbor broke into the pasture with these 
sheep, but Frank would not allow him to go near them. He did not come to the house 
for his feed; and when we looked for him, we found him in front of the stranger, 
guarding the flock. He did not offer to molest the animal as long as he kept his distance. 
But the buck was not used to dogs, and he tried to fight. Then Frank was ready, and with 
a spring he threw him down, and taking him by the neck, held him there. When the 
owner saw them thus, it was hard to convince him that the dog was not trying to kill his 
sheep. 
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Frank knew all the horses on the place by name. We could name the horse or team we 
wished, and he would bring those and no others. He dearly delighted to drive the 
horses, for he was not forbidden to run them. He would bite their heels to get them 
started, and then have a merry chase all the way to the house. Sometimes they would 
try to run away from him, and get back into the pasture. That was the signal for a gay 
time for Frank, but with all their play he always succeeded in getting them into the 
barnyard in a surprisingly short time. As he invariably punished them severely for any 
breach of discipline, they soon learned not to attempt to break away. 

He had no use whatever for hogs, and was as sure to kill them as he was set upon them. 
One could not see how he did it, but he would run at them, apparently jump over them, 
and there was sure to be a great gash on the opposite side of the hog, that would cause 
its death every time. Evidently he cut this with his tushes as he went over. After two or 
three such escapades he was not required to drive hogs, and thereafter left them 
severely alone. 

With all his other useful traits, Frank was something of a watchdog. He never left the 
place when we were gone; and the neighbors used to say that no matter from which 
side of the house they approached, he always met them at the gate. If they went to the 
barn, he was there first, waiting politely, but defensively, at the door. He neither barked 
nor growled, he said not a word, but they understood that it was not safe to attempt to 
go in. Day and night, when not about his regular work, he was always on hand, and 
nothing was stolen from the place as long as he lived. 

There were two neighbor children who often came to visit the family. If no one was at 
home, Frank would stop them at the gate. They did not enjoy this, and as they did not 
fear the dog, they sometimes tried to get into the yard. He would not hurt them, but he 
always took them firmly by the hand and led them out again. He was as gentle with 
them as could be, but they did not belong there, and could not come in when no one 
was at home. At other times he would pay no attention to them. With strange men he 
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was more surly. If anyone attempted to enter the gate, he would growl and show his 
teeth−a signal that he was not to be trifled with. 

 
Frank seemed to have an inborn hatred of pack peddlers, and never failed to recognize 
one as far as he could see him. On most occasions he was an obedient dog, but no one 
could persuade him to let a peddler alone. As surely as one entered the yard, Frank 
would get him down and then stand over him and growl. If he struggled, the dog would 
take him by the throat. He never injured anyone, but he succeeded in giving a number 
of them the scare of their lives. When some one came to the rescue, he would allow the 
peddler to leave, but not to go to the house if he could possibly help it. Even the packs 
must be left for some member of the family to take out of the yard and restore to their 
owner. But once outside the gate, he might pursue his way in peace. 

It was the business of a man to stop every day to get the cream, which was stored in 
large cans in the milkhouse. A book was left near by, in which to record the amount 
taken. Frank understood the arrangement, and the man was allowed to enter the yard 
without protest, whether anyone was at home or not; but he must go to the milkhouse, 
and attend strictly to his business. The dog was always on hand to see to that. One day 
all the family were gone when he made his rounds, and without a thought he helped 
himself to an apple from a barrel that stood near the can. He had scarcely lifted his hand 
with the fruit before the dog had his hand in his mouth, and was growling fiercely; nor 
would Frank permit him to go till he had put the apple back into the barrel. The next day 
he told us about it, and said that around our place he had learned to let things alone 
that did not belong to him. Sometimes the cream was not in the milkhouse, but 
wherever it was, the man was allowed to get it. And even when a stranger took the 
route for a day or two, the dog seemed to recognize the wagon, and though he was 
always looking on, never interfered as long as the driver attended to his business. But 
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how quick he was to resent any undue familiarity with the things that belonged to the 
farm! 

By nature Frank had no pugilistic tendencies, but he would fight to the death if he 
thought he was protecting his owner's property. He would not hold and fight, like most 
dogs, but snapped and tore like a wolf. If another dog got him down, he made no 
resistance, but quietly wagged his tail, and waited till his time came. Then his opponent 
paid dearly for his innings. 

When any of the family were away from home after nightfall, Frank never barked at 
them when they returned, though he was sure to bark if a stranger came about the 
place after dusk. I have come home at all times in the night, and have tried purposely to 
fool him, but never successfully. Members of the family could be away a year, as they 
often were, but no matter when they returned, day or night, he was always on hand to 
give them a royal welcome. Keen of scent and fine of discrimination, he never forgot 
anyone he had loved. 

In personal appearance Frank was a beauty. Such large expressive brown eyes I have 
seen in no other dog before or since. His coat was shaggy to the extreme, and his head 
small and shapely. His face had an intelligent, almost human, look. He taught me many 
lessons of the wisdom of the lower animals that I shall never forget. 

 
He seemed to know by scent whatever had crossed his paths for days. In fact, dogs have 
a regular signal code, which all members of the race seem to understand. But Frank was 
also in close touch with the signal code of all the wild animals, and as he passed through 
the wood or field he would announce a mouse here and a ground squirrel there. Next 
he would perhaps declare that a skunk had passed here last night, and must be looked 
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after or he would bother the poultry. Then he would act on the fact, and before many 
days the skunk would pass that way no more. The dog would trot along through the 
woods, apparently paying no attention to anything, when suddenly he would stop and 
announce that a coon or a squirrel was in the tree. Perhaps he would strike a trail, and 
say, as plainly as could be, "Neighbor Smith's dog passed here; I  should like to have a 
play with him," or it might be, "That surly cur of Brown's passed here. I whipped him in 
the cattleyard not long ago; I should like to meet him again." 

What is nobler than a noble dog? −not a senseless cur, that is not worth the food he 
eats, but a grave, loyal, loving, intelligent dog. Come what may, he will never forsake his 
master. Though often hungry and perhaps ill-treated, he will follow him cheerfully to the 
death, and sometimes even mourns his life away on his master's grave. He works for 
him, not because he must, but because it is his happiness. When he dies, we find that he 
has entwined himself in our affections as no other animal can.  

Frank fell into the habit of running about the country with a dog that belonged to a 
neighbor. She was a worthless cur, but he would visit her just the same. Poison was put 
in different places, ostensibly to kill "The Last of a Hated Race," but Frank was the 
hapless fellow that got it. One sad, never-to-be-forgotten day he was found dead in a 
creek not far from home. A dog was never more regretted, and since his death I have 
cared little for dogs, for I have never seen his equal. 

Dear old Frank! Like useful men, though he is no more, his influence still lives. 

The Meadow Mouse 
Mouse is a rather indefinite term applied to at least three similar groups of animals, 
perhaps from their resemblance in size and habits. True mice were brought to America 
from Asia. The numerous field mice that are native here are of several different 
genuses, though they all belong to the one great family of Rodentia, or gnawers. 
Squirrels, rabbits, and woodchucks belong to the same family. 

We generally speak of all the animals that belong to the subfamily Muridae as either 
rats or mice, according to their size. They are found all over the world. They live either in 
holes in the ground or in hollow trees and logs, though some varieties prefer the houses 
of men. Several of the field and wood varieties make interesting burrows, and store 
large quantities of food for future use. 

Boblets belonged to the genus Arvicolinae, and the species Riparius. Members of this 
group are found as far north as southern Minnesota, south to the Missouri River in 
Missouri, and from Illinois to central Nebraska. They are short-legged, heavy-bodied, 
and have a tail only about one fourth the length of their body. They are perhaps twice as 
large as the common house mouse, have cheek pockets in which they carry food when 
they are storing up a winter's supply, and are covered with a thick coat of brownish-blue 
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fur, which becomes quite coarse as they grow older. The head of the bobtailed meadow 
mouse has a particularly grizzled, burly appearance. These mice live in meadows and 
hazel thickets, never visiting houses or barns. 

CHAPTER 7 

Boblets the Meadow Mouse 
On the top of a hill about two hundred and fifty yards from the birthplace of Mr. 
Screech Owl, was a hazel thicket covering twenty acres. It had been wasteland, for years 
used only by the few coyotes and foxes that remained in the neighborhood, till finally an 
enterprising farmer bought it, mowed the brush, plowed the ground, and planted it in 
corn. This corn was cut up, and the shocks stood in the field all winter. In a hollow under 
one of these a pair of bobtailed meadow mice had made a large nest of corn silks and 
grass, in which a certain warming March sun saw seven dainty pink mouse babies. One 
of these, Boblets, is the hero of this story. 

The family grew rapidly. In a fortnight they were covered with a coat of soft fur and 
their newly opened eyes sparkled like beads. Now they were old enough to begin to eat 
the corn that had been stored up before the fodder was removed, and it was well they 
could; for a few days later nine little pink brothers and sisters appeared, to demand the 
attention of their mother. The older children, who were not yet half grown, were not 
now neglected and driven from home, but accidents are so frequent and the enemies of 
the bobtailed meadow mouse so numerous that they must either increase very rapidly 
or become extinct. So the two families of babies slept together in their nest. Now their 
mother did not need to spend all her time there in order to keep the little ones warm. 

Summer was rapidly approaching. Each day was a little warmer than the day before, and 
the farmers were beginning to plow. With this pleasant season came the first thrilling 
experience of young Boblets' life. It came suddenly and without warning, at a moment 
when the little family were enjoying a peaceful hour. 

Mrs. Mouse was lying in one corner of the nest, the babies were feeding, and the older 
ones playing about, when all at once a rumbling, tearing, dreadful noise was heard 
coming nearer and nearer. Instantly Mother Mouse bounded into the deep 
underground passage leading from the nest, and the babies, true to instinct or previous 
training −who shall say which? −clung fast to her and were saved. The older children 
were all turned out by the plow, and promptly killed by the plowboy. No, not all; for 
one, Boblets, more wise than his brothers, was the first to spring into the deep hole at 
the approach of danger. At the very bottom he had lain down, remaining perfectly 
quiet. And there he stayed, not a muscle of his sensitive little body quivering, till his 
mother went out to view the situation, and returned with the report that all was well. 
So it is every day among the wildlings. The one that hesitates or makes a mistake pays 
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forfeit with his life. This is why we find no stupid wildlings, and every one is a hero when 
we come to know him. 

A passageway was still open in the furrow, and the wise mother soon found a place of 
comparative safety under a fence rail, just outside the field. It was only about a quarter 
of a mile around the field, and the plowboy never stopped once; but when, on his next 
round, he reached the spot where the nest had been, Mother Mouse had carried her 
babies to a place of safety fully fifty yards away. This was the more easily accomplished 
because they clung to her teats, and so allowed her to drag them over the ground. 
Boblets was old enough to follow along behind. 

