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THE WINGED CHILDREN

Chapter 1

VISITORS FROM THE TROPICS

As the day for closing school drew near, Kenneth and Lucille
looked forwerd te a dull summer, Everybedy seemed teo be go-
ing comewhere for the leng vacation except themgelves. To
begin with, their father, whe was a photegrapher, was leav=-
ing for Central America te take pictures of the Indiens, and
the animals ef the forest, and the birds, and anything else
that would make an attrasctive photegraph. Then Alice Nichels,
one of their best friends, was going to Mexico with her mother
to visit an aunt. And Robert Ewang, who lived next door,
would go to Colorade with his parents. But Lucille and Ken-
neth would have te stay at home and pass the long summer in
the suburbs ef a small city.

Kenneth tried hard te persuade his father te take him
along to Central Americe, but it was ef no use,

"No," oaid Mr. Colten, "when I have gone, you will be the
only man in the house, and you must stay and look after your
mother and gsister and see that noe harm befalls them, You are
nearly eleven, and it it is time that you begin to feel res-
ponsible for your family."

"But if I am such a man, Father," pleaded Kenneth, "you

should take me aleng to help you. I would protect you froem



the jaguars, and the boas, and the other monsters of the
forest, which might pounce upon you from behind while you
are focusing your camera. You ought to have some trusty
friend to guard you then,"

Mr, Colton smiled and patted the lad's shoulder with
his big hand. "There are no monsters where I am going half
20 dangerous as those I shall leave behind me, I want you to
stay and see that your sister comes to no harm from them.
Promise me that you will,"

Kenneth looked puzzled. "What monsters, Father?" he
questioned slowly.

Mr. Colton led his son to a front window. Soon a big
automobile dashed down the tree-shaded, curving roadway before
the house, missing by inches a careless dog.

"There!" exclaimed the man., "That's one of the monsters
that I mean., It's much more dangerous than any animal in the
forests of Central America-- especially to a little girl of
nine, I want you to promige me that you will watch over Luc-
ille and see that she does not play in the roadway., That
will be a man's jobh."

"All right, Father," promised Kenneth, still not without
feeling that it would be much more manly to stand beside his
Tather with a rifle or cutlass while he took pictures in the
tropical forest,

A few days later, Mr, Colton gset forth on his long jour-
ney, with chests and trunks of cameras and photographic sup-

plies and cemping equipment, Mrs. Colton and the children sew



him off at the railroad station. When they returned home with-
out him, all were quiet and subdued and lonely. Kenneth was
the first to break the silence.

"Oh, Mother!" he said, "I wanted so much to go with Father
and see how bananas and coconuts grow, and maybe see a jaguar
in the forest." The mere thought of glimpsing a great, yellow,
spotted form stealing catlike between huge, dark trunks of
the tropical forest sent shivers of excitement along his spine.

"And I wished to see the Indian women that Father told us
about, in their bright sheawls and skirts; and the monkeys and
the parrots; and maybe bring an Indian baby and a little mon-
key and a parrot home to raige," added Lucille.

"The parrots and monkeys are much happier in the forests
where they belong," their mother said gravely, "and you two
are far better of%::ﬁera you belong. Why! I am looking for-
ward to a delightful summer for all of us right here, working
and playing together and helping each other; weeding the
flower garden and watching all the new things we've planted
this year as they grow and bloom., There's love~in-a-mist, and
tigridia, and tuberose, and the new spotted snap-dragons, and
so many other new things for you to see without going so far.
Listen!" = here Mrs. Colton stopped speaking to listen to
clear, bright bird notes that seemed to drift down from one
of the trees that shaded the lawn .- "The Baltimore Orioles
think this is a very pleapsant place, They've come all the way
from the tropics just to build their nest in our elm tree.

They must think it a nicer tree than any they could find in



Central America,

The orioles had nested in the elm tree in past years, but
neither Kenneth nor Lucille had given much attention to them,
Now that the children knew that these birds had passed the
winter in the land to which their father was going, they be-
came interested.

"0, vou beautiful, proud bird!" exclaimed Kenneth one
morning, as from a window at the top of the house he looked
out at the slender figure, clad superbly in glowing orange
and black, singing cheerfully in the treetop. Meanwhile, his
mate, more plainly attired in dull yellow and gray, was weav-
ing her pouchlike nest at the end of a slender, swinging
branch of the elm tree. At their mother's suggestion, the
children placed bits of string and colored yarn on the rail-
ing of the upstairs porch, and watched her take them in her
sharp, skillful bill and weave then into the strong fabric.

Lucille thought that the oriolds mate ought to help build
the nest. "Just like s man!" phe exclaimed contemptuously,
"to sit singing and loafing while his wife does all the
housework!" She wags in some ways wise beyond her years.

Kenneth stood up valiantly for his own sex. "He's too
beautiful to work and get his lovely plumage all mussed up.
He cheers her with his song while she toils—~ that's just as
important,”

Mother smiled wisely. "Let's wait and see whether he will
work," she said,

Through the early weeks of June, while the female oriole



sat patiently hatching out the four pretty eggs in the swing-
ing basket that she had woven, her mate continued to sound
his bright, clear whistles from the top of the elm tree. But
soon there came a time when he sang far less, The eggs had
hatched and he was busy hunting green caterpillars and winged
inasects and bringing them to the nest while his partner kept
the naked nestlings warm. But even while he gsearched for food
and brought it to the nest in his bill, he sent forth a few
clear notes.

