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/ - Toronto Field Naturalists' Club 

Speakers: 

MARCH MEETINGS 

Monday, March 2, 1953, at 8.15 p.m. 

at the 

ROYAL ONT.ARIO MUSEUM 
11 Hawk Night" 

Mr. George Hall, of Montreal,: 

"The Peregrine Falcons of the Sun Life Building" .. 
Illustrated 

and 

Mr. H.H. Southam, 
"Hawks and Owls of the Toronto Region". 

ROTUNDA DISPLAY 

A display of bird-banding equipment by Mr. Alfred Bunker 
and Mr. H. H. Southam. 

MARCH OUTINGS 

Saturday, March 7th, at 2.00 p .m. "Cobble Cottage", Pickering, 
the residence of Dr. and Mrs. J. Murray Speirs. Go east on High
way #2 (old highway), turn north on the first road east of the 
old Rouge River bridge (Altona Road), proceed l½ miles north to 
Cobble Cottage. The Oshawa bus stops on Highway #2 at Stroud's 
Grocery, from whence there is a taxi available to Cobble Cottage 
at a cost of 50¢. 

Sundav, March 8th. A joint field trip to Niagara Falls, Ontario, 
with the Hamilton Natu~e Club and the Buffalo Ornithological 
Club. Leader Mr. D. Po~ell of Hamilton. Meet at 9.00 a.m. at 
Beach Boulevard, Burlington, where it joins the Queen Elizabeth 
Way and the Windermere Cut-off. The cut-off is the first road 
leading back to Hamilto~, three miles south of the Canal Bridge. 
The meeting with the Buffalo group will be at 10.30 a.m. at 
Niagara Falls, Ontario, above the bank where the road leads down 
to the Maid of the Mist Landing. 

Fee $2.00 per year. Secretary - Mrs.J.B.Stewart, 
21 Millwood Road, 
Toronto. 
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February, 1953 

SOME BIRD WATCHING IN ENGLAND* 

BY 

KATHERI:NE DAVISON KETCHUM {Mrs. J .D. Ketchum.) 

My family was privileged to be able to spend the whole of last spring 
in England. The family is composed of my husband and myself and our teen
aged daughter and twelve year old son. My dearest wish as we looked for
ward to our trip was to see as many kinds of English birds as possible; 
The others had different interests, and as we did most things together, 
we were not always where we could see birds. However, I was constantly 
watching for them and managed to see more new varieties than I ever 
expect to again in one season. 

My husband wanted to see the spring with its prim.roses and daffodils 
in Devonshire, as he had done when a very young man before the First World 
War. That was why we sailed from Halifax on the evening of the 20th of 
March. A wet snowfall plopped down on the ship and shrouded the land and 
.made us oblivious of the beauties of that famous harbour. Next morning 
the Atlantic was cold and grey and not even a gull was to be seen following 
the ship. After a warmer day or two came storms and gales but no petrels 
appeared. Presumably they had not migrated northward yet. 

* Editorial Note: We take great pleasure in presenting to our readers 
this article by Mrs. J.D. Ketchum., a valued member of our executive. 
Mrs. Ketchu.m.' s article will be of interest to all, but especially to 
those who have made or who a r e going to make a trip to England. It 
was oI·iginally read to a meeting of the Margaret Nice Ornithological 
Club held a t the home of Mrs. Henry Marsh on November 21, 1952. 
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The ocean seemed very wide and monotonous for a few days. Then one 
morning a few gulls were seen and then a great white bird which I was 
pretty certain was a gannet. Someone said that we were steaming to the 
south of Ireland, but that green land was hidden by distant clouds. 

At this point we noticed one of the passengers using fieldglasses. 
I usually let them stand as an introduction and so made bold to speak to 
him. He was a Mr. Par·ish, an English clergyman who had been working 
among the fishermen of southern Newfoundland for seven years. With their 
help he had established several new bird records for that island and had 
supplied data to Peters and Burleigh, authors of The Birds of Newfoundland, 
which some of you may know. 