I mention this because the bobtailed meadow mouse is the only variety I know that 
carries its young in this way, and with these little creatures it is often absolutely 
necessary to move the whole family at once, without a moment's notice, in order to 
save their lives. 

In the nest of a common barn mouse I once found eight babies about three weeks old 
and seven not over three days old. Both parents were in the nest, so both knew that I 
had found them. I withdrew for about fifteen minutes, and waited to see what would 
happen. When I returned, not a mouse, old or young, was in sight. Only the squeaking of 
the disgruntled babies revealed the location of the new nest. Investigation showed that 
they had been carried about twenty feet, then down a sill about ten feet, and placed in 
a small but neatly made nest of corn silks, in a crib of corn. As these babies were carried 
one at a time, the old mouse taking them in her mouth as a cat does her kitten, it was a 
marvel to me that the transfer could be accomplished in so short a time. Even now I 
wonder if they did not have the nest ready made to use in case of emergency.  

But I have digressed from my story. As soon as the babies were placed safely under the 
rail, and Father Mouse had found them, he set to work to make a new home. He had 
lived longer than most mice, and had made no mistakes, but he made one now. His old 
home had been in soft ground, easy to dig, and he did not take into consideration the 
fact that it had been protected by the shock of corn fodder. So he dug a hole in the open 
ground, hollowed out a place for the nest, lined it with grass, and soon had his babies 
safely housed again. 

One night two weeks later a skunk who lived in a rock quarry not far away was out 
looking for his supper, and chanced to strike the trail leading to the new home. He 
followed it, and was soon digging into the nest. Only one entrance to it had been made 
as yet, so the mice were clearly caught. Their little hearts thumped in terror, and they 
began to dig as fast as they could, but it was of no use. 

Their home had been made in ground that was too soft for safety −it was as easily dug 
by their enemies as by themselves. Besides, there was now another family of babies, 
which the mother refused to leave. With a flourish the skunk was upon them, and then− 
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At that instant young Boblets, who, fortunately for him, had begun to dig in the right 
direction, jumped out past the side of the enemy. Guided by that same good spirit of 
the wildlings that had once bidden him lie still, he ran for his life, and escaped unhurt, 
but without father, or mother or friends−homeless and alone in the wide, cruel world. 

 
Though Boblets was not experienced, he was fully grown, and a fine specimen he 
was−large, burly, thickset, short-legged, and with a splendid coat of thick, soft, doveblue 
fur. His tail was short and stubby, his whiskers were grizzled, and his whole appearance 
was as fierce as that of a mouse could well be. He was not fat, as the family's store of 
food had been left behind when they fled from the cornfield; but this very leanness was 
to stand him in good stead in the days to come. A fat mouse can run neither so fast nor 
so far as a thin one. 

For several days Boblets wandered aimlessly about, having all sorts of narrow escapes 
from birds and beasts and creeping things. Once he heard a low soft rustling in the 
grass. He had never heard it before, but it spoke danger to him. Immediately he 
dropped flat, and lay as still as the stones themselves. The rustling came softly nearer, 
and presently a garter snake lifted its ugly head among the grasses not half a yard away, 
but Boblets never winked or trembled, and the snake moved off in another direction. 

On another occasion he was saved from making a meal for a mink only because he saw 
the creature an instant before it saw him. In a breath he made a dash for a near-by log, 
and entered a friendly opening in its side, large enough to admit him to safety, but too 
small for the mink to follow. 

One day when Boblets was out looking for something to eat, a hawk saw him. The great 
bird was all attention in a moment, and hung perfectly still only about thirty feet above 
his head, scanning every inch of the ground beneath for another glimpse. Finally he 
spied him, and descended straight and swift as an arrow. But Boblets saw, too, and by 
one supreme effort managed to spring into a clump of brush as the disappointed bird 
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closed his talons on a tuft of grass not an inch behind him. It was a close call, indeed, but 
Boblets had escaped! 

Every day Boblets was adding to his store of wisdom by new lessons in the school of 
experience. He was learning to stay much in the brush, and to keep well under cover 
when he did venture out. He had learned to drop in his tracks, no matter what he might 
be doing, whenever a shadow fell across his path. It might be a harmless bird, but it 
might be a hawk. Better to hide from a dozen robins than to let one butcherbird catch 
sight of him! 

About this time Boblets began to think about finding a mate and setting up a home of 
his own. One night he met a dear little maiden mouse, and immediately began to make 
love to her in mouse fashion. He ran up to her and began squeaking, rubbing his nose 
over hers, and in various other ways that would appeal to a mouse's heart, showed his 
liking for her. 

But alas! a burly bobtailed mouse of the previous summer came along just then, and the 
inevitable battle followed. Both exerted their utmost strength, pushing, fencing, biting, 
and scratching like little furies. Boblets was the more active, and though the other 
mouse had him down at every tussle, he managed to take care of himself fairly well. 
Still, it is doubtful how the fray would have ended had not the ominous shadow of a 
screech owl fallen across their battleground. Boblets saw it the instant it crossed their 
path, and as quickly decided what to do. One bound took him into the long grass, where 
he lay perfectly still. His antagonist was less shrewd, and saw nothing till the owl was 
carrying him away in his talons to give to his family at home. Boblets soon found his 
maiden, and though he would carry the scars of his wounds till death, they went into 
the brush together to establish a home. We shall follow them and see how they set 
about it. 

There were many excellent locations in the open ground, where the soil was soft and 
would dig easily, but Boblets had had one experience with such a place, and that was 
enough for a bright fellow like him. There was a field of growing corn, too, but he had 
been compelled to leave a cornfield once. So he went some distance from any other 
mouse homes, into the thickest brush he could find, and chose a clump of the largest 
bushes in the whole thicket under which to make his den. 

The digging went slowly, but by morning Boblets and his mate were down among the 
roots far enough so they felt safe to rest till evening. The next night they dug again, and 
so it went for a week. One night a skunk smelled them and tried to dig them out, but he 
had gone only a few inches before the roots stopped him. This led Boblets to dig deeper 
and better. First the passage ran nearly straight, but toward the middle of the clump it 
slanted downward, till it was fully a foot below the surface. Below this a sort of chamber 
was hollowed out, and enough grass and leaves to fill a half bushel measure were 
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arranged into a nest. This was lined with down, horsehair, feathers, and such other 
choice bits of softness as could be found in the brush. When it was finished it was as 
warm and snug as a feather bed. 

After the first babies came, Boblets worked alone, opening passages in various 
directions, till at last seven covered hallways, or subways, led to the nest. He did not 
intend to keep his family where they could be trapped. Still he did not feel quite secure, 
so he dug another tunnel almost straight down for nearly three feet. Surely no fox 
would dig that deep for him. 

 
The next work demanding attention was the building of roads, and by that time the 
mouse children were old enough to help. Had it not been so, Boblets would never have 
been ready for winter when it came. 

To make the roads the mice would carefully nibble the grass off level with the top of the 
ground, in a track about an inch wide, and then raise the grass up just enough so it 
would not touch them when they ran under it. The path was then traveled till it was 
perfectly smooth. These roads were built only on level, well-protected ground. If it was 
too rough anywhere, the road either ran around the obstruction or tunneled through it. 
Three long main highways were made first, one running for a full hundred yards among 
the thickest hazel brush, one about seventy-five yards long to the nearest jack oak tree, 
and the third leading to a thorn apple tree fully two hundred yards away. From these 
were branch roads running in various directions and connecting with those of the 
neighbors on all sides. 

By the time the nuts were ripe and the work of harvesting began, there were safe, well-
beaten roads running everywhere. The industry of these little dwellers in our fields can 
be fully understood only by those who have followed and carefully worked out their 
systems of roads. The immense amount of work represented by such a network of 
highways and byways as that made by Boblets and his family could never be 
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accomplished, were it not that the young mice, who are born too late in the season to 
establish homes of their own, stay with their parents and assist them. One who has seen 
a mouse pass unobserved under the very eye of a hawk, or has tried to catch one as he 
dashed down some tiny lane to escape danger, is best prepared to appreciate the value 
of these highways to their makers. Get a bobtailed mouse out of his regular beaten way, 
and he is so hindered by his short legs that he is easily caught; but let him once set foot 
upon one of his own royal highways, and he is safe. If a mouse den is fortunate enough 
to remain undisturbed for three or four years, these roads become so numerous and so 
complicated with short cuts and crossroads that it is next to impossible to trace them 
out. 

By the middle of September the real work of storing up the winter's supplies began in 
earnest. As I did not see this work done, I can only describe the results as I found them 
in November, when I was out digging for nuts and chanced to unearth the home of 
Boblets. Yes, I was gathering hazelnuts with a mattock and spade, queer as that may 
seem to you. 

Having followed up a mouse run or two for some distance, and finding good evidence 
that there was a den under the large clump of hazel brush, where, it developed, Boblets 
had made his home, I prepared carefully to dig into it. There was no dirt piled about the 
clump of brush to indicate anything unusual. Sometimes there is loose earth at such 
places, but in this case there was none−another evidence of the shrewdness of our 
small hero. 

The brush was old and tough, and Boblets had done his work well. After half an hour's 
digging I was about to give up, thinking perhaps I had been mistaken after all. The 
tunnel I was trying to unearth wound up and down among the roots and was difficult to 
follow. No coyote could possibly have dug out this mouse family. Just as I said to my 
brother, "Let's quit and go somewhere else," I happened to lift a shovelful of earth at 
the side of the brush, and thereby disclosed a pocket filled with thorn apples. This was 
not very far under the ground. It had been placed at just this depth in order that the 
apples might freeze when the first really cold days came, and yet prevent their thawing 
and freezing again with every change in the weather in early fall. This pocket was an 
oval, oven-shaped cell, smoothed at the sides and arched above with a skill equaling 
that of the best mason who ever wielded a trowel. It held perhaps a gallon and a half of 
ripe, red thorn apples, so snugly packed in that they could with difficulty be removed 
with the fingers. As I was not after thorn apples, however, I did not disturb them. 

Leaving this cell, I followed a new tunnel, which ran considerably deeper and ended in 
an oval-shaped pocket holding about a peck of jack oak acorns as clean and bright as if 
they had been sorted and washed. These also I left, and followed still another tunnel, 
which ran downward at a sharp angle for a little distance and opened into a rather long-
shaped pocket. This cell had a drain, so that no water could possibly stand in it. 
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Here was a treasure trove indeed−the royal storehouse, filled to the brim with beautiful 
brown hazelnuts, a whole bushel and a half of them! They were packed in so tightly that 
they left dents in the wall when they were taken out. I did not find the room where the 
shells were to be stored when the nuts were eaten; but such a room is always prepared, 
for bobtailed meadow mice are not slack housekeepers by any means, and often it is so 
snowy that they cannot carry the shells out of their den after they have eaten the nuts. 
Besides, every mouse who makes any pretense to wisdom knows that a pile of nutshells 
says as plainly as words, not only to men but to chipmunks, that there are nuts near by. 
It is a silly mouse indeed who scatters his empty shells about his door. 