"There!" cried Kenneth in triumph, "see how he can work
when there's need for it." As the only man in a household of
women, he felt touchy about the honor of his own sex. When
his father was at home, it was easier to uphold.

A week or ten days after the father oriole started to
bring food to the nest, a calamity befell his family. The
bough that supported the baby orioles' cradle hung over the
telephone wires; and the linemen, passing that way to clear
the wires, had lopped it off, nest and all. Either they had
not seen the orioles' swinging nest, or they had not cared.

Lucille was the first to notice the nest lying on the
grass by the sidewalk, among the litter of fallen branches
that the men from the telephone company were throwing into
their big truck to haul away. She ran out just in time to
save it.

"Oh, you naughty men!" she exclaimed, almost in tears.
"Look what you've done! 'You've destroyed our orioles' nest

that the birds have come all the way from the tropics to



make.,"

As she 1ifted the nest from the ground, she saw that it
still held three neastlings only partly covered with feathers.
They clung tightly to the bottom of the nest with their toes.
The fourth had fallen out and lay dead on the sidewalk near by.

"I'm sorry; I did not see it," the big man who seemed to
be the foreman of the erew said apologetically., "There! don't
cry, miss; the little birds have come to no harm."

Taking a penknife from his pocket, he carefully cut off
the slender twig to which the nest was fastened, and handed
it to Lucille, The large branch was then thrown into the truck;
the foreman tipped his cap to the little girl, climbed up to
the front seat, and drove off,

Meanwhile, the parent orioles were flitting back and forth
among the boughs overhead with food in their bills, perplexed
and distressed by the disappearance of their nest and young.

"Now what shall we do?" asked Lucille, as she held up the
nest carefully so that its occupants would not fall out,

Her brother thought a few moments. "I know!" he exclaimed,
"I111 ¢limb up into the elm tree and tie the nest as nearly
as possible where it was. Then the orioles will find it and
take care of their nestlings. You keep the nest while I go
for some string and the ladder, so I can reach the first branch."

In a few minutes he returned with his mother, the two car-
rying the heavy ladder between them. He had a ball of cord in
his trousers pocket, Together they set the ladder against the
rough bark of the high trunk, and Kenneth climbed up a few
steps. When he was above his mother's head, she handed up the

nest to him. Now a new psrplexity arose; he found that he



needed both hands for climbing.

Mother solved the difficulty. "Give me the nest and
climb up to where you will tie it. Then let down one end of
the string. By this you can pull it up.”

Kenneth was a strong and fearless climber, and soon was
so high in the tree and so far out on a branch that Mrs.
Colton had to call and tell him it was not gsafe to go far-
ther. Then he let down the string; his mother tied the nest
to it by the supporting twig; and he hauled it up. He fast-
ened it securely to a slender branch, then returned to the
ground.

The parent orioles promptly found their nestlings in the
new position, Soon they were bringing them food more fre-~
quently than ever, for they had becowe very hungry.

The children wrapped the dead nestling in green leaves,
and buried it solemnly in a flower bed among the sweet-

Williamsa,



Chapter 2

AN UNZXPECTED VISITOR

The summer slipped by more pleasantly than Kenneth and
Lueille had expected, and all too swiftly for them. There
was ithe lawn %to be mowed, and the Tlower-beds to be weeded
and trimmed, and the rosebusheg tied up, and each new kind
of flower, as it opened its first blossoma, to be admired
for its size and color and fragrsnce, and later cut to fill
the vases in the house.

Then there was the great Fourth-of-July celebration,
with plenty of noige, and many-colored fireworks at night,
and more good things than they could eat, even at risk of
paving later for their pleasure with aching stomechs. There
were week-end picnics with friends who owned automebiles %o
pleasant spots in the distant countryside, where the children
could awim; and in the dusk, when the fireflies began to flash
and the Whip-poor-wills to call their names loudly, they would
kindle a campfire and sit around it to eat supper. Later, they
toasted marshmallows over the glowing coals,

Then, too, aas the cherries and strawberries and peaches
ripened, each in turn, there was plenty of work helping Mother
make preserves for their bread next winter. On hot August
alfternoons, when the day's tacsks were done, Kenneth and Luc-
ille would put on their bathing suits and splash about in the
cooling spray from the lawn-sprinkler — delightful gport! After-

ward, they would dress and sit in the swing with Mother beneath



the deep, cool shade of a great oak tree that grew in the
dooryard, while she read them storieg from a book, or the
latest letters from Father. How the children loved to be
read tol

They eagerly looked forward to their father's leiters,
which as a rule arrived every Wedneaday morning. If a Wed-
nesday pagssed without his letter, hecause he had been travel-
ing too far from a post office, then ithere would be two letters
the following week.