Mr. Parish kindly identified for us the sea birds·we saw, such as 
the Greater Black-backed Gull, the species we see here, and the Lesser 
Black-backed, a smaller and somewhat browner gull; also the Common Gull, 
which is less common than the Herring Gull and has a greenish-yellow bill 
and feet. He was rather puzzled by a gull with a black head that flocked 
over the waters near Southampton. It should have had both bill and feet 
scarlet to be the Black-headed Gull but one of these it lacked. Vie never 
were sure what it was though it probably was a Black-headed Gull, an 
imm.a ture. We said good-bye to our ship's companions with regr·et, and 
later I often wished for someone as knowledgeable to help me distinguish 
the bir·ds and more especially their songs from each other. 

Alas for spring in England! We landed on March 29th during the 
worst snowstorm of the year. It was not a heavy one by Canadian standards 
but it called for winter coats and overshoes from which we had parted. 
In parts of the country, highv,ays vvere blocked by snow. · The trouble 
with cold weather in England is, as Judith Robinson says, 11You can't 
come in out of it". There may be a nice grate fire in the living-room 
but your bedroom is icy; and when you screwup your courage to the point 
of looking for the bath, you find it indeed, but with a window above it 
well opened, just to make sure that the room is freshly aired. 

We spent our first night in a country hotel near Lyndhur·st in the 
New Forest, not far from Southampton. 11Forest 11 seems to mean 11open land" 
as well as trees, for much of this area was moorland, where wild ponies 
ranged. They also came into the villages freely. ·we saw one looking in 
a cottage window and another eating the delphiniums in a cottage garden, 
and thought of ".Janet, donkeys!" in "David Copper:field11 • 

In the mor·ning I stepped out into the slush to see what the English 
countryside looked like and the'first thing I saw·was an English robin 
in the snow. It was very small, almost wren-like, with a scarlet breast 
edged with grey, just exactly like its picture on a Christmas card. 

Not far away was a kitchen garden and in it so.me hen coops in and 
out of which were hopping Chaffinches. The male is gaily coloured and 
the female a dull finch. One can distinguish her from the female English 
Sparrow by her white wingbars and by the fact that she walks as well as 
hops. It is said to be the commonest land bird in Britain which seems 
hard to believe. We did get rather contemptuous of Chaffinches later, 
as they picked up crumbs between the tables of outdoor cafes; but here 
they were exciting and novel to meet. 
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At breakfast, a brown hawk, a falcon of some kind, flew past the 
window, and everywhere thrushes called and sang. After breakfast we saw 
the latter, both the smaller br·owner Song Thrush and the large greyish 
Mistle Thrush. 

We dr·ove across the moor- to Winchester and went to service in the 
cathedral. Children had rolled a great snowball in the grassy Close, and 
bared the green grass in its tracks. In the Dean's gar·den nearby I saw 
my first blackbird. It is a large blackbird with a yellowish bill, very 
like our robin in shape and behaviour, very common and a loud thrush-like 
singer. The male r·eally is a black, but his wife is inclined to be brownish 
and the young have dark streaked breasts. 

Everywhere about the cathedral flew and perched Jackdaws, small crows · 
with grey head and nape. There too, and in all the open fields were Rooks, 
crows with heavy bills, almost always seen in flocks. I never could be 
sure that we saw a Carrion Crow, which is solitary and lacks the Rook's 
bare whitish patch about its bill. 

Next day we drove to Salisbury, which was less icy in temperature, 
and then to Old Sarum and Stonehenge over bare moors. Here on the brown 
ploughed fields we saw the Lapwing, a beautiful shiny green land-haunting 
plover with a dainty crest. When i t flies it shows a spectacular pattern 
of rounded black and white wings. Here too were Pheasants and little 
round-shouldered Partridges upon the brown earth. A Magpie flashed across 
the road into some trees, and over- the earthvmrks at Old Sarum. a Sky-lark 
soared, as per-haps his tribe had done ever since the Roman legions left, 
and the town was razed by invaders. His song is not as musical as the 
poets imply, but its great length, and the height from which it is given 
cause one to wonder and to gaze . 

Later we drove on through Somerset , past a hill that is said to be 
King Arthur's Camelot, and came to Sidmouth in South Devon , where we 
began to see the spring. I had thought it would be a small village, 
perhaps like those on the Lower St .·Lawrence, and was a little disappointed 
at first to find it a sizeable tovm, with many shops and villas and hotels, 
and a broad sea-walk about as long as Sunnyside's above the shingly beach. 
However, fifteen minutes' stroll took us out of the town to a park by a 
little river, or to the top of high red cliffs, not unlike those at Perce. 
Whether because of the season, or because the deep valleys were well 
shelt ered , I did some of my best birding here. 