After the nuts had been taken, Boblets came back, apparently to defend his castle. He 
was caught; and seeing he was so grizzled and scarred, we took him home and placed 
him in a large box of corncobs in the barn. Now had he been any other sort of mouse he 
would have gnawed his way out before the day was over; as it was, he stayed where he 
was put. He made a nest of corn silks in one corner of the box and lived there all winter. 
We fed him corn and hazelnuts, and instead of leaving the remains of his meal wherever 
he happened to eat, he piled them all up neatly in the corner farthest from his nest. 

Boblets grew fat in captivity. He also grew morose, and even fierce. If taken out of his 
box, he showed no fear, but always tried to fight. He would chase me, snarling, all over 
the barn floor, and would bite if he could get near enough. I have known wild mice of 
this variety to make similar exhibitions of temper, and have even known them to try to 
drive cows and horses from the region of their dens. 

One spring morning I stopped as usual on my way to school to see Boblets (three 
neighbor boys were keeping him then), and at their suggestion he was put into a mitten 
and taken to school. In the schoolyard he was liberated, and a crowd of eager boys and 
girls flocked around. He started toward the girls, and of course soon drove them into the 
schoolhouse. One of the boys caught him, and turned him loose in the schoolroom; and 
presto! he had it clear of girls in short order. Then the teacher interfered, and Boblets 
was taken outdoors again. 

When school called, he was placed in a mitten and hidden in a desk. Temptation was 
strong−and at recess he was again liberated. This time he showed such disposition to 
fight and bite that even the smaller boys were afraid of him. Finally he made a dash for 
liberty, and ran out and hid under some rails. Of course these were moved, and he was 
recaptured. Soon he was receiving such rough usage that we boys wished we had left 
him at home. We did our best to protect him, but some of the boys were so frightened 
that they tried to hit him with sticks or stones whenever he ran toward them. In spite of 
our efforts in his behalf, one boy finally hit him with a heavy club, and literally smashed 
the poor old hero, and we were left to lament the folly of taking a pet mouse to school. 



Elo the Eagle 

www.temkit.com    69 

A life had gone out. Only the life of a little harmless denizen of the field, who, had his lot 
been cast under more favorable circumstances, might have lived to enjoy during many 
happy years the fruits of his toil and skill. Common mice, which are so filthy that but few 
animals will eat them, can hold their own, even against the hand of man; but these, the 
clean and almost harmless members of a hated tribe, seem doomed to extermination. 
There is not a skunk, squirrel, mink, mole, or bird of prey that does not regard them as 
lawful spoil. Wolves and foxes hunt them to the ground, and even the farmer's well-fed 
dog thinks them a dainty morsel. Not long ago I walked several miles and hunted closely 
to find one small den where only a few years ago the ground was covered with a 
network of their roads. No one misses or regrets them, but I cannot help feeling as I 
walk through the fields that a familiar friend has gone, never to return. 

 

The Screech Owl 
(Megascops asio) 

The screech owl is perhaps the most widely distributed of all American owls. At any rate, 
it is more numerous than any other. There are either several species or a wide range in 
color and size in the same species. Some authorities prefer to class them all together; 
others divide them into as many as twenty varieties. 

Screech owls are from eight to ten inches long from the tip of the tail to the point, of the 
bill, measuring along the back. They are rather heavy set, have a somewhat short, sharp 
beak, and sharply pointed tufts of feathers, or ears on the head. In color they vary from 
a decided reddish brown to a soft gray. There seems to be some ground for thinking 
that the males are brown and the females gray, but this is not always the case. It is 
possible that the same bird may change color when he molts, but there appears to be 
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no fixed rule about the matter. It may be that he changes color to harmonize with his 
haunts. 

Screech owls nest in hollow trees or in snags, laying from five to seven eggs in April or 
May. They feed on bugs, worms, night-flying moths, and mice. They also eat small birds 
to some extent, being especially fond of English sparrows, and have a great liking for 
fish, even fishing in the winter. 

Screech owls are harmless birds and are of more real value to the farmer than almost 
any other bird, the quail and the bluebird excepted, without doing him any harm 
whatever. They are found in varying numbers in all parts of the United States, though 
they are rare in the extreme southern part. 

CHAPTER EIGHT 

Father Screech Owl and His Family 
At the foot of a high, rocky hill about a mile from home stood an old hollow linden snag 
at whose roots flowed a little brook. The clear waters of this rill dashing over its pebbly 
bed made soft, sweet music, which, mingling with the low silvery gurgle of the stream as 
it poured over a rock into the creek, was delightfully suggestive of quiet and rest. 
Beyond the creek stretched a bluegrass pasture, with peacefully grazing cattle. 

On either side of this brooklet rose wooded hills so completely covered with anemones 
and Dutchman's-breeches, so matted with ferns and May apples, that the ragged rocks 
could scarcely be seen. Beneath was a velvety carpet of green moss, and overhead the 
moving, living roof of leaves shut out all but a few persistent sunbeams. The creek 
wound in and out around the foot of the hill, its bank dotted here and there with little 
mounds of blue clay, which some bachelor crawfish had taken from his well-like house. 
Under almost every stone in its waters dwelt some mother crawfish with her family, 
whom she carefully carried under her finlike tail whenever she found it necessary to 
move. Sunfish and chubs played in the sunny shallows or slept in the shady deep under 
some tree. The snag was dry and solid, and one would have had to look far to find a 
more satisfactory place for an owl's nest. Here was hatched a member of this interesting 
family whom I will call Father Screech Owl, for I afterward knew him as such. 

As he with his brothers and sisters became old enough to look out on the wide world, 
their surroundings made an indelible impression on his mind. Like most children, he 
thought the place where he lived the most beautiful in the world. The young squirrels 
playing among the trees, the bobtailed mice in the pasture, the abundance of worms 
and grasshoppers−all appealed to him strongly. Best of all were the fish, so abundant, so 
easy to get, and so dear to the stomach of every owl. No doubt he thought his 
surroundings ideal for a home. At any rate, when he was grown he chose a similar snag 
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on the bank of a similar creek about a quarter of a mile from my home, to set up 
housekeeping. But I am getting ahead of my story. 

Young animals have three ways of gaining the knowledge that is so necessary to the 
preservation of their lives in the battle that each must carry on against the rest of the 
world for existence−instinct, the example of their parents, and their own experience. In 
young birds the first of these is the most important, yet in the youngest there is a great 
difference in shrewdness and ability. Two birds from one brood often differ as widely as 
two children in the same family. Because one bird is bright, it does not follow that all the 
members of the family will be equally so. Thus it was that when a certain barefooted 
boy came wading along the creek, watching the crawfish mothers gather up their young 
after being forced to release them, and happening to notice the old hollow snag, 
climbed it, and reached his hand into the hole to see what it contained, our young owl 
hero promptly fell over on his back and fastened his talons in the boy's hand. In some 
haste he jerked it out, whereupon the owl came too. 

Every grown owl knows the trick of dropping on his back and presenting his claws to any 
enemy he must fight, but this baby had certainly never seen anything of this sort done. 
His brothers and sisters made no effort to defend themselves; they would learn the art 
later. There are precocious birds and animals as well as children, and with the wildlings 
such individuals develop into leaders if all goes well. 

Here was a new story for the boy to learn, so after the owl and his brothers and sisters 
had each received due attention, they were carefully replaced in their home, and left to 
grow up as if nothing had happened. The boy had learned a lesson about putting his 
hand where it did not belong, and the owl had learned to use his claws. This explains 
why it was that a pilfering gray squirrel entering the same hole a few days later, 
expecting to steal a dinner, suddenly remembered that he was a vegetarian, and left in 
undignified haste, not even pausing to say good-by. Neither was it difficult to account 
for his blindness when I caught him in his own hollow tree not long afterward. Young 
Mr. Screech Owl had added another item to his notebook of experience, and in the 
future would feel quite safe to live in a hollow tree that had been the home of a fox 
squirrel. 

In a few days the young owl was old enough to come out of his home nest and sit on a 
limb close by. Now another lesson must be learned−a very simple lesson, and one that 
every screech owl who makes any pretense of wisdom must know; for his peace and 
often his life depends upon the knowledge. It was to find a limb as nearly his own color 
as possible, and then sit perfectly quiet on it, unless absolutely certain that he was 
discovered. 

Mr. Screech Owl obtained his working knowledge of the principle of this lesson on this 
wise: One of the first days out of the nest a blue jay came very near. He sat bolt upright 
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for a time−simply a knot on the limb−and all went well. The blue jay hopped about him, 
seeing nothing out of the ordinary in spite of his keen eyes. Finally he hopped around 
behind Mr. Screech Owl, who allowed his desire to see what was going on to get the 
better of his discretion, and turned his head. No move, however slight, escapes the eye 
of a blue jay, so immediately he set up the cry of "Thief! thief!" All the birds in the 
neighborhood heard, and came to help punish the young owl, who had a sorry time of 
it. When finally he escaped, wounded and bleeding, he was wiser by another lesson well 
learned. 

 
 Large owls never learn this trick, and many a luckless member of the tribe has sacrificed 
his life to an inordinate desire to see what was going on, but it is a very inexperienced 
screech owl who does not know better than to gratify his native curiosity by the 
slightest move. 

This is the greatest lesson of the woods. The lights and shadows fall in such various ways 
and the denizens of the forest have been so clothed that it is next to impossible to 
distinguish them from the objects about them unless they move. The whippoorwill sits 
on the side of a log, looking so like a knot that he will deceive even the eyes of the elect 
in woodcraft. Twice have I placed my hand on these birds before seeing them. 

No one is more aware of this protective coloring and resemblance than the wildlings 
themselves. Squirrels are usually seen because they persist in moving as the observer 
moves. A successful wild turkey hunter sits down by the side of a large tree and calls 
with his quill, making no attempt to move, even when the turkey stands directly facing 
him. In point of fact, he is more likely to be seen, and so miss getting his game if the 
turkey is on the opposite of the tree. 
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An evening or two later Mr. Screech Owl saw his father mother act in what seemed to 
him a very strange manner. They were standing in the edge of the creek, fluttering their 
wings and splashing the water into spray about them. He looked on a little while, 
wondered, stepped in, copied their action−and learned to bathe. Owls bathe at night or 
after sunset; this is why so few people ever see them. Yet they always bathe, even in the 
coldest weather. In the winter they find a hole in the ice and take a cool spray as 
regularly as in the summer. 

 
Another thing Mr. Screech Owl learned about this time was to catch fish. In all 
probability he would never have learned the joy−to an owl−of this sport had not his par-
ents lived on the creek bank and understood the art. He would sit on a stone or a log in 
the edge of the water till a fish came near enough and then pounce on it, sometimes 
diving completely under water. Many owls never learn to catch fish, though they are 
very fond of them. 