Father's letiters were full of interest to his family.
They told of ithe strange, white-walled cities he visited,
where people spoke unfamiliar langhages, and wore colorful
clothes. They told of great mountains he had crossed; and
how, after a long, hard elimb, he looked down into the fisery
mouth of a smoking volcano, and smelt its sulphurous fumes.
fle wrote of long journeys by %train, and automobile, and mule-
back over rough trails through great forests, with Indian
porters %to carry hig cameras and equipment and provisions
on their backs. e degcribed gueer animal% and birds with
beautiful plumage and lovely songs. But he saw no Ealtimore
Orioles; they had all left the tropics to build their nests
in the north at that eeacon. However, he saw many orioles of
other kinds, sweetest somgsters brightly clad in gold and black,
11thouzh some sang more beautiful songs, none, he thoughi,
wore plumage so delightfully colored as the oriole who sang

in their own elm tree,

In one letter, he told how he had seen monkeys, and taken



ry

snapshots of them as they jumped from tree to tree, In
another, he Wwrote about an ant-eater his men had caught,
and how he had photographed it, and later set it free.

“Oh, how I wish he had kept it to bring home to me.
I+ would make such a nice pet!" exclaimed Lucille.

"$illy! It would seratch you whenever you picked it up,"
said Kenneth., "Didn't Father write that it had claws nearly
two inches long, and he had to be very careful of them as he
placed the animal in different poses?'

"Pfhat doesn't matter. I would train it to be very gentle,
and it would not hurt me," replied his siester.

"Well, we shall all see the photogzraphs of 1he ant-eater
when Father returns," said Mother, to put an end to the argu-
ment.

"I can hardly wait until he gets back. How I wish I were
with him!" exclaimed Kenneth,

Late one warm August afternoon, they had a pleasant sur-
prise, Mr. Fargo, a-gggg friend of the family, dropped in un-
expectadly to call on them. e was old and gray now, and took
l1ife easily, but when younzger he had been a great traveler
and explorer. There seemed to be few places of importance he
had not visited. He had an endless stock of gstories about hiag
adventures, and the children delighted to hear him. Of course,
he was persuaded to stay for supper. Luckily, Mother had made
peach pie that morning; and Kenneth went on his bicycle to
fetch ice cream. They had & royal feast!

When the meal was over, Mother washed the dishes and every-



body, including Mr. Fargo, helped to dry them, They tried to
make him sit in the parlor and read the evening paper while

they put things in order, but he insisted on helping, too.

How many %times had he washed and dried dishes, and cooked and
wached clothes, and even sewed, when he itraveled in wild places,
he said. Lucille thought it would be funny to see a man wash
clothes and mend them - her father never did.

"I'11 bet a box of candy against a flower from the garden

—
~

that he is doing it on this trip," said Mr. #argg and chuckled
heartily.

When the dishes had been dried and arranged neatly on the
shelves of the dresser, they all sat on the lawn beneath the
big oak tree and talked of many things. Kenneth told Hr., Fargo
how he had tied the orioles' nest up in the elm tree after
the telephone linemen had cut it down; and how the parent
oricles had come to take care of it in the new position; and
how the young orioles had grown feathers and flown away.

“But I saw it first after the men cut it down," said
Luecille, "If it hadn't been Tor me, the men would have thrown
it into the truck with the branches and hauled it away to
the dump,"

"Well, you both deserve credit for saving the young
orioles, " said Mr, Fargo. "That is splendid! Soon the
young orioles will be hig and otrong enough to Tly south to
the tropics where your father is. Something that owes its
life to you.— that is almost a part of you, you might say —

will be taking the long journey %to the tropics. That should



be a thought to make you happy. It is almost the same ag
going yourselves."

n

"But it is not guiie the same, Mr, Fargo," insicted Ken-

neth. "Oh, how I wish I could have gone with Father to the
tropics!"

"You have plenty of time to see the tropics, ladq, if
you've a mind to," said the old man kindly. "I was nearly
twice your age when I lelt my father's roof, and I've seen
a good bit of the world in my day— a good bit of the world."

" gaid Lucille, "you've been nearly

"Please, Mr. Fargo,
everywhere. Tell us more about the tropics. Tell ugs what the
orioles will see when they fly southward."

"{es, that's an idesa," added Kenneth eagerly, "tell us
what our orioles will see when ithey fly away from us."

The old man sat in silence for a minute, collecting
his %thoughts. Soon he spoke:

"Let us see, I suppose that first the father oriole, who
has been too busy all summer raising his family to have time
for 31t sooner, will perch in the top of the elm tree, or per-
haps even on your window sill, to sing his thanks to you for
saving his children and to say good-by. Then he will Join

other orioles, and they will fly southward. They will croas

.reat rivers, and forests, and fields, and fly over big

(=]

cities in the night. They will travel chiefly by night, so
that they will be able to hunt food when they end each jour-

nasy in the morning. They will f1ly tirelesaly for many hours

7



over a vast body of water, and come at last to a most marvelous
land — a most marvelous land,

"And what will they see there? So many wonderful things
that I hardly know what to begin with: forests taller and
vaster than any you have ever seen — huge ancient monuments
of carved stone, standing silent and alone in their midst,
guarding their secrets for ages — great mountaing shooting
smoke and red-hot rocks from their summits.— cities that were
old before anybody lived in this.-— birds; great scarlet macaws
and tiny glittering hummingbirds scarcely bigger than insects,
and gorgeous quetzals with long green tails .= animals: monkegs,
great prowling jaguars, sloths that hang upside-down from hbhe
branches of trees and eat leaves - flowers: orchids with love-
ly blossoms growing high in the treetops, trees much bigger
than this old oak that drop all their leaves and cover them-
selves with a single glowing mass of bloom. What shall I
start with?"