By now we had seen members of sever-al f amilies. The bird books 
that I found did not distinguish families quite as clearly as ours; but 
as far as I could tell, many of them seemed to be the same· as our·s, such 
as the thr·ush, crow , or finch family. Some of · the species, such as the 
Herring Gull ; are identical 1Ni th· ours and some, such as the Ringed Plover, 
or Goldcrest, must be subspecies , as they look like our opposite numbers, 
but have a slightly different Latin name. The robin, although ·different 
in appearance from ours , is also a member · of the thrush family, as are 
the Nightingale and the Redstart . Swifts, Swallows and Flycatchers ar·e 
easily identified, through their likeness to ours. Warblers are entirely 
different, and almost entirely exasperating. They are dull in plwnage, 
secretive in habit, disappearing into the shrubbery as soon as one spots 
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them (and what a lot of shrubbery there was in Devonshire, much of it, 
like holly and laurel, ever-green and givine; cover even at this date). 
Several species of war·blers are almost identical in plumage, and can be 
distinguished only-by their song. The f ir·st one I was really sure of 
was the Chiffchaff, a greenish-yellowish little bird like a small vireo. 
He says his name over and over - "Chiff, chaff, chiff, chaff, chiff, 
chaff, chiff11 from a conspicuous twig. He is one of the first spring 
migrants, and birdwatchers write letters to the :rTimesn or 11Country Life" 
when he first appears. 

In Sidmouth we got to know the tits, jolly little·birds that one can 
recognize as relatives of our Chickadee. The Blue Tit; all blue and 
yellow, was the commonest; and next ·came the Great Tit, yellow and black, 
with a black stripe down the centre'of its breast. They frequented a 
window sill where bread was put out, and unlike the birds that come to 
our Tor·onto window, actually did feed from a swine;ing cocoanut. 

A walk by· the Sid under· some large oaks brought us Tree Creepers 
and Goldcrests, and a Bullfinch of a gorgeous shade of rose. We admired 
the big fast-flying Wood Pigeons, with a white stripe on their blue 
wings, until we were·told they did much damage on the farms. A Cormorant 
flew along the shore, and a Wren and a Marsh Tit were seen near· our 
boarding house garden . 

Across the road from it was a tall elm(?) tree, inhabited by a 
colony of House Sparrovvs. I had never before -seen their nests made in 
the open. ·They were fairly dense round structures scattered over the 
whole tree, showing why this sparrow is classed as a Weaver Finch. The 
Rooks always nest in colonies in trees, but in the upper branches. 

One day we took a bus to Otterton, not far from Ottery st. Mary, 
made famous by Coleridge. We walked along the Otter River to its mouth 
at Budleigh Salterton, and took a bus home. There is nearly always a 
bus to where one wants to go in England, and too many of them on the 
narrow roads for the peace of mind of newly-arrived drivers .. The Otter 
was a low-banked stream winding slowly between·a meadow and a little 
wood. Beside it we saw our first Pied Wagtail, a bird which vve got to 
know very well. It is·a black and white tail-wagger, as its name implies. 
We saw another wagtail, grey and yellow this time, and inquired about it 
from two passers-by who were wearing field-glasses. They·would only say 
that it might have been either a Grey or a Yellow v'lagtail, which are 
very similar to each other. The former we identified later, but never 
could be sure that we were seeing the latter. 

Here we got to know the Moor Hen, which I think is identical with 
our Florida Gallinule. It·is everywhere, beside streams, running on 
lily pads on a castle moat, and even feeding with the ducks on a farmyard 
pond. 

The river ran through'a marsh as it neared the sea. As we walked 
over this on an embankment, we found ourselves in the'midst of a spring 
migration. The bushes were fairly hopping with birds, as I have seen 
them on a good day at Heath Street bridge in Toronto. We could not 
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identify many, but thought many were warblers, and that one was a Coal 
Tit, a brownish little tit with a black cap. 