Another important thing for our young owl to learn was to fly noiselessly, and in such a 
direction that his shadow would fall behind him. It is very still of a night, and he must go 
in and out among the thickest trees and cross the broadest meadows so softly that not a 
bird or a mouse can hear him; for there is not a mouse in the field that does not know 
the meaning of the sound of wings or of a sudden shadow falling across his path. So the 
owl flits silently over the meadows, keeping a keen eye on every well-worn road and 
woe betide the luckless mouse that happens to be traveling that way! If the moon 
shines bright, the owl seldom hunts much, and if he does he hunts "up moon" as 
diligently as a wolf hunts "up the wind." 
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An owl often goes hungry until he learns the lesson of noiseless flight, but when he does 
acquire it, many dark tragedies which never find their way into the newspapers are 
enacted in our fields. During the summer nights the screech owl lives mostly on night-
flying beetles and moths, catching them on the wing; but when these become scarce, he 
makes war on birds, mice, and even bats, though it is doubtful if he ever eats bats till 
forced to do so by hunger. The screech owl devours a great many cutworms in the early 
summer, being about the only bird that does eat this pest, which lies buried in the 
ground during the day, coming to the surface only at night. Screech owls seem to prefer 
English sparrows to any other kind of bird. 

I once heard of a screech owl that flew into a poultry yard one bitterly cold day in 
winter, and fastening his talons in the back of a large hen, tried to carry her off. He was 
caught before he could get his talons loose, and when examined, was found to be 
scarcely more than a bunch of feathers. The poor fellow had been so reduced by hunger 
that he had grown desperate. 

By August our owl had acquired considerable experience in the way of the wood world. 
He had a new suit of reddish-brown clothes, and thought that he was old enough to set 
up housekeeping on his own account. Every night he flew far and wide, sounding the 
love song of his race -"Blala-la-la-la!" First in one tree, then in another, he would sit, 
calling, calling, calling, in tones so mournful and disconsolate that all the farmers in the 
neighborhood thought he was announcing that there would be frost in six weeks. 

I do not know when or how he found her, but I do know that Mr. Screech Owl won just 
the sweetest, fluffiest little mate imaginable, and brought her to live in an old hollow 
snag that stood on the bank of a small creek only about two hundred yards from where 
Joe, the blue jay, was born. Here the pair lived happily for two or three years, and there 
they might have stayed longer, but for one bitterly cold winter. For a night or two 
before the great storm the spirit of the wildlings had warned them that severe weather 
was coming, so they stored a good supply of mice in their hollow tree. Ordinarily it 
would have been sufficient to last them till hunting weather came again. But this was no 
common storm; the snow sifted down for days, while the howling winds piled the 
mountainlike drifts higher and higher. In their hollow tree the owls heard, and sat a little 
closer together. Occasionally the storm would abate for a day, but during the night it 
howled as wildly as ever. For fully two weeks it was impossible to stir from the tree lest 
they perish in the storm. 

The supply of food was soon gone; then came famine. Now the owls must hunt every 
night, fair or foul, but the field mice, hitherto so abundant, either were dead or were 
staying in their underground dens, where they had stored enough food to last them for 
months; the quails were safely buried in some snowbank or hidden under some 
protecting brush heap; the winter kings and snowbirds had taken refuge under the 
cattlesheds or in the evergreen trees that stood in the very dooryards of neighboring 
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farmhouses; and the English sparrows had gone to the cities, where they could quarrel 
on the streets all day long, and creep into sheltered, snug corners of buildings at night. 
But Mr. Screech Owl had been born in the woods, far from human habitations, and he 
did not like to visit them. At last, however, he was forced to yield his prejudices to 
hunger. Then he and his mate came to our cattle shed every few nights, I know, for they 
always left proof of their visits in the feathers and blood scattered on the snow. Don't 
shudder; that is no more than men do every day and think nothing of it. And men are 
not driven to it by hunger. 

It happened one morning that Mrs. Screech Owl was overtaken by daylight while still at 
the shed. This was a serious situation. Daylight is blinding enough in the summer; in the 
winter, when everything is covered with snow, it is unbearable. About a hundred yards 
from the house stood a hollow tree, where a red-headed woodpecker had made his 
home for several years, and where, later, a fox squirrel, taking unlawful possession, had 
reared a family. 

Mrs. Screech Owl realized that she must do something, so just as we were coming into 
the shed to milk, she flew out. She could not see to go home; to sit in a bare tree all day 
meant to freeze. In her dazed, bewildered state, she happened to fly close to this hollow 
tree, saw the opening, and entered it as the only thing to do. 

The nest suited her exactly, and she immediately made up her mind that Mr. Owl and 
herself had better move there at once, for their old home in the snag was getting leaky. 
But Mr. Screech Owl developed an unexpected obstinacy, and flatly refused. The place 
was entirely too near the house. Ever since the discovery of America, had it not been a 
maxim among owls, "Beware of white men"? (Red men can be trusted; they never kill 
owls except to eat, and that only in a pinch.) Thus came about the first quarrel in the 
little family. Mr. Screech Owl stayed in their old home, and positively refused to move; 
Mrs. Screech Owl lived in the new, and would not return. Who knows how the dis-
agreement might have ended had I not taken a hand in the matter. 

One afternoon I went to the snag, caught Mr. Screech, brought him up to the house, 
and took him into the kitchen. After playing with him for a while I turned him loose. In a 
day or two brother caught him and brought him up again; and so having learned where 
to find him, every day or two for some time we would bring him to the house till he 
either learned that we would not hurt him or decided that his own home was unsafe. 
Eventually he and his mate compromised by taking up their abode in the barn, and there 
they stayed most of the time till spring. They would sit on the sills during the day and at 
night would catch the mice in the haymow or the cornbin.  

I had a number of pigeons who lived in boxes in the same barn, and though I often 
found an owl in one end of a box and a pigeon crowded up at the other, I never knew 
the owls to eat one. When I appeared, the pigeon would fuss up and utter a short note, 
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and the owl would crowd into the other end of the box and snap his bill very savagely. 
But nothing ever came of it unless I caught him. Then he would scratch like a little fury. 

As soon as the coldest weather was over, and the first breath of spring was felt in the 
air−long before the pigeons had hatched their first brood−the owls left the barn and 
moved into the hollow tree in the yard, greatly to the disgust of the fox squirrel, who 
had cherished designs on that tree herself. So Mrs. Screech had her way at last. 

 
With the rush of spring work and the return of numerous other friends of long and loved 
acquaintance, I forgot or neglected the owls. One Sabbath afternoon as I was taking my 
usual stroll, I passed the hollow tree, and hit it with a club. Mrs. Owl flew out, and Mr. 
Screech, who was sleeping on a large brown lichen just above the nest, was so startled 
that he nervously lifted his wings just a little, and I saw him. This was the second and last 
time that I ever knew him to make the mistake of moving. I hit the side of the tree again. 
He might have been made of stone for all the attention he paid to it. But the silly little 
creatures inside made a noise, and of course I climbed up and reached in. The whole 
tree seemed full of owls, but none of them knew enough to scratch. I took them out and 
set them on a log six of them−the prettiest fluffy, soft, gray owl babies I have ever seen, 
and almost as large as their mother. 

Poor Mrs. Owl! She flew frantically back and forth, and even ventured to strike me in 
the back a few times. Father Owl flitted about rather nervously at first, but soon settled 
down on his lichen in peace. Whether he manifested the indifference because he cared 
less for his babies than she or because he remembered that he had been caught several 
times and not hurt, I cannot tell. 

I fed the young owls all the grasshoppers they could eat, played with them for a while, 
and then put them back in the nest. After that I visited them and played with them 
often. At such times Father Screech Owl would sit bolt upright and never so much as 
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wink, and even Mother Owl soon ceased to try to fight. As work grew heavier, my visits 
were less frequent, and when at last I called one Sabbath, the tree was empty. I 
searched in the leafiest trees near, and as I found nothing I supposed my friends were 
gone and had forgotten me. Really, it looked as if they might have forsaken their home 
to avoid meeting me! So we often misjudge our friends. When we do not understand 
the reason behind their action, how readily we ascribe to them a motive of our own. 

At that time I was sleeping upstairs by an open window. Near the house grew a large 
cherry tree, whose branches reached so close that in the early summer I could pick the 
ripe fruit from the window. One night in August I was awakened by a soft, pathetic "Bla-
la-la-la-la-la!" I listened, and soon it came again. Going over to the window, I looked out, 
and there was the whole screech owl family as near to the screen as they could get. 
They did not stir even when I moved closer to them. One would utter a pathetic little 
"Bla-la-la-la-la," and then the others would draw their feet up closer in their feathers 
and say, "Ou-u-u-u-u-u!" It was wonderfully sweet, yet with a plaintive note of pathos 
and loneliness in it. In my mind's ear I can hear it yet, and the memory always has a 
suggestion of dreamy rest, because the family came night after night and sat there for 
hours, wailing while I slept. 

In September I went away to school, and have never seen anything of my owls since. At 
my last visit to the old home I looked for each tree that I had once known as the home 
of the screech owl, but found nothing except three decayed stumps. The hills near Mr. 
Screech's birthplace, that were once so beautiful, now have only a straggling tree here 
and there. The flowers that were once so abundant have disappeared; the moss and 
ferns are no more. The little creek, once so full of life and beauty, is now dry and de-
serted, even by the crawfish that used to dig their diminutive wells by its side. The 
rivulet has hushed its song. So does nature sympathize with the destruction of her 
children. The trees are gone, the wild birds and flowers have gone, the rains that made 
the remaining acres productive are going and all for the paltry price of wood at three 
dollars a cord! 

The Jay 
The jay belongs to the natural order of birds called Corvidae. This family consists of the 
crows proper, the jays, and the magpies. There are about one hundred and eighty 
varieties in the order, scattered all over the world, with the exception of New Zealand. 

The jays proper belong to the genus Garrulus, or talkers. They are all noisy, inquisitive 
birds, and so are usually to be found near the homes of man, though they are also met 
in the recesses of the densest forests. They are all highly colored birds, the European 
jay, with his reddish-brown back and azure wings, being one of the most beautiful. All 
our American jays are more or less blue in color, though the blue jay of the eastern and 
central sections of the United States is the most highly colored. In the books he is known 
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as Cyanocitta cristata. He is about the size of a wild pigeon, has a long barred tail and a 
beautiful crest, or topknot. Joe belonged to this variety, which is found from the Atlantic 
to the Pacific, and from southern Canada to northern Mississippi. 

Jays have stomachs, not crops, so they live on a diet less vegetable than that of many 
birds. The European jays are more predatory than our American species. They are even 
said to slay and eat full-grown birds. 

There are perhaps no other birds of our forests that are so wide-awake to all that is 
going on. For this reason the jay has become a sort of sentinel, and all birds and beasts 
take warning when they hear his danger cry. 

