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wings, and looking up, saw a Ruff¬ 
ed Grouse fleeing in panic before 
a Pigeon Hawk — about twenty yds. 
behind him. The grouse landed on 
the ground and the falcon landed in 
a tree above him and waited in 
ambush. A shot, fired at him, soon 
changed his mind. 

THE SPARROW HAWK — feeds 
on mice and insects. These birds 
will often so gorge themselves on 
mice that they will sit droopily in 
trees for hours while digestion does 
its work. Only rarely do they catch 
sparrows. 

The diet of the GREAT HORN¬ 
ED OWL is said to be one-third 
birds, the rest mammals. However, 
I believe this is not true, but that 
about one-third of these birds have 
acquired a taste for birds, while the 
others seldom touch them. One nest, 
we found, contained the nest of sev¬ 
eral rats, another contained the re¬ 
mains of varying Hares. In neither 
case was an incriminating feather 
found. 

Once Great Horned Owls have ac¬ 
quired the taste for birds — guard 
your poultry. They will even kill 
geese and turkeys. Once we came 
upon a Great Horned Owl eating 
a Short-eared Owl. Such a cannibal! 
However, let’s make sure of a Great 
Horned Owl’s diet before we shoot 
him. It may cost you a hen, but 
what is that compared with innum¬ 
erable rats and mice? 

The SNOWY OWL — feeds on 
mice and hares, and also takes some 
game birds. 

The SHORT-EARED OWL feeds 
almost entirely on mice. One day I 
saw a cat carrying a mouse, with an 
immature Short-eared Owl hover¬ 
ing low over his back and looking 
hungrily down at him with big, 
greedy eyes. He followed the cat up 
the lane and right to the house. 

THE LONG-EARED OWL feeds 
mostly on mammals. Immature ones 
sometimes kill poultry. 

Our hawks and owls are mostly 
beneficial, so let us do our best to 
protect them. Their destruction re¬ 
sults in an upset in the balance of 
nature, so that there is an over 
abundance of mammalian pests, re¬ 
sulting in much destruction to our 
crops. 

The Chickadee 
John E. Nixon, Wauchope, Sask. 

When all the world is robed in white 
Then often comes a friendly sprite 

Among the leafless trees. 
A black-capped, cheery little soul, 
Flitting about each bough and bole 

Completely at his ease. 
Careless of wind or frost or snow, 
I see him gaily come and go 

A spirit of the groves. 
The storms of winter try him not; 
Contented with his humble lot 

In merry mood he roves. 
He seems to seek the ways I tread, 
And by my side, or overhead, 

He gladly calls to me 
With that clear note that loud and 

sweet 
The silent winter woods repeat 

Of chick-a-dee-dee-dee. 
From bough to bough he quickly 

wings 
Or to a nodding grass stem clings, 

Audacity itself. 
Less dreary are these winter days 
For his confiding, friendly way, 

The fearless, feathered elf! 
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dead dank leaves, wet logs, we 
felt, strangely, a sea - weed - laden 
breeze from Fundy Bay and were 
once again breathing deep the salty 
air. Emotions provoked by smell, 
how real and lasting. 

A bush rabbbit hurrying past a 
rose bush on the bank — the fat 
crimson haws gleaming, making a 
patch of splendor in the snow, 
brought us back to the present. But 
the glorious scene and the fragrance 
of this day would be recalled again 
and again. 

“Remembered joys are never past, 
They were, they are, they yet shall 
be.” 