"The sloths!" exclaimed Lucille, who loved animals. "They
must be cuch funny, upside-down creatures, living all their
lives in the treetops.

"The volcanoea®™ cried Kenneth, who had studied geography.
"It must be wonderful to see a great mountain shooting up smoke
like a steam engine."

"And Mr. Fargo," added their mother quietly, "you'll say
just a little about the orchids, I hope, for my sake." She
loved flowers.

Soon Mr. Fargo was talking away at a great rate, trying

to tell about all the marvelous things he had eeen on his



travels through the tropics. When he got started so, he did
not always know when to stop. He talked far into the night.
After @ while, Lucille fell asleep beside him in the swing.
Soon Kenneth was sleeping on the other aide. He talked on
and on, until even their mother began to doze, Finally, he
became aware that the children's questions had long since
stopped. Then he came to a halt in his story, and noticed
that they were sleeping beside hin.

"Oh! I'm sorry I have kept the children up beyond their
bed-time., You really should have stopped me. Talking too
much is, I fear, a common fsiling of old wanderers.”

"What?" said Mrs. Colion somewhat rudely, suddenly arous-
ed from her doze., "Oh! that's all right! They're really be-
coming big children %to fall asleep sitting up. I have enjoy-
ed everything you ssid, and I'm sure they have — until they
fell asleep.”

A

She was about to rouse the children and send them up to
bed, but Mr. Fargo stopped her. He gently lifted Kenneth in
his arms and carried him into the house, while their mother

followed with Lucille. The children were so drowsy that they

hardly awoke as they were undressed and tucked inte bed,



Chapter 3

THE TRANSFORMATION

A few stray beamgs of early sunshine, finding their way
through the dense foliage of the oak tree, fell into the
children's bedroom through the open window, Kenneth awoke
from happy dreams with sweet music in his eara. le lay a
minute half awake, enjoying the clear notes and wondering
where they came froum., Then he rubbed his eyes and looked
around. There on the window 8ill, outgide the screen, stand-
ing right in a sunbeam was the glowing, orange-and-black
form of the oriole, singing with all his might. The boy
listened awhile enchanted, not daring to move lest the song
cease. Then he reached across the pascage-way to his gister's
bed and shook her until she awoke,

"Iueille! Lucille!"he whispered, "wake up! Here is our
oriole come %to thank us for saving the lives of his children,
and to gsay good-by, before he flies away to the tropics, just
as Mr. Fargo said last night that he would."

Lucille awoke and listened, too, while the oriole contin-
ued to sing his sweeteat notes. Presently she said: "Ralse
the screen, Ken. I'm sure he wants to come in."

"No, that would scare him away. Let's just lie here and
listen,”

They listened in silence a few minutes longer, while the
oriole continued to whistle brightly.

"I'w sure he wanis to come in," said Lucille at last. "If



rs

you won't

And so she did,

raise the sereen, I will,"

then jumped quickly back inio bed.

The oriole stopped singing and hopped from the window

gill to the bureau that stood clooe

there to the white

i’y
8

1t was so hard and slippery that he

upon it and fell,

higs balance and hig dignity.

"I have come to thank you for saving my nestlings,

announced,

on a long journey. I'm going to the

more than half the year. It is very

when everything is green; but I don'

~

leaves,

I fly away, I would like to ask whet

can do to show my gratitude to you."

The children, sitting up in bed

What could an oriole do for them?

Lucille was the Tirast to gpeak.

pigeons. "Oh, Mr. Oriole, could you

father? Just a tiny little note,

a wing. lle would be so happy to rece

"With pleasure, if it ien't too

journey to make. But how shall I rec

Mio! Na!" cried Kenneth. "Take u

Mr, Oriole. That will be much better

"and to say good-by. Tomorrow I

beside it, and from

foot rail of Lucille's little iron bed.

almost lost hig grip

but with a flip of his wings he recovered

n hB

chall set forth
tropics, where I live
pleasant here in sumner

t like trees without

and cold weather I soimply cannot endure, But before

¥is o
her there is anthing 1

now, began to think hard.
She had read about carrier

take a letter to our

that you could carry under

ive it that way."

heavy. I have a long, hard

ognize your father?"

5 with you to the tropicse,



"S$illy:" said Lucille. "How can a bird carry a great big
boy like you?"

The oriole cocked his head to one 2ide and thought for a
moument. Presently he said: "Yes, I could take you with nme,

but firet I must make you orioles,"

"Oh, do, Mr. Oriole, do make us orioles!" cried Kenneth.
"What fun to be a bird and {ly!l™"

Lucille was more sober-minded and lesg apt to be carried
away by her enthusciasm, "But how could you change us into
orioles?" che asked gravely.

"There is & special kind of caterpillar, that lives only
on the gervice-berry bush, and if you eat three of them aplece,
before breakfagst, while I sing the Magic Incantation, you will
become orioles, This is a secret that has been known in our
family a long time, But it is only fair that I warn you that
the flight to the tropica is very dangerous. Many ol us who
start out never reach our destination; many who arrive there
never return, Perhaps you should at least ask your mother's
permission, before you decide upon it. 1 am a parent myself,
and I know how parents feel about such matters."