CHAPTER NINE 

Joe the Blue Jay 
In a grove that ran up close to our old home in southeastern Iowa was a crab apple 
thicket around the edges of which grew a tangle of blackberry bushes and ferns. Here 
and there a blue violet lifted its head, and bluebells, claytonias, Dutchman's-breeches, 
anemones, in fact, wild flowers of every description simply ran riot. The whole grove 
contained only five acres, yet within its borders grew, with few exceptions, specimens of 
all the trees and flowers native to this part of the State. It was seldom pastured. The 
birds and squirrels were protected, and even the minnows in the little brook that ran 
through it were undisturbed. 

Here my sister and I used to play day after day all summer long. On the bank of the 
brook, only a few yards from the crab apple thicket, was a wild-grape arbor, formed by 
grape-vines tangling over a number of small elm trees. The sun's rays could not 
penetrate the natural roof thus formed, and even the rain was as effectively turned as 
by shingles. From it the vines hung in long, graceful loops, making the finest swings 
imaginable. Just at the door of this delightful playhouse grew a small elm sapling, which 
we could easily bend over. This was our fiery steed, all saddled and bridled, and how he 
could go! No real horse in the real stable beyond could compare with him. 

The blue-grass carpet was as clean as a floor, and nature had planted flowerbeds all 
around the house. The place was beautiful at all times. Wild grapes, black haws, thorn 
apples, nuts, and acorns formed treasures innumerable in autumn, and goldenrod and 
blue asters made decorations fit for a king. In summer there were wild plums, goose-
berries, and blackberries, with lady's-slippers and nigger heads for decorations. Earlier 
came the wild strawberries, raspberries, and flowers of every variety. But the most de-
lightful time of the whole year was when the crab apple thicket was one cloud of rosy 
pink, filling all the air with its delicate, delicious fragrance. Talk about hot-house 
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beauties, there is more genuine enjoyment to be had from one whiff of this wildwood 
fragrance than from all the petted beauties in the land. 

Whether they were attracted by this fragrant beauty, or whether they chose the spot 
for some other reason, I do not know; but one spring morning two blue jays began 
building a nest in the thickest of these crab apple trees. For some days Mr. Blue Jay had 
been singing to his mate from the top of the old white, quaking aspen tree−that low, 
sweet song which no other bird can rival, and which so few ears ever hear, save those 
for which it is intended. 

Now all this was forgotten, and both were carrying hedge limbs and twigs with all haste. 
Just why these birds always choose twigs having so many thorns I could never tell, but it 
is certain that they always do. Neither could I ever discover the rule by which Mrs. Blue 
Jay decides which of her husband's hard-brought sticks to weave into her nest and 
which scornfully to discard. But the ground under the nest is always littered with them, 
good, bad, and indifferent, and he is always good-natured about it, appearing to think 
that she should have her own sweet will. He will patiently bring stick after stick, only to 
see them all thrown aside as soon as Madame Blue Jay can get hold of them. Instead of 
losing his temper, he flies off for another without so much as a note of complaint. Yet if 
her back is turned, he does not hesitate to pick up some of the rejected twigs and carry 
them to the nest again. Often, too, they are woven into it without a shadow of com-
plaint.  

Blue jays are noted brawlers but their quarrels are always with their neighbors. So far as 
I have observed, family fusses are unknown among them. 

In a few days the nest was completed, and in due time seven brownish-gray spotted 
eggs were deposited therein. Now the mother bird spent most of her time on the nest, 
while her saucy mate was having his last few days of fun for the season. From the top of 
a near-by willow he would keep all the birds of the neighborhood in a continual state of 
excitement. First he would give the distress call of one bird, then the love note of 
another. Then he would utter his own danger cry, and frighten poor bunny (bunny slept 
under a large gooseberry bush near by, on purpose so she could be warned of danger) 
till her life was a burden to her. Then, seeing a staid old woodpecker looking for worms, 
he would shout, in derision, "Hit-im-a-lick! Hit-im-a-lick! Hit-im-a-lick! Jay-jay-jay! Meau-
meau-meau!" This last was intended for a catbird, whose nest was in a thorn bush only 
a few yards from his own, and with whom he was continually at war. The catbird would 
accuse the blue jay of having evil designs on his nest of eggs, and Mr. Blue Jay, like any 
other thief, resented the accusation as a slur on his good name. Next he would fly to the 
nest of an old red squirrel and threaten all sorts of penalties if she did not stop her 
pilfering ways, even venturing to peck and pull her bushy tail. Then, flying again to the 
topmost twig of his aspen tree, he would shout defiance at some traveler passing along 
the road. 
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One day Mrs. Blue Jay called her husband and proudly showed him five wee, fuzzy bird 
babies. There was certainly nothing very attractive about the little, half-naked creatures 
which seemed all mouth, and that always open, but to the delighted parents these 
youngsters were the most beautiful babies in the world.  

Now all was work for Mr. Blue Jay, and I imagine the other birds in the neighborhood 
drew a long sigh of relief. One parent usually stayed near the nest while the other was 
out hunting for worms and bugs. If a stranger came too near, both birds would quickly 
fly from the nest, keeping well concealed among the branches till they came to the edge 
of the thicket, near an old nest, which they had occupied the year before. Then they 
would utter loud cries of distress and act so wildly frightened that it was really amusing. 
We humored the joke, and they never imagined that their little ruse was so plainly 
understood. 

 
The young birds grew rapidly and were soon nearly as large as their parents. Finally they 
ventured out of the nest and into the trees. Then all day long the young birds could be 
heard coaxing for food, and every little while would sound a contented chuckle as the 
old birds furnished them with a worm, only to be followed again by the incessant 
begging for more. Young jays are the most hungry little creatures I know. 

But alas, even at this late day a calamity overtook the family. How it happened I do not 
know, but all but two of them met their fate, and these were too young and inex-
perienced to care for themselves. When we finally learned their plight, sister and I took 
the half-famished little things home. We named them Joe and Mandy, and did the best 
we could for them, but in a day or two Mandy died. I think she was my bird, and Joe was 
sister's, but a tube of white paint made the matter of ownership satisfactory to both of 
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us. It was always so. I could get the flowers, the garden, and the pets by judiciously 
bartering a few tubes of paint and allowing sister to wear the flowers. 

For several days after his capture Joe was rather shy. He would keep out of reach if he 
could till forced by hunger to make terms, for one of the maxims he had been taught by 
his worldly wise father and mother was: "Men are never to be trusted." However, as all 
his food and water came from us, he soon made up his mind that they had been 
mistaken. 

 
At the corner of the summer kitchen, near the door, stood a post, to which was fastened 
the dinner bell. I used to set Joe on the top of this post under the bell, and he soon 
learned to like the place. All his life he took refuge there when it rained and slept there 
every night. He never liked to have us ring the bell, and at first he would fly angrily back 
and forth and squall and scold every time one pulled the rope. In due time, however, he 
seemed to understand that these little exhibitions were of no use, so he stopped them. 
It was a rule of his life never to make a fuss about anything that he knew he could not 
remedy. 

We fed Joe mainly on Dutch cheese and hard-boiled eggs, though he also had bread, 
milk, potatoes, and, in fact, anything that we had. He would beg for food as if he were 
half starved and eat till his stomach was gorged to its limit, and then still eat till his 
throat and mouth were both full, and try to beg for more. I used to fear that he would 
die of gout, or some other gluttonous disease, but as he grew older he became more 
temperate in his habits and confined himself to a reasonable meal. 

Still Joe always had one great weakness, and that was for butter. To his taste there was 
nothing in all the world half so good, and he never could understand why he could not 
have all this dainty that his heart desired. If there happened to be a dish of butter on the 
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table he would act very innocent and unconcerned, hardly glancing toward it, till he was 
sure no one was looking or was near enough to catch him, and that a window or door 
was open. Then he would make a dive for it, eating as fast as he could. When discovered 
he would fly away with all he could carry in his mouth and both feet. At such times he 
stayed away for a long time, evidently thinking, as small boys in disgrace have been 
known to reason, that if he was gone long enough his offense would be forgotten or 
overlooked. When finally he did come back, he was always in royal good humor, and oh, 
so friendly and affectionate! 

He was forever hanging about the door, begging to get into the house, but as he was 
quite a nuisance he was not allowed the freedom of the place at all times. Often he 
would wait about till mother started to go in search of something, and while the door 
was open would dart in if he could. Sometimes after a number of fruitless attempts to 
get in, he would fly to the top of the old willow tree and pout. At other times he would 
come to the field to tell me his troubles. After scolding and worrying for a while, he 
would perch on a hame on one of the horses and ride. More often he would sit on the 
beam of the plow, where he could ride and jabber and at the same time see every bug 
or worm that was turned out. He was never too busy to hop down and catch any that he 
thought would be good to eat. 

Joe was not the kind of bird that is satisfied to spend all his time at play while others are 
at work. Far from it. He used to help pare apples and potatoes. As surely as sister took a 
pan of apples to the shady back porch and began to pare them, Joe would come at full 
speed and begin carrying the parings, one by one, to the garbage barrel. He asked no 
questions and never stopped at this stage of the proceedings to indulge in jabbering, 
but simply rushed from the pan to the barrel as fast as his wings would carry him, till he 
had caught up. If for any reason he had been late in finding out what was going on, it 
took a great deal of patience, but he never stopped till the last scrap was disposed of 
and he had announced his triumph with a victorious scream. Then he would seat himself 
on the edge of the pan in sister's lap, catch each paring as it slipped away under her 
skillful knife, and pull and scold until it was loosened, when he would take it to the 
barrel and hurry back again. When the paring was done he always wanted a hand−or 
rather, a claw−in the coring. His part was to pick out all the seeds and scatter them over 
the yard. A worm was a signal for a regular explosion of cries, and the poor thing was 
promptly carried off and pounded beyond recognition. 

Joe was very cleanly in his habits, but entirely too fond of experiments. He took a bath 
at least once every day, often two or three times, and for a long time if he found 
anything with water in it he could scarcely resist the temptation of trying it for a 
bathtub. He would splash and flutter till he looked like a drowned chicken and then fly 
up on some post or fence to dry and plume his feathers in the sun. 
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One day this desire for original investigation led Joe into trouble. There was a large 
trough near the henhouse which was always kept full of bonnyclabber for the chickens. 
Joe found it and wondered what it all meant. Here was more milk than he had ever seen 
before! He hopped on one side of the trough and stepped around to examine; then he 
took a sip of the milk. It was sour and evidently did not taste to suit him. He tried again 
but it was no better. Then a happy thought struck him−it must be the chickens' bathtub! 
No sooner thought than done−he would jump in and try it. My, it was jolly, and how he 
did splash! The bonnyclabber splashed ever so much better than water, and how it did 
spatter things up! Joe enjoyed it immensely until by and by something seemed to be 
sticking his eyes shut. He tried to scratch them open with his toes, rubbed his head 
against the side of the trough, hopped up on its edge and tried to shake himself dry. But 
none of his efforts seemed to have the desired effect. He hopped to the ground and 
tried again, with no better results. Then he tried to fly, but for some reason his 
wings−what was the matter with his wings? 