At the estuary we saw Mute swans, ·which are wild enough to be, 
counted on one's list (like our lakefront Mallards), and Shelducks, 
spectacular great bir·ds, coloured white and black with a chestnut ring 
like a mayor's collar. From·the bus as we returned, we saw a big white 
owl flying low over the land, and thought it could only have been a Barn 
Owl. They are supposed to be quite rare, but we saw at least three in 
Devonshire during the daytime. 

A stray bedraggled bird climbing out of the sea to rest upon a rock 
seemed to be a Soli tar·y Guillemot. Near the edge of the town we met a 
little flock of wheatears. They settled on a gravelly tennis court,·the 
nearest thing to the ·rocks and moors that they inhabit. We met, too, a 
flock of Goldfinches, pretty little red-faced birds that show gold in the 
wing when they fly, and only then give the reason for their name. 

During most of our stay at Sidmouth, we made no car excursions, 
because my husband was ill ·with recurrent chills . We thought he had 
caught this disease on the inhospitable Southampton docks. However, one 
day when he felt well, we went for a long drive. Our· first find was on 
the beach at Exmouth where we saw the Oyster-catcher, a most satisfactory 
big piebald shorebird, so easy to identify. 

We stopped to eat lunch by a mountain gorge in which ran a swift 
rocky stream. I remarked "This is where we should see a dipper 11

• My 
words seemed to conjure it up, for in no time we saw one flying low 
over the rocks, alighting on them, and constantly giving its jerky dip. 
My husband said it gave him the hiccoughs to watch it. It is like our 
Rocky Mountain Dipper, but prettier, as it has a white thr-oat and 
chestnut under-parts to set off its dusky bacl~. Vie also saw one swallow 
and wondered if, on the 8th of April, it made a summer. This day brought 
my number of birds seen to 50 species in eleven days, half of the total 
of our four month's trip. 

Next day I identified a Blackcap, a pleasant little warbler, one of 
the few of which I could be sure. The experts tell them all by their 
songs, but as there was no ·one to identify them, I had to rely on s i ght . 
The birdsong is -in England, I should say, louder and more prevalent 
than here. Much of it is made by the Blackbird, Chaff'inch, and Song 
Thrush, which are common birds and frequent the gardens even of town· 
hotels. I felt that-we were in the midst of migrat ion ti.me in Devon, to 
which it comes early, and left the region with regret. 

We now moved on to-Somerset, where we stayed with friends in an 
Elizabethan manor-house, with a church and churchyard adjoining, and 
gardens and farm nearby. Spring was less advanced there than in Devon
shire; but we met many of the birds we had seen earlier, and added a 
Heron , much like our Great Blue, a Greenfinch , ·which is a rather nonde
script heavy finch and a-Hedge Sparrow , which is not a sparrow at all. 
It is a stripy mouselike, disappearing actor with a lovel y song that 
recalled to me the Song Sparrow's. There too, we saw the striking Green 
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Woodpecker foraging on the lawn with a flicker. 

On April 15th we set out for London, I thinking rather regretfully, 
"There t 11 be· no birds to see there a. On the way ·we stopped at Wilton 
in Wil tshir·e, one of those ;istately homesn that keeps its taxes paid by 
letting the public in to view it. I n the grounds ·were wonderful great 
trees, among them Deodar Cedars and Cedars of Lebanon. The gardens were 
bordered by a winding stream and in a wood acr-oss the water· we heard, 
ncuckool cuckool", so like a clock that we could not but recognize it. 
The papers had r·eported i ts being heard only the previous day, so we 
must have encountered one of the fir-st ar·rivals. He v1as 11but a wandering 
voice" that day, but later we got to knov, him by sight as he sang with 
half-spread wings from a conspicuous perch. 

Later that day in a public park we saw swimming a Great-crested Grebe, 
rather like a large Horned Grebe. I was·disappointed to find how few 
birds there were in the big London parks, such as Hyde Park or Kensington 
Gardens . Except for a few Blackbir-ds and Chaffinches, they were almost 
wholly inhabited by sparrows. However, where there ·were large artificial 
ponds and little lakes water-birds were to be found. swans, of course, 
wer·e everywhere, even in the Pool of London, where their plumage was 
stained an oily grey. By far the best of tpe lakes was in St. Jam.es' Park 
where geese and ducks wer·e plentiful . It was hard to tell which were 
resident park birds and which were wild ones. I compr·omised with my 
conscience by listing only native bir·ds which .might have been free to 
come and go, and none of the obviously exotic ones like Pelicans or 
Egyptian Geese. 