' suggested Lucille,

"Perhaps we should ask Mother,'

"No! No!" cried Kenneth, "She may forbid us to go. Really,
it can't be so dangerous. Father cald before he left that
there is no monster in Central America as dangerous as the
automobile., Alberti Stein was run over last week, and Jack's
dog was killed only yestercday. Please, Mr, Oriole, do tell us

where we can find those magic caterpillars.”

"iait!" commanded Mr. Oriole, "I'll be back in a few



minutes.f;nd he flew through the window and vanished.

"Indeed, I do think we should ask Mother's permission,"
jnsisted Lucille. "Things that are not dangerous for people
may be dangerous for little birds. There are hawks, and catag,
and snakes,.and terrible storms, and owls at night."

"Well, if you're afraid you needn'it go. But I'm going
to the tropics to see Father — and ohi so many things! 1
shall have wings like an angell'

While %the children discussed the matter, the oriole re-
turned with six caterpillars in his bill. fhey looked like
green measuring worms; they were long and hung down on each
cide of his mouth like an old-fashioned mustache and really
made guite a billful, The bird flew to Kenneth's bed and laid
three beside him on the pillow, then placed the other three
on Lucille's pillow.

NEat them'" he said. "They're delicious.”

"But if we eat them, how shall we ever become children
again?" asked cautious Lucille.

"I+ will be quite simple," replied the oriole. "It will
only be necessary to pluck off your feathers, and you will
grow into children again.”

Kenneth hesitated to put the caterpillars into his mouth.
"Ugh, they're still squirmingi I can'4t swallow them alive."

" urged the

"Indeed, they're not in the least unpleasant,
oriole,
Kenneth was determined to go with the oriole. "I'll pre-

tend they're medicine; I'll pretend they're bitter pills to



take," he gaid. "Pass me a glass of water, please, Lucille,®

On warm gummer nights, their mother placed two glasces of
water, covered by a napkin, on the edge of the bureau ai the
foot of Lucille's bed. The girl removed the cover and handed
one to her brother, who then put a caterpillar in his mouth
and swallowed with a big gulp. It slipped down easily. Two
more gulps took care of the other two caterpillars.

Lucille watched her brother intently, expecting to ses
him turn at onee into an oriole,

"Be quick," the oriole cautioned her, "or the spell will
not work. Swallow your caterpillars!"

50 Lucille =fellowed Kenneth's example, and took her
green caterpillars like medicine,

"Now," commanded the oriole, "lie down, both of you, and
cover your heads with your sheets.”

'S

‘They did as they vere told; and the oriole began to
sing a low, sweel warble, which was the Magic Incantation,”
45 he sang, the children felt themselves shrinking smaller
and smaller, like a rubber ballon when the air escapes. Each
top sheet sank lower and lower, until it lay almost flat on
the bottom one, except for a small hump in the middle. Next
they felt prickly all over, as though they suffered fron
heat rash. That was the feathers sprouting out from their
skins. Then the oriole stopped singing.

Kenneth hopped out from beneath the sheet, no longer a

boy but an oriole., Still afraid to trust himself to the air,

he hopped across his bed, then over hig sister's, then on to



the edge of the bureau. His eye caupht a glowing orange image
in the mirror. He cocked his head to one side to see it betier;
the image cocked its head to the same side. ie raleed his

right wing; the image raised its left wing. Ies! that was he,
just like Mr., Oriole, who stood on the window sill, watching
intently.

"Oh! Lucille," the boy eried out in joy, "ecome quickly and
look how beautiful we have become! We're just like MNr. Oriole."

Lucille emerged from beneath her sheet and joined her
brother on the bureau, But what she saw in the mifror was
quite different, Her plumage was grayioh and yellowish, like
that of a female oriole, far leoss brilliant than that of Mr,
Oriole and her brother. For nearly a minute she gazed in sil-
ence into the glass, trying to make out what had happened to
herself.

1T4's not fair!" she cried out in anger. "It's not right
that 'you should have such beautiful plumage and mine should
be so ugly. I ghan't go to the tropics in this hideOus dress.
1'11 pluck out every last one of these nasty feathers and be-
come Lucille again. Why did you treat me so unfairly, Mr.
Oriole?"

"Indeed, I couldn't help it; it's not my fault at all,"
explained the bird. "When a boy oriole is more than a year
0ld, he has orange-and-black feathers like mine; and a girl
oriole has Teathers like yours— that is all, I think you're
quite prettiy. You're very much like Mrs. Oriole, and I always
admired her greatly."

"But Kenneth is not a grown-up man, and I don't see why



he should become & grown-up oriole. He ought to have a dull
dress, like your children, and me,"
"I gsee I have not given them enough caterpillars; they

' asid the oriole to himself, and

are still people inside,’
flew off th the service-berry bush by the stream in the wood-
lot to fetch more of them,

"I don't see why you neerd to be so ugly and make so much
fuss," said Kenneth. "What difference does the color of your
feathers make, oo long as you can Tly and go to the tropics
with Mr, Oriole. I would gladly 'change feathers with you,
if only I could undress us I used to be able to do when I
was a boy."

"You're still a boy, a sloppy, careless boy who doesn't
care how he looks," snapped Lucille, still in a bad humor.

by thie tiwe the oriole had returned with another billful
of green caterpillars. He placed one in Lucille's mouth, juat
ar though he were feeding one of his own young. being & bird
ood to her, and she gwallowed it readily.

now, it tasied

g
Then he offered one to Kennsth, who hesitated to accept it.