Clearly, something was wrong; so Joe started for the house, calling loudly for help at 
every hop. Here was an old hen's opportunity. She had never liked Joe and had been 
watching his performances in the trough with evident disapproval. Now he was plainly 
in her power, and she was determined to put him out of the way. Before I could get 
down from my perch on the woodpile and run to his rescue, Joe had a skinned head and 
was otherwise the worst for the encounter. I picked him up, took him to the house, and 
set him on the edge of a pail of water. He took the hint and wisely proceeded to clean 
up. Then I put mutton tallow on his head and set him out on the fence to dry, a sadder 
but wiser bird. 

After this experience with the bonnyclabber, Joe gave up all experiments in the way of 
novel baths and was hence forth willing to confine himself to his own barrel of rain 
water under the eaves. But he never forgot that old hen. He lived at peace with all the 
other chickens on the farm, but he made life a burden to her. He would dash down 
among her brood with a squawk, frightening them into a panic, peck the mother when 
she was least expecting an onslaught, and in various other ways annoy her. Always, 
when other amusements grew tame, he would take a turn at teasing that old hen. 

I might explain here how Joe learned to bathe, for he was too young when his father 
and mother were killed to have been taught this important item of bird's education. He 
was always watered from a small dish, and so had no opportunity for experiments. He 
was beginning to be very much ruffled and stuck up with food and dirt, when one day it 
rained. Joe was sitting in the window, and when the water began to beat against the 
windowpane, something told him to flutter and fluff out his feathers. He acted just as he 
would if he were bathing; yet when I gave him a pan of water, he did not know what to 
do with it. When I set him in the water, he acted frightened. Finally I dipped him entirely 
under, afterward setting him up in the sunshine (the sun had broken through the 
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clouds) to dry. He shook the water off, but dried without any attempt to plume his 
feathers. He was certainly a sorry-looking specimen, with his feathers sticking together 
in tufts all over his body. In a day or two I put him into water again, and this time he 
ruffled up his feathers just a little to let the water reach his skin; then from sheer 
necessity, in order to be comfortable, he straightened a few of his feathers as they 
dried. From this he went on by slow degrees till he had learned the whole secret of the 
bath. Perhaps instinct did lead him to flutter the first time when it rained, but it was 
certainly experience that taught him after that. 

 
Instinct is all right, but birds as well as boys live and learn. Joe soon formed the habit of 
soaking his hard food before he ate it. If he was given a crust of bread, he would stick it 
into the first dish of water he saw. He was punished once or twice, but to no avail. 
Finally he learned his own lesson, as even a bird who refuses correction is sure to learn. 
Happy is he if he does not forfeit his life in acquiring it. One day a kettle of water was 
heating on the stove. Someone handed Joe a piece of bread, and straightway he flew to 
this kettle and dipped his crust into the water to soak it. Scarcely had he touched the 
water when he gave a squall of anger, pain, and mortification, and was gone in an 
instant. He had learned another lesson, and ever afterward his bread was soaked in the 
rain barrel. 

Boys have no monopoly on making collections. Joe had a mania for gathering up trinkets 
and dropping them into this rain barrel. Spools, needles, thimbles, thread, scissors, 
buttons−anything that struck his fancy was hidden there. Bright things were his special 
delight. He also liked hairpins, though I think this was chiefly because it was such fun 
slyly to pull the one out of mother's hair that would loosen the whole coil and let it 
down. After this trick he would fly off, squawking with triumph, to his barrel. We 
gradually came to look for anything lost-needles, thread, scissors, spoons, or what 
not−in this barrel of water. 
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Still this was not Joe's only treasure house. As he grew older he learned that he could 
not get his trinkets to play with if they were at the bottom of the barrel of water; so 
whenever he found anything that especially suited his fancy he would store it in the 
eaves of the house and then visit the place every day to pick over his treasures, quietly 
jabbering to himself about them. I could never quite tell what use he expected to make 
of them, but they were certainly as dear to his heart as the often-pictured neat little 
piles of gold could be to the heart of the most veritable miser who ever drew breath. 

Joe, like Nimrod, was a mighty hunter. He would alight on my shoulder and jabber and 
beg till I would leave what I was doing and start on a hunt with him. Again, I would call, 
"Joe, let's go hunting!" Then he was in high glee. He would flutter about while I moved 
boxes and barrels, and would be so intent on the game that sometimes I could hardly 
move quickly enough to avoid piling them on him.  

There was a lively scramble when two or three cockroaches ran out at the same time, 
but he seldom failed to capture them all. He would catch every bug and worm he saw, 
killing those he did not wish to eat. 

We turned Joe's fondness for hunting to good account. I would take him to the garden 
and begin turning over the cabbage leaves, looking for worms. Joe was interested in a 
moment, and, after a little experience, but few of these pests ever escaped his keen 
eye. Afterward he would go over the entire patch alone, visiting each plant and catching 
the butterflies that were flitting about laying their eggs. 

Sometimes if I would not go on a hunt with Joe, he would go alone away down in the 
meadow and catch grasshoppers and butterflies. When he had eaten all he cared for, he 
would catch an unusually large grasshopper or a very brilliant butterfly and, screaming 
at the top of his voice, would bring it to show to me. Then he would flutter about, pride 
in his prowess showing in every feather, but he always kept just out of reach. If little 
attention was paid to him, his disappointment was as plainly manifest. 

As Joe grew older, and the acorns and corn began to ripen, his natural instinct taught 
him to gather and hide a store for winter. He would work by the hour, hammering 
acorns into every fence post, every rough place in the bark of trees, into the pump, 
under the carpet, and a dozen other places. Acorns were scattered all over the yard, the 
barn lot, in fact, wherever the bird went. It is surprising how many acorns one bird will 
carry in a fall. But Joe's favorite hiding place for acorns and grains of corn was in 
someone's shoe. Then he would watch till the owner tried to put it on, and would come 
the nearest to laughing of any bird I ever heard when the owner had to pull it off to 
remove the corn or nuts. 

Another favorite hiding place, especially for things to eat, was in mother's hair. He was 
forever alighting on someone's head. He would light on mother's head and jabber away; 
then when he thought she did not notice, he would hide something in her hair and fly 
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off. After a long time he would come back to look for it. If it was there, he was greatly 
pleased, but if it was gone, he would scold at a lively rate. 

Joe was a genuine rogue, and took particular delight in perching on the top of a tall tree 
in the yard and mocking every bird in the neighborhood. He was a very successful 
mimic, too. When for any reason we went away from home, Joe would not stay there, 
but would fly all over the country. I have often met him a mile away from home, and in 
response to my call, "Joe!" he would fly to me, perch on the dashboard of the wagon, 
and try to tell me all he had been doing while we were away. 

All the neighbors came to know Joe, and he them. No one seemed disposed to harm 
him, and all were glad to give him a meal when we were away from home. He had no 
fear of man, and as for other things, he held them all in contempt, with the one and only 
exception of dogs. When he could think of nothing else to amuse himself, he would hunt 
up a neighbor's dog and worry him. He would accuse him of all sorts of rascality, light on 
his back, catch his claws in his bushy tail, and pound him with his wings, all the time 
screeching at the top of his voice, till the pestered animal would not know what to do. 

Joe was busy all day long, week in and week out, but he never appeared to care for the 
company of his own species. In fact, I do not remember his ever paying a particle of 
attention to another blue jay. 

But life had its serious side with Joe. He had an eye for business, and was a great trader. 
Perhaps he always intended to be strictly honest, but either his standard of morality was 
not high or he was a poor judge of values. Sometimes he drove hard bargains. One of 
these got him into trouble and finally cost him his life. 

Our nearest neighbor had a canary, which she often hung out in the tree near the house 
to enjoy the warm sunshine and fresh air. Joe soon noticed this; he learned also that the 
canary always had hard-boiled eggs, birdseed, and bread in his cage. So he would go 
down there, perch on a limb, and banter Sir Canary for a trade, which usually resulted in 
Joe's devouring everything eatable in the cage and spilling the water. Afterward he 
would fill the seed and water cups with pebbles, cherry pits, and so forth, strewing 
others over the bottom of the cage. 

Sometimes Joe was more liberal in his trades than at others. Occasionally he would take 
some of his treasures from his storehouse in the eaves and drop them in the canary's 
cage. One day he found a bright buckle that was wanted by some member of the family. 
When it was missed, search was at once made in the rainbarrel and the eaves, but the 
buckle was not to be found. We thought Joe innocent till one day this neighbor gave the 
buckle to mother with the remark that she had found it among the things Joe had put in 
her pet's cage, and thinking it might be of value, had saved it. But in spite of the fairness 
of Joe's trades, the man who owned the canary was not at all pleased with them. 
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One day when we were all away from home, Joe went over to this neighbor's to call. By 
this time he had forgotten all about the maxim of his parents: "Beware of men." Finally 
he caught a large grasshopper, and brought it, all a-flutter with pride, to show to this 
man, who knocked him down with a fork and killed him. It was some time before I 
learned his fate, when a hired man, who had seen the murder, told me about it. Were 
the old birds right, after all? Can birds safely trust men? Who will answer? 

When you are prowling about in the forest, looking for domestic scenes among the 
wildlings, you may keep your eyes open and expect to be reasonably rewarded as long 
as the blue jays are quarreling with their neighbors or going about their regular 
business. But let one of them utter his shrill danger cry and you may as well go home or 
to another part of the wood, for you will see little more of real interest there that day. 
Every bird of the forest hates the jay, but there is not one that does not hurry to shelter 
at his call of danger. 

No one knows this half so well as the jay himself, and he often provides an hour's 
amusement by stirring up a commotion among his more stupid neighbors. But fool them 
as often as he may, they are always ready to believe him next time, since well they know 
that not even a dog or cat can pass through their domain without his knowledge. Many 
a time has a flock of stalked wild ducks been saved by flying at the alarm of a passing 
blue jay, and often has the disappointed hunter shot the faithful sentinel in his 
exasperation. But still he lives and thrives, and is one of the most widely known birds in 
America. However serious his faults, and often, in spite of them, we love him still. Long 
live the blue jay! 

The Black Bear 
(Ursus Americanus) 

The black bear was once common throughout America, but each year it is becoming 
more rare. It is found in most of the countries of Europe. The American variety has a 
wide range in color, being brown or yellowish in the Carolinas and the South generally, 
and brown in the Central States. In the West he is of a brownish-gray cast, and is called 
the cinnamon bear. In the North his fur, which is thick and soft, is glossy black. The 
brown varieties have a coarser hair. 

The black bear weighs from two hundred to five hundred pounds. Most of the year he 
lives a hermit life in the depths of the woods, eating berries and roots, refusing meat 
when these are plentiful. But when he cannot find enough vegetable food to satisfy 
hunger, he eats small animals, mollusks, and even hogs and cattle. 

Bears have small ears and almost no tail. They bear from one to five cubs in February or 
March. The cubs are scarcely larger than a kitten; and for some weeks they remain con-
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cealed in the cave or hollow tree that forms their den. They are very playful and 
mischievous. 