One of the commonest birds in this park was the Coot. It looked 
exactly like our·s, but behaved differently. Nest building we.s in full 
swing· and fighting was ver·y prevalent. We ·were embarrassed for· the 
Coots, because of their' quarrelsomeness and their rough treatment of the 
winter Moor-Hens. As there did not seem to be enough space on the 
marshy islands in the lake, the Coots took to the paved or· grassy edges 
of the pond and for their nests piled up weeds and grass not six feet 
away from tee busy path that ran around the lake. 

Easily seen ducks on my first visit to the park were the Pochard, 
a red-headed duck rather like our Canvasbaclc. My favourite was the 
Tufted Duck, rather like our Ring- Necked, with a crest behind his head· 
and a golden eye. The geese I never did get sorted out satisfactorily, 
not having a book when I saw then1, nor being able to remember all their 
points after getting back to a text. I recommend this park highly to 
any birdwatchers in London, for one might see almost anything there in 
migration . Moreover it was pleasant· to see flocks of Black-headed Gulls 
swooping over the waters, and the green grass and the tr·ees here in the 
midst o:f this great city. One bird vve hardly dared list was the raven 
st:-colling over the grass in the Tower of London. Its wings of course 
were clipped. There have been ravens there for hundreds of years. There 
used to be an allotment of meat for them larger than humans get in England 
these days. 

At sixteen, one of m.y favourite poems was Rupert Brooke's "The 
Old Vicaragen, Grantchester-n. We drove from. Cam.bridge to that pr-etty 
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village and had tea in the gaI'den of the lovely little inn that had 
on its wall couplets of veI'se from the poem. 

And after, ere the night is bor-n, 
Do hares come out about the corn? 

or 
And oft between the boughs is seen 
the sly shade of a Rural Dean ••• 

and 
Stands the Church clock at ten to thr·ee? 
And is there honey still for tea? 11 

Two of us went back to Cambridge by canoe on the River Cam. It 
must have resembled the river in "The Wind in the Willows" - slow and 
winding, running between low mud banks topped by green fields, with here 
and there a stand of willows. Ahead of us fluttered a Sandpiper, and we 
caught a glimpse of a Jay - ruddy-brown with a blue patch in its wing. 
Br·own furry water-rats disappeared into holes in the bank. We saw our 
first Swifts and· later· got to know them. very well. They are somewhat 
larger than ours, much more plentiful, and much noisier. They whirl in 
flocks about the eaves of houses, disappearing into cracks between the 
stones and coming out to wheel away with a loud twittering note that 
rises to a shrill scream. Al though the shor-e seemed suitable, we vrere 
not able on this day nor anywhere else to see a Kingfisher, but we did 
find a Swan's nest guarded by male and female. 

Next ·we moved on to Suffolk and Norfolk· and were taken on a day 
long tour of those countries. They are flat, but by no means uninteresting, 
with their dikes and windmills. The villages were some of the loveliest 
we saw, with their numbers of reed-thatched brick or half-timbered houses. 
We stood on the wall of a ruined castle, looked out over blossoming trees 
and heard a chorus of bird song. My friend exclaimed, :11 think I hear 
a Nightingale~n That was the near-est I ever came to hearing one, and at 
that I could not pick out its unknown song from the local symphony of 
Blackbirds, Thrushes, and what other birds I knei:1 not. Both· thrushes 
are very loud and persistent singers and so is the blackbird, which 
whistled once so far on·into the dusk that we thought he would turn 
out to be a Nightingale, and hunted him out with half-formed hopes until 
he revealed h i mself . 

That day we met a Yellow-Hammer, a large russet-brown finch with 
a bright yellow head. It sits on a wire or twig and plainly says, 11A 
little bit of bread and no cheese 11

• It is agreeable to encounter a bird 
with easily recognized plumage and a song that is the same. 