"You must eat more of these service-berry caterpillars,”
explained the oriole, speaking with his bill full. "Tou have
becomwe birds only on the outside and are still human children
at heart, These will complete the change to orioles.”

WBut if we hecome orioles in our minds and hearts,"
objected Kenneth, "we might not recognize our father when we

see him in the tropics; and we might not remember what we

have seen when we return and pluck out our feathers to become



children again. I want to remember it all."

"You're a wise child," said the oriole. "Take just one
more; it will not hurt you; and I will eat the regt" —
which he prouptly did. "Now we must go."

"But aren't we going to take any clothes and things?"
acked Lucille, who had become more reconciled to her plumege
after eating the fourth caterpillar.

One of the drawsrs of the bureau had been left partly open
before they went to bed, Through the chink she could barely
glimpse the contents, although, being now a bbrd, she could
no longer open the draver,

"Oh, my pretty, new, white dress with the lace and blue
ribbons!" she cried. "I couldn't bear to go and leave it
behind."

"Foolish!" gaid Kenneth. "What need have you of a dress
now that you have feathers? They are much better; they are
warm and they shed the water like a raincoat, Besides, you
coulén't even 1lift your dress now. You ought to be glad we
can go without any baggage. It's so much bother; Father said
it is. Oh! what joy to travel without even school books!"

He was hopping up and down on the buresy scarf in hisg

impatience to try his new wings and be off.



Chapter 4

THE DEPARTURE

The sun wag rising higher into a clear sky and drying the
dewdrops from the lawn and all the glowing flowers in the
beds, Mr. Oriole was in a hurry to go.

"Come, nowi"

he said to the newly-made orioles, "we must
fly to the woods and hunt insects for breakfast., I'm still
very hungry, and I'm sure you must be, tco."

Ag he said this, he flew out from the window gill, expeét-
ing Kenneth and Lucille to follow, But as they stood on the
edge of the sill, looking down, the ground seemed a long way
below. They were afraid, and held back. When he gaw that
they were not following him, the oriole circled around in
the air and returned to them,

"Qome! come!" he exclaimed impatiently. "What are you
waiting for?"

" Ken-

"But you haven't yet taught us to fly, Mr. Oriole,
neth said humbly.

"ITt's not at all necegcary," replied the oriole. "I
never teach my own young. They fly fairly well as soon asg
they leave the nest, unlegs they are frightened out too soon
by a snake or a squirrel. And the young woodpeckers fly fronm
the moment they leave the hole in a dead tree where they grew

Lo

up, although I'm sure they haven'tit enough room ingide
practice flapping their wings. Just jump off and beat your

wings. They will not let you fall."



With this the oriole took flight once more, eager to be

off. Kenneth looked down at the ground again, and felt as he

had felit when first he had stood on the edge of deep water

(e

at the swimming pool and been expected to jump in. But he did
not wish his friend the oriole to think him a coward, sco he
set his bill hard together, instead of gritting his teeth, as
he would have done the day before - and jumped off into space,
flapping hie wings desperately. He flapped them so hard that
he rose sharply upward instead of falling,

0! the joy of flight, of feeling himoell 1lified and held
up by the thin air, which never bafore had been able to sup-
port him; of feeling it press careasingly against his breast
and the undersides of his wings, l1iRe a thing alive, to 1lift
him higher and yet hipgher above tihe ground: This was better
far than swimming; for a boy is lighter than water, and if
only he lets his muscles relax he may stay afloat in it like
a dead log.

I+ was betier, %too, %than riding in an airplane, that time
his father had stopped the car at a roadside flying field,
and, after twice asking the wman in charge whether it was all
quite safe, had taken Mother and then both children up for a
short cireling flight over the countryside. Kenneth had thought
he was going to be terribly afraid, and held %tightly to the
arms of hig seat as “he motor began to roar more loudly and
the machine started forward. And he was a bit frightened as
the airplane bumped rapidly over the landing eotrip. But as

soon as it began to rise, and the earth geemed to fall away



beneath him, the machine flew so smoothly that he promptly
Torgot his fear in the interest of geeing the land spread
out more and more widely beneath him, and houses and trees
shrink gradually te the size of %toys in a Christmag garden,
It was almost like riding in a swiftly moving train or auto-
wobile —except when the airplane ran into a "hole" in the
air and dropped suddenly ten feet, causing a sickening sen-
sation in the pit of his stomach,

0! it was far, far more delightful to rise up easily and
silently on his own wings; so delightful that all the boy
that otill remained in Kenneth wanted to chout loudly for
Joy. But he succeeded only in voicing bright, clear whistlegy,
like those of the oriole.

When Lucille saw that her brother did not fall in the air,
she followed, too. They circled around and over the big oak
tree, just for the pleasure of feeling themselves in the air,
then alighted upon an upper branch. They almost toppled over
ag they came down upon the branch, and had to clutch hard
with their toes to save themselves from falling. Alighting
on a perch was not as easy as it looked, They had to practice
wuch before they could do it well,

While they rested on their high bough, they took a fare-
vell look over the house and garden they knew so well., How
different it all looked when viewed from the air with the
eyes of a bird! Through the open kitchen window, they could
cee their mother standing at the sink, peeling peaches to mix

with the cereal for their breakfast. A wave of shame surged



over Lhem. Poor Mother! 8he tried so hard to make them happy,
and now they were about to leave for a long while, without
even saying good-by.