About the time winter sets in, a bear usually digs a shallow hole under some rock or log, 
crawls into it, and goes to sleep for the season. This is called hibernating. When he 
enters his winter quarters, and for two or three days after he comes out in the spring, 
he is very fat; then his adipose tissue disappears as if by magic, and he becomes 
extremely thin. 

 

CHAPTER TEN 

Dick the Black Bear 
Sixty years ago, on the side of one of the Ozark Mountains, about twenty miles south of 
the present city of Springfield, Missouri, stood a schoolhouse the like of which very few 
of the present generation have ever seen. 

At that time only a few families had moved into the country, and everything was crude 
and undeveloped; but with that desire to educate their children which has made 
America the foremost nation in the world in matters educational, these pioneers 
determined to have a school. Circumstances could scarcely have been more unfavorable 
or fewer facilities at hand; nevertheless, undaunted by the difficulties in the way, they 
chose a place as nearly central as could be found, and prepared to build their first 
schoolhouse. 

Logs were cut and dragged to the site, the ends being notched so they would stay in 
position, and were laid up to form the walls. Chips, twigs, and even small limbs were 
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stuffed into the cracks between the logs. On one side of the room window space was 
sawed out, and as there was no glass to put in it, ventilation was assured. 

Clapboards fastened to cross logs with wooden pins−for nails were high priced, and 
difficult to get at any price−formed the roof. These clapboards were boards split from 
the side of a log with an ax, and quite unsmoothed. You can readily see that they would 
not fit closely enough together to make a water-tight roof; but as other boards had to 
be sawed out with a handsaw, they were too expensive to use for this purpose. The 
door was likewise made of clapboards, and hung upon hinges made from strips of raw 
deerskin. When the mountain rats dined off these hinges, as they occasionally did, new 
ones were put on. 

Desks and tables there were none. A split log, flat side up, was fastened to the wall on 
one side of the room, and here the children could stand to write. The seats were crude 
affairs, made by splitting logs as nearly in the middle as possible, and putting in wooden 
pins on the rounded side for legs−not much to look at when compared with the cleverly 
adjusted, rubber-hinged, and finely polished wonders that adorn the modern 
schoolroom. Nevertheless, the children who gathered there to study and recite had eyes 
as bright, cheeks as rosy, brains as active and alert, plans and dreams as ambitious, and 
hearts as happy and hopeful and loving as any schoolchildren on the round earth today. 
They made the most of every advantage, and the best of every disadvantage, and their 
afterlife proved that they had learned well the early lessons taught by hardship and 
privation. 

The schoolroom was heated with a fireplace, so arranged that the children could cluster 
around it on cold days, and be out of the direct draft of the window. The chimney was a 
crude affair, built of sticks laid up corncob-pen fashion. No school was held in the winter 
on account of the cold, and as it was usually warm enough at other seasons to get along 
without more than an occasional fire, the heating arrangements answered every 
purpose. 

Just in front of the door ran the road, where a place in the dust was kept smooth for a 
blackboard. The writing was done with sharply pointed sticks. Rains sometimes made it 
inconvenient to erase the work for a day or two, but as the earth hardened, the boys 
would loosen it, the sun would dry it, and then it was easily reduced to dust again. The 
abundant flat rocks were substituted for slates, and what boy or girl would use a slate 
pencil when there was an abundance of red and yellow keel to be had for the picking 
up? 

The children had no schoolbooks, at least not in our understanding of the term, but 
Grandfather Hornbeak had brought a number of newspapers with him from Nashville, 
Tennessee, and these were placed at the disposal of the teacher. Being a woman of 
resource, she cut them in pieces, and pasted letters, words, and even sentences on thin 
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boards, thus providing every pupil with a "book" adapted to his years and attainments. 
Ink was prepared from the nutgalls that grew on the white oaks, and a turkey quill made 
an excellent pen. 

 
Back of the schoolhouse the mountains rose bold and rocky, covered in places with 
heavy timber. About a hundred rods from the back of the building, in the side of the 
mountain, was a small cave, in which two black bears had their den. Their cubs used to 
come out and tumble and play by the hour in plain sight of the window, and the old 
bears even ventured to come down and eat the scraps of corn bread that were 
sometimes scattered about the door. 

One day when the old bear came down to the schoolhouse for something to eat, leaving 
her cubs sitting by the den to wait for their share, one of them decided to follow. The 
old bear did not see him until he was by her side, just under the window. With a growl, 
she caught him under one paw, and sitting down on her haunches, turned him over her 
knee and proceeded to give the surprised fellow such a spanking as no boy ever 
received. He howled and screamed for mercy, and when he was finally released, 
scampered back to the den with all possible haste, whimpering and crying as he went, a 
wiser and more obedient cub. Needless to say, he remembered his lesson, and never 
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again followed his mother to the schoolhouse. Bears are proverbially cross when they 
have young, so the children were allowed to play only in the road in front of the door. 
Negro slaves always brought them to school in the morning and came for them at the 
close of the session. There were so many wild beasts in the woods that it was not safe 
for them to go back and forth by themselves. 

Things ran on in this way for some time, the old bears growing more ferocious each 
year, until one spring it was decided that they must be caught. Accordingly traps were 
set, and the old bears and two cubs were captured. The reader may wonder why this 
was not done sooner. The reason is simple enough. The people depended on bears and 
deer for meat, and it was not only a waste to kill an old bear, whose flesh was too strong 
to eat, but it lessened the number of cubs that would be raised in the vicinity every 
year. Game was not killed merely for sport in those days. 

One of these captured bear cubs, Dick, was taken for a pet by my mother's father. It is 
his life history I mean to tell, just as my mother, who was then a little girl, has often told 
it to me. 

 
At first Dick was sullen and refused to eat, and had to be kept chained to a tree in the 
yard. Here he amused himself by lying perfectly quiet beside his food till a cat or a 
chicken stole up to eat it; then he would suddenly slap the intruder over. Young bears; 
like sullen children, soon come to their appetite if left alone, and it was not long till Dick 
ate quite heartily enough to satisfy his owner, and waxed fat and good-natured.  
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He was soon very tame, and was allowed to run about at his own sweet will. Now began 
his fun and mischief-making. He had an enormous appetite, so naturally his first 
mischief was in stealing forbidden food. Cream and butter were his favorite dainties, but 
for some reason that he could not understand, there was usually given him only milk, 
which he drank simply for courtesy's sake and because he could do no better. But Dick, 
though only a young bear, was no fool. 

Around the point of the hill at some distance from the house was a deep spring, and 
there had been built a log milkhouse, which was thought to be proof against all wild 
beasts. But Dick was no common bear. He had not been born and brought up in plain 
sight of the only schoolhouse in the country for nothing! In those days doors were made 
to close and catch with a strong latch on the inside. A string was fastened to this latch 
and passed out through a hole in the door, so that by pulling the string one could lift the 
latch. All the doors in the house were locked simply by drawing the latchstrings inside. 
Dick delighted to come into the house and sleep on the hearth, but as he was often 
much in the way, this privilege was usually denied him. He was a keen observer, 
however, and soon learned to pull the latchstring himself, and open the door at will. 

One day when Dick was passing the milkhouse, he smelled the appetizing odor of fresh 
butter and milk, and immediately set out to investigate. He walked around the house, 
inspecting every part, climbed on the roof and tried to move the boards, and got down 
and examined the stream running from under the house, to see if that offered a solution 
to the question he wished to solve. Finally he found the door−the rest was easy. 
Promptly raising himself on his haunches, he pulled the latchstring and opened it. What 
a time he had! No milk for him! He licked the thick cream from crock after crock, and 
then, to show how little he thought of skim milk, dumped it into the water. This was fun, 
but very mild amusement to what followed when he found the butter. When he was 
discovered, the jar was wiped clean, and he was so full he could scarcely waddle. Of 
course he was whipped, but though he howled so loudly that they could not but believe 
his repentance was heartfelt, he repeated the experiment a night or two later. This 
time, however, he decided not to upset the milk, since stupid humans seemed to think it 
of so much value! 

Thereafter Dick's raids on the milkhouse continued till the latch was placed beyond his 
reach. Then he would watch till the door was left ajar, dash in, drink cream as fast as he 
could till discovered, and when sure that he was seen, grab a crock of butter, and run. 
But he had no use for salted butter; it seemed queer to him that anyone would spoil so 
delicious a luxury as fresh butter by mixing salt with it. However, he was seldom 
annoyed in this way, for all the salt used in those early days was brought a hundred and 
fifty miles by wagon over an unsettled mountain country. 

Just after dark one evening one of the girls went to the milkhouse to bring up milk and 
butter for supper. Dick was loitering about, as usual, watching for an opportunity to 
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enter, when a panther came near. The coveted dainty instantly lost its charms for Dick 
in this unwelcome presence, and with more haste than dignity, he waddled off in 
the direction of the house, climbing to the top of the tallest tree in the yard, The girl, my 
aunt, was naturally frightened; but with the nerve and foresight of every girl born on the 
frontier, she went quietly on and finished getting her cream and butter, even when the 
great beast jumped on the roof of the milkhouse. Coming out, she closed the door firmly 
and started up the hill. 

 
It was an unpleasant moment. The great cat jumped over her head, lighting at her side, 
but she walked on as if nothing had happened. He followed, frisking about her, jumping 
over her, back and forth, even striking her in the face with his tail; but he did not harm 
her. As they neared the house, the great watchdog (a half-breed gray wolf) rushed out, 
and the panther fled up the nearest tree, which happened to be the one where the pet 
bear was hiding. Without a moment's hesitation Dick tumbled out and down, and 
scampered away to take refuge in another tree on the opposite side of the yard. 

The thoroughly frightened girl rushed into the house and told her story, but the panther 
was not troubled till morning, the dog keeping guard about his tree. Panthers have an 
instinctive and unreasoning fear of dogs. The least puppy will tree a panther, and there 
he will stay till the dog goes away. In the morning the unwelcome visitor was shot, but 
was only wounded, and so made his escape to the woods. Dick acted as if mortally 
afraid of him, and never again ventured far into the forest where such animals run wild. 
Indeed, so great was his fear that when he heard a panther scream far up the side of the 
mountain, he would come close to the house door and beg to be let in. 
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Another of Dick's failings was his love for vegetables. He would risk a whipping any day 
for the sake of a fragrant muskmelon or a juicy watermelon. A sound thrashing he 
counted a small price for the privilege of gorging himself on roasting ears. Indeed, it was 
difficult for the farmers to raise corn in those days, for the wild bears were almost sure 
to despoil the fields completely at roasting-ear time. 

Grandfather Hornbeak kept bees, and it was a never failing pleasure to Dick to tease and 
annoy them. He would sit at the side of the hives by the hour and strike and fight and 
kill the busy workers, all the time whining as if very much abused. However, if they 
ceased flying about him in interesting numbers, he would hit the hive smartly to stir 
them up again. 