Next we went to Gloucestershire and spent a day at Peter Scott's, 
- or the Severn 1Nildfowl Trust's - great sanctuar·y at Simbr·idge, where 
he is trying to have specimens of all the ducks; geese and swans of the 
world. There are many pinioned specimens there, but also birds that are 
free to come and go at will . We were too late (May 9th} for the wild 
geese that winter· there, many of which are banded. However, we saw more 
geese than we could possibly learn to recognize even with a key. I 
finally gave up trying and settled down in the North American pen to enjoy 
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the Canada Geese, Wood Ducks, and other wild fowl that I already knew. 
The Queen had visited Slimbridge only a few days previously and the 
papers had carried pictures of her inspecting the Trumpeter swans newly 
sent from Canada. The scenery was not spectacular here - low ground with 
winding ponds and fenced pens - but privileged members are allowed 
beyond them to the feeding grounds along the Severn River. There is a 
decoy tunnel near the pens in which great numbers of birds are netted for 
banding. That day a busload of school children from some nearby city 
was spending the day at the sanctuary playing ball, eating lunch and 
being conducted over the pens. We went down t o the Severn estuary at the 
end of the day and had there a more thrilling sight than the penned bir·ds -
three wild curlews in sight a moment and then gone. 

In the Regent's Par·k Zoo in London was a small collection of British 
birds which I looked over to help in identifying them in the wild. I 
also heard a bit of a bird song record, but was unable to find where one 
could be bought for help in studying the songs. 

The next few days added a Spotted Flycatcher - I had thought the 
family wholly an .American one, but this little fellow I knew· for a fly
catcher at first glance - a few doubtful warblers, and some kind of 
brown hooting owl disturbed in the dusk in Richmond Par·k where I was 
hunting vainly for a Nightingale. 

Now comes our best birding day of all, at Scolt Head in Norfolk, 
where there· is a most interesting sactuary. We spent the night at 
King's Lynn, a lovely town little lcnown to North Am.er·ican tourists. 
Early in the morning of May 24th we drove to Scol t Head, to be there 
when the tide was right . The warden of the sanctuary took us with a 
party of birdwatchers to an island of sand-dunes half a mile off shore. 
After showing us all he could, he left us to spend the day where we liked, 
except where the nests were thickest. ·He had a lot to show us, too. He 
was a local man with a pleasant accent, ver·y well versed in the ways of 
his birds, and glad to share his knowledge. We had missed most of the 
migrating shore birds, but in compensation saw myriads of nests of Terns, 
Common, Sandwich and Least. We had to walk carefully to avoid tr-eading 
on them. Bob marked each new nest with sticks, and we found others which 
he had not seen. The birds were easily disturbed and circled around 
screaming, but did not dive-bomb us. Bob showed ·us also the nests of 
the Skylark , Linnet, 11eadow Pipit; Ringed Pl over, Turnstone and Oyster
catcher. We swam in the cold sea, ate lunch, sunned., slid down the 
dunes, explored , or slept, as 'we felt inclined. I had a long walk over 
the mud-flats to see a Scoter, and managed to see a dark shape diving 
and reappearing in a distant bay. Vie came home thoroughly happy. I 
had seen 9 birds new to my life list, and we all had had the best day's 
sunning of our English trip. 

At this time we vrere making what vie called our· 11great northern 
tour". We went on to· Lincolnshire, a bit of Derbyshire and Yor·kshire. 
At Blan.chlands, Yorks, we foll owed another winding stream haunted by 
Wagtails and Dippers, and proceeded to Northumberland, v1hich had a 
remote and un-English feeling. 

At Barn.borough there was an ancient (restored) castle built on an 
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outcrop of rock, where nested numerous gull-like birds - Kittiwakes I 
thought them to be, but now believe they were Fulmar· Petrels. From, 
there we drove to the pleasantly-named fishing village of Seahouses, and 
took a fishing-boat to the Farne Islands. These rocky islands lie about 
a mile off the coast; They are formed of volcanic rock that splits into 
pinnacles and clefts, rather like the·Giant 1 s Causeway, making ledges where 
thousands of sea-birds nest - Puffins, Guillemots, Cor·morants and Gulls. 
On the grass and shingle of the Inner Farne were numerous nests of Arctic 
Terns, which screamingly resented our presence, and dive-bombed us as we 
stood on the causeway' above the landing- place. 1Ne were not allowed to 
walk near their nests, as they were so thickly strewn. 

Most famous of all the Farne Island birds are the ducks. For centu
ries these islands were ecclesiastical property, and on the Inner Farne 
was a · tiny monastery. The most famous human dweller there was the Saxon 
saint, Cuthbert, who left to become Bishop of Holy Island, but returned to 
Farne to die. A century or two after his death, the Danish invaders were 
h3.ri:-ying the coast. The monks took his body on a long journey inland, and 
finally his coffin settled itself at Durham, where the wonderful dark 
Norman cathedral was buil t around it. 

St. Cuthbert spent his happiest years on· the Inner Far·ne, almost alone, 
trying to grow a little food on its thin soil, and loving and protecting 
his ducks. His influence is·said to have made them tame, so that they 
could be stroked on the nest, as they can to this day. Some fishermen are 
said to call them 11st . Cuthbert 1 s ducksn, but we only heard them. called 
Eiders. 

The saint's chapel has been restored, but most of the other buildings 
are in ruins; and against, or even on, the roofless walls, and in clumps 
of' grass everywhere, the long-nosed mother ducks are sitting. The males 
are enjoying themselves far away on the waves, but the females hardly 
ever leave their nests . If they do go, they pull a little down or grass 
over their eggs, to hide them from the robber Black- backed Gulls, We 
were warned to walk quietly so as not to flush a duck and make her leave 
her eggs uncovered. One duck the keeper spoke to and told us to stroke. 
We did so with a feeling of unbelief. How could we actually stroke a 
wild Eider in a ruined shrine? 

Soon after the ducklings are·hatched (i. e . in 2 or 3 days) the 
mother takes them down to the sea, and l eads them towards the mainland, 
where they feed just offshore. 

I had seen Puffins before at Bonaventure Island, but only·by ones 
and twos. Here on the cliffs at the western end of the island, we saw 
them by dozens. Here· too we saw Fulmar Petrels, which v1ere new to me, 
myriads of Guillemots , and some Razor-billed Auks, and many Shags and the 
larger Eur·opean Cormor·ants. The sea was too rough to allow us to land at 
any of the other islands, but we sailed near enough to see myriads of 
Cor·morants and Shag on the pinnacles. 

The only other sanctuary we saw was the Bass Rock in the Firth of 
Forth, ·inhabited by Gannets. We joined a party on one of the Sunday 



- lO -

excursion boats, and cir·cled the island. It was not a nevv sight to me, 
after having been at Perce, and having seen many movies of it, but it' 
was still a wonderful one. The cliffs were white with the huge birds, 
and when the boat drew near they flew off their nests, and the air seemed 
white with their giant wings. 

Next we went to the Lake District where we added two rather uncommon 
bir·ds to our list. One, found in the dusk in a memorial garden, was a 
Pied Flycatcher, all black and white. The other, on an almost treeless 
mountainside covered with gorse and gr·ass, was a Red start, with a shrill 
whistle and a red tail. In a large garden there I missed by minutes a 
flock of Long-tailed Tits. 

We next set off for three ·weeks on the Continent. It was nearly the 
end of June, and it became very hot and dry. Birds seemed to be much 
less comm.on than in England, but whether there are actually fewer -in 
comparable seasons I do not know. I added only three certainties, a Black 
Redstart; which is more of a garden bird and tamer than ·his English 
relative, a Red-Backed Shrike, and, one morning at dawn, a Crested Tit. 
Passi bles were a huge black bird soaring over Lake· Como, a vul t.ure per·haps; 
and an eagle high in the Austrian Alps. To finish, we saw what must have 
been a pair of storks in Germany on the plains, just after we turned north 
from Switzerland and left the mountains behind. When we got back to 
England, the harvest season was in progress, and the season of birdsong 
was over. 

I have been-grateful for the excuse to relive these 'Hundred Days'. 
Wherever we were, I was watching for birds. ·The rest of my family 
remembers best the varieties of English cars, the music in the cathedrals, 
or the architecture of the towns: but more than these I remember the 
sounds and the sight of the English-birds. There are perhaps no more 
rarities to be seen there than here, but birds seem to be in greater 
numbers. In the spring, at least, there are fiel ds full of Rooks, skies 
full of Swifts and Swallows and gardens full of song. 

R. M. Saunders, 
Editor. 