"We must tell Moiher where we are going and say good-by,"
caid Lucille. "We should have asked permission first."

"No, she may stop us," replied Kenneth, whose heart was
set upon going to the tropics. He thought for a few mouents,
then added: "I know! We'll leave a note on the bureau telling
her 21l about it. Father gchould be home next month, gso she
will not be alone very long."

e had read somewhere in a book aboul a bhoy who had
lef+* a note when he ran away from home., It would be just the
right thing to do. e started at once to fly back to the bed-
room to write the note. But after he had gone three or four
wing-Claps, he suddenly remembered that he no longer had a
hand to hold a pencil. already he was discovering that while
in some ways it is better to be a bird with wings, in others
5%+ is more convenient to be a boy with hands.

There was no choice left but to go to the kitchen window
and say good-by with their own voices. They alighted on the
5111 ouiside the screen, where Kenneth sang sweetly to his
mother. Lucille could utter only weaker notes that scarcely
made & song. Their mother looked up and gmiled a little, asc
though to herself, then went on paring and slicing the peach-
es. So the children had to leave their mother for many months
without even a farewell kise,

"I4's all your fault. I told you we should ask permission



! aajid Lucille to her brother. fShe

before we became orioles,'
wes angry again because he could sing better than she could.,

But Mr. Oriole, who was growing hungrier and hungrier,
hurried them off before Kenneth could think of a good answer
to make %o his sister. The oriole led them across roads snd
over houses and vacant lots to open country, where his wate
and three young were waiting for him in a gstrip of pleasant
woodland beside a river.

Here Mr. Oriole introduced Luecille and Kenneth to Mrs.
Oriole and the youngoters. Then each of the young orioles
came Torward in turn to thank the children for saving their
lives, They were very embarrasced; and so were Kenneth ana
Lucille, for they did not know what to reply. Finally Kenneth
bluried ouit, in oriole language, "Oh, that's Qll right!® A
little later he was sorry; it did not seem the right thiung
to say. Still, perhaps it was better than "You're welcome"
when you were thanked for saving a life, as though you had
been ihanked for half an apple or a piece of candy.

When these tedious formalities were over, nmuch to every-
body's reliefl, they began the sarious work of the day: hunt-
ing food. There were 5o many bugs of all kinds in the woods
in summer, the children had noticed, +hat they thought it
would be easy to gsatisly themselves. Presently Lucille gpied
a big red-and-black bug and was guite pleased with hersell;
but when she plucked it from she leafl with the tip of her
bi1ll, it made such a nasty odor that she dropped it in disgust.

Mra. Oriole, who was close by at the moment, explained to



Lucille that many brightly colored insecis were unfit to be

eaten; their brightness was a means of warning birds that they
the

tasted bad. The green and brown caterpillars and winged in-

ects and spiders were the best food, but these were the

(%]

hardest to detect on the green leaves or brown bark where %they
lived. Kenneth and Lucille hunted as hard as they could, but
they lacked practice Tinding insectg, and would have become
very hungry if the parent orioles had not fed them from time
to time, Jjust as though they had been their own fledglings.
How that the brother and sister had become orioles, they act-
ually enjoyed eating things like gpiders and green cater-
pillars! Only yesterday, the very thought of putting such
things into their mouths would have filled them with disgust,

In the afternoon, Kenneth happened to find in a bush a
big, green striped caterpillar that he thought would make an
excellent meal. But as he touched the fat creature with the
tip of his bill, it surprised and frightened him by suddenly
shooting out from near its head two long vellow horns that
had not heen visible before. At the same time, it sent Torth
such a disagreeable smell that he was glad enough to leave it
alone. Both child-orioles suffered many disappointments that
day .

They had also to learn how to care for their feathers.
I{ they had thought about it at all, they had supposed that
feathers were a suit of clothes you put on once and then for-
got.abeud, llow they discovered how mistaken such an idea is.

Aag they Tlitted through the irees searching for food, their



plumage became disearranged. Soon they noticed how much atten-
tion the orioles and other bhirds gave to the care of their
Teathers while they rested, and began to imitate them. Tach
Teather had to be carefully smoothed out and put in place
with the tip of the bill. Kenneth, who was still very much

a boy at heart, found this bothersome.- there were other things
he would rather do. It was like having to comb his hair on
mornings when he was in a great hurry to run out and play,
only now the combing had 1o be done all over his body, with

a bill that could not accomplish co much at a single stroke.
Nevertheless, he preened conscientiously, for he was proud

4

of his new orange-and-bleck sult, and did not wish to dis-
grace himself and his companions by letting it become di-
sheveled from neglect.

Lucille enjoyed preening her plumage and took pleasure
in its neat appearance. She was becoming reconciled to her
duller dress, for its subdued gshades were really beautiful
when you looked at them closely <= feathers are always beauti-
ful, Still, it was while arranging her plumage that she was
most jealous of her brother. To smooth out those glowing
orange-and-black feathers would have given her so much more
pleasurel

The newly-made orioles had so much to learn that Mr,
Oriole decided to delay their departure a few days, until
they were ready to fly southward with him. FTach day they
found food with less effort, By practicing among the trees,

they learned to fly more swiftly, and turn wore sharply, and

break their speed with a little upward glamtas they alighted



on a branch. They learned the meaning of the sharp notes by
which orioles and other small birds warn of the approach of
a hawk or other danger; and they obeyed these signals instant-
ly and without question, dashing into the nearest sheltering

foliage, and staying there motionless until the peril had

The woods were now full of birds of many kinds; but few
sang in these warm dayos of late summerj; and a careless person
might walk a long way beneath the trees without seeing any
of them, excepit perhaps a brilliant flash of gscarlet as a
tanager flew overhead. Only the litile White-eyed Vireos among
the willows and alders beside the river were in a songful mood,
tirelessly repeating their odd, breezy versec, Souetlimes a
red Cardinal sang a brief song, and now and then an oriole
sent forth a bright droplet of =sound.

Many of the birds were busy trying to satisfy the hunger
of clamorous broods of fledglinge already well featheread,
Others had shaken off their young, now well able to take
care of ihemselves, eand sought their own food in silence,
trying %to regain the strength they had lost during weeks of
self-sacrificing devotion to their young families. They were
also molting, putting on fresh uew plumage for their south-
ward flight. The youngsters, tog hunted diligently, %o build
up their strength and lay on fat that would provide energy
for the long flight ahead of them.

Kenneth and Lucille were delighted to meet among the trees

many small, bright birds they had never noticed before., Now



that they were birds themselves, they could come as close to
the strangers as they desired, without frightening them away.
Although many birds of different kinds might be hunting in
the same iree for the same kind of food, they seldom guarrel-
ed. Only rarely would one fly at another, who would flit
aside and so avoid & fight. The boys at Kenneth's school diad
not get along half so well together.

The foliage of the sour gum trees was already turning red.
The acorns were fast filling out, and some of the earliest
were already dropping from their cups. Goldenrod was coming
into blossom, and slender wands of silver-rod were raised in
the woodland glades. Farly asters were opening their bright
blue eyes with yellow pupils, In marshy openings in the woods,
cardinal flowers still held up their spires of blazing scar-
let. But summer was waning, autumn close at hand.

Those were happy days full of interest for Kenneth and
his sister, learning how to do so many new things, and see-
ing all old familiar objects with different eyes. In the cool
of the evening, Mr, Oriole led them to roost with hig family
in the dense Toliage of a red cedar tree, where they were
completely screened from the eyes of wandering owls searching
for tender birds to devour. Here they would turn back their
heads and bury them in the fluffed-out feathers of their
choulders, and he asleep as coon as it grew dark. Here among
cool green foliage they never tosaed sleeplessly, ag upon
the warm matiresses of their little white beds in the child~
ren's room at home, on such hot August nights as these. And

they slept oweetly and soundly until dawn.



Chapter 5

SOUTHWARD!

One night, about a week after Kenneth and Lucille had be-
come orioles, they were awakened by gentle pecks. It was
dark among the foliage of the cedar tree; but the evening
star still hung brightly above the creat of the western
hill, and the last faint glow of sunset had scarcely faded
from the sky. They had fallen asleep only a short while be-
fore and were exceedingly drowsy.

"What's that?" Kenneth asked sleepily.

"It's I," replied Mr. Oriole., "Come! We must leave now
for the tropics."

"But it's not morning yet, and I'm so sleepy,” complain-
ed Lucille.

"It's still a long time until morning, but we mostly
travel by night," explained the oriole. "Come! Come: The wind
in the palm trees is calling me from far, far away; and I
hear the bright songs of nmy cou9ina who dwell always in the
land where snow never falls. fmlhirsty for the gsweet nectar
of the white banana flowers, and hungry for the little black
berries of the cow's-tongue tree. I can't wait longer, for
the call is too strong. Come with mel"

Kenneth had forgotten what Mr. Fargo had told him about
the orioles' traveling by night, and supposed that they would
start their journey to the tropics some fine mo¢ning, when

the dew-laden meadows sparkled in the early gsunshine, and



that he would be thrilled at the moment of taking wing for

the long and dangerous voyage. But now he was too sleepy to
feel thrilled about anything. He, too, felt the call of the
tropices, but not as strongly as the orioles, because he had
not eaten enough service=berry oa#erpillars to make him wholly
an oriole inside. But mechanically, as though he flew in his
sleep, he followed Mr. Oriole and his family; and Lucille

went with her brother.

They rose above the treetops into the still, warm air of
the September night, then flew with their tails toward the
Pole Star. Mr. Oriole guided himself by the constellations,
just as his him offspring could do without being taught. He
felt an invisible thread pulling him irresistibly toward the
lands where palm trees grow and forests are always green,

The young orioles, hatched only three months before, felt

as strongly as their parents this mysterious attraction draw-
ing them southward to a land they had never seen. They might
just as well have traveled alone. But because Lucille and Ken-
neth were not truly orioles, they could not tell directions

by stars continuously changing their places in the sky, and
they would have gone astray if they had not cleosely followed
the others.

The stars twinkled above them as they flew through the
night, and below them fireflies made starry heavens of all
the open fields., All around them were other birds flying in
the seme direction, southward toward the lends where birds

fear neither hunger nor great cold. Some flew more swiftly



and shot ahead of the orioles; others went more slowly and

fell behind. The soft cries of the little wanderers sounded
beck and forth