Flowers were so plentiful and honey was so easy to get that the bees often built combs 
on the bottom and sides of their hives, but after Dick came to the farmyard to live, all 
this stopped. He kept the comb broken off close, and the drops of sweetness licked 
clean, for there is nothing that a bear likes quite so well as honey. Wild bees sometimes 
built in the corners of the rail fences in the peach orchard, and it was Dick's delight to 
find and rob such a nest. 

Honey was so plentiful that it was served with every meal, and the ever-watchful bear 
soon found this out. At mealtime he was always loitering about the door, and if the 
slightest opportunity offered, as the table was being laid, he would grab the honey dish 
and waddle off with it. The womenfolk soon found that to follow him only meant that 
the dish would be broken but if he was left alone he would lick it clean, bring it back, 
and set it carefully on the porch. 

It soon became evident that no amount of whipping would cure him of the honey habit; 
consequently if he once got hold of the honey he was left alone till he finished it, and 
usually afterward. The only thing was to keep the honey dish where he could not get it, 
and then see that he did not come into the house. 

Near the farm ran Findley Creek, which Dick visited every day for a bath and a frolic. One 
of his keenest delights was to find a shallow place where he could make a regular 
loblolly of mud. Here he would play and roll and sleep for hours like a hog, but unlike a 
hog he always went into the water afterward and washed himself clean. 

Hogs were few and far between in those days; the only way they could be raised at all 
was to keep them in a bear proof pen. This was made by building a high pen of logs, 
with a roof of the same, slanting toward the middle. 

Thus an animal could get on top of the pen and drop in, but he could not get out again. 
This was exactly what the farmers wanted, as a bear is very careful not to kill anything 
where he cannot get away afterward. 
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One night the spirit of mischief or the spirit of pilfering entered into Dick, and he 
decided that one of the week-old pigs in the pen was just what he wanted. The pen was 
near; it was no trick at all to climb in. But that was not the end of the story. The old sow 
was of that peculiar variety known as razorback, an animal almost equal to the lion in a 
fight. But Dick cared nothing at all for that. He was not looking for a fight−just for a baby 
pig. So in he climbed, and caught one. 

In the morning it was noticed that something unusual was going on in the pigpen. When 
grandfather arrived at the storm center, Dick was sitting up in one corner, with a little 
pig in his arms. He would sway back and forth, rocking it gently till it became quiet; then 
he would box its head or nibble its ear to make it squeal. Naturally enough, this 
proceeding worked the old sow up to a frenzy, and she would attack him, only to be 
slapped over as soon and as often as she came within range of his powerful paw. Every 
little while, appearing to see the hopelessness of the fight, she would retreat to her 
corner, and Dick would rock and lick the little pig as tenderly as if it were the dearest 
thing in the world. Then when all was quiet, he would slyly bite its ear again. When he 
was found, and realized that the pig was to be taken from him, he was ready for a real 
fight. For a while it looked as if he would have to be killed, but a whipping was all that 
was needed to straighten the matter out. Afterward he was taken to the house, where 
he sulked for a day or two, but he never climbed into the pigpen again. 

There was another thing that gave great delight to Dick for a time, but soon got him into 
trouble. The dogs in the neighborhood were trained to tree bears. This suited Dick very 
well, since he knew just how to handle dogs. He would get several after him, running till 
they came close. Then he would turn around, plant his back against a tree, and slap 
them over as fast as they came near enough. This was great sport for Dick. He learned 
that he could manage any number of dogs if he could get his back against a tree. 

But alas for pride! A bench-legged bulldog with a consuming ambition to hunt bears was 
brought into the neighborhood. Then Dick's troubles began in earnest. The other dogs 
were tall, and easy to get at; but while he was boxing them, this little stranger would 
come up, seize him by the haunch, and there was no way to get rid of him but to climb a 
tree−not an easy thing to do with half a dozen dogs ready to grab him as soon as his 
back was turned. Nor could Dick remedy the matter, for the bulldog was so low that he 
could not easily reach him to box him over. Things became so uncomfortable for the 
bear that he ceased to encourage these hunting parties; indeed, he would not go where 
there was a dog if he could help it. 

With cats it was different. He caught a cat every time he had a chance, stroking it, 
smoothing its fur, and making as much fuss over it as any girl, as long as it behaved; but 
if it dared to bite or scratch, he would spank it unmercifully. No matter how much it 
snarled and spit and scratched, he would not let it go until it quieted down, and allowed 
him to play with it. Often that meant that it was dead. The cats soon came to know and 
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avoid him−all but the household pet, who learned that he did not mean her any harm, 
and enjoyed having him stroke and play with her. 

Toward fall a strange feeling came over Dick. One day he stood by one of his favorite 
trees, and putting his arms around it as if preparing to climb, began scratching and 
biting and tearing the bark as high as he could reach, till his mouth frothed and he 
became exhausted. Thus, perhaps unknowingly, to everyone of his own tribe who might 
pass that way he posted a sign that there was a male bear in the neighborhood, and 
informed them just how tall he was and hence how powerful in battle he was likely to 
be. For a time he repeated this often. But as no other bears came near the house, he 
gradually ceased these demonstrations, and did not renew them till the same season 
next year. Later, when he was installed as head of Grandfather Farrer's bear ranch, he 
would fly into a tremendous rage if he happened to find a similar mark made by one of 
his own cubs. 

There was one trick of his youth that Dick never forgot, and that was how to catch 
chickens, but in his old age he ate them as well. With something that they liked to eat, 
he would go where they were likely to gather, taking good care that the chosen spot 
was out of sight of the house. Then he would place his bait, sit down near it, and 
pretend to go to sleep−all but his eyes, which the chickens were too stupid to watch. I 
am told that a wild chicken is a very wise and wary bird, but long generations of 
domestication have certainly taken all this out of our barnyard fowls, till they are as 
stupid as any creature I know. Dick would sit still as a stump till a hen came within range 
of his paw. One slap was enough to insure his dinner, for he never missed. When he had 
eaten all he wished, he would go off innocently about his business. 

Just so a wild bear on the mountain ranges learns to kill cattle. Going out in plain sight of 
a herd, and in such a way that the wind blows from him toward them, he will stand 
straight up on his haunches. Of course the cattle run, but when they notice that he does 
not follow them, they circle about, and come back nearer and nearer to see what it all 
means. Closer and yet closer they come, smelling and sniffing. Presently one will leave 
the herd and steal up within range. Then the hitherto statue hurls his thunderbolt of a 
paw at its jaw, and the cowboys tell me that they have never known one to escape after 
it had once been slapped. Of course the rest of the cattle run when this happens, and 
leave the bear to finish his victim in peace. 

Whenever Dick got into too much mischief he was whipped, sometimes quite severely. 
It did not take him long to learn which of his offenses brought punishment, and when he 
was discovered in some forbidden prank, he would run and climb to the top of a tall 
black jack tree that stood in the yard. Here he was reasonably secure, as no amount of 
shaking would dislodge him. There was only one way to get him down−to pelt him with 
rocks. When this was begun he would whine and try to hide, but finally he would slide 
down to take his punishment with what grace he could muster. 
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There was one strictly forbidden thing that Dick particularly enjoyed− taking care of the 
baby. He would rock the cradle, lick the baby, and manifest his pleasure in it in every 
way he knew, but he was altogether too fond of putting into practice the old saying 
about not sparing the rod. Sometimes he would decide to spank the baby, and spank it 
he would, despite all protests. 

Grandfather Farrer had a bear ranch. This was not what he called it, but that is what is 
would be called now. In consisted of a large enclosure, or pen, where he raised bears to 
kill for meat. In this way he had not only had all the bear meat he wished for his own 
use, but sold both bear bacon and bear lard. Dick was installed as the head of this 
family. The mother bears and their cubs were allowed to run loose in the enclosure, but 
as Dick grew older, he became so vicious that he was kept chained. He could go in and 
out of his own log house at will, but no farther. 

These bears were a great attraction to the children, even in this wild country, and 
whenever the neighbors came to the house to visit, the children always flocked out to 
watch the bears at play. But at last Dick grew so ill-natured that they were forbidden to 
enter the pen. 

One well-remembered day Grandmother Hornbeak made a visit at the Farrer house. 
While the women were busy in one room, the baby slept in a cradle in another. It was 
warm, and the door stood open. Dick had been restless all day; finally he slipped his 
chain, and, unseen by anyone, went straight to the house, entered the room where the 
baby was sleeping, and carried it off. Had he been a wise bear, according to bear 
standards of wisdom, he would have gone to the woods; instead, he took it to his house, 
and going to the corner farthest from the door, sat up on his haunches to rock it. Just 
how long he held it, no one knows, but it finally awakened and began to cry. 
Grandmother Hornbeak heard the child crying; that was the first she had missed the 
baby. 

You can imagine how frightened they all were when it was known that Dick, who had 
grown so cross that it was hardly safe for a man to come too close, had stolen the baby. 
The men were summoned from the field, and as soon as Dick saw them, he began to 
growl. The poor baby was frightened, too, as well it might be, and began crying afresh at 
the top of its voice. Then the bear swayed back and forth, rocking it, licking its face, and 
apparently trying to soothe it. He seemed to understand that the men would try harder 
to get the child if it cried. 

For several hours they coaxed and threatened and worked-all to no avail. Finally the 
baby fell asleep. Dick held it gently as he could, and acted as if afraid of awakening it. 
Grandfather Farrer proposed shooting Dick, but the others would not hear to that; they 
thought it would mean almost certain death to the little one. Finally they went to the 
deer park (Grandfather Farrer raised deer as well as bears), and brought a little fawn, 
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which they tied as far from the bear's house as they could and at the same time have it 
in plain sight. 

At first Dick paid no attention to the fawn, but finally he laid the sleeping babe carefully 
down, and ran to get it. Then the men quickly jumped in at the window and picked up 
the child. Dick was greatly enraged when he saw the trick that had been played on him, 
and even after he had partly quieted down he had to be whipped. 

A few nights later Dick got loose again; and, though it almost staggers belief, yet it is 
actually true that he went a mile and a half, pulled the latchstring, entered the Horn-
beak cabin, stole the same babe out of its sleeping mother's arms, and carried it to his 
den. The parents were frantic when they found that the child was gone. And you may 
well imagine that when they learned in whose care it was, they did not feel greatly 
relieved. Dick was furious this time when discovered. But the child was finally rescued 
once more, and after that Dick did not get loose again. 

Sometime later, greatly to the surprise of everyone in the neighborhood, Dick caught 
the Negro who had always whipped him when it was necessary that he be punished, 
and hugged him to death. That was capital crime. The death sentence was pronounced, 
and the pet bear was shot. 

Dick lived a long time, and was in many ways a remarkable member of the bear family. 
As is true with most beasts, he met a tragic death. He was unfortunate in being a pet in 
that he could not safely stand up for what he looked upon as his rights. 
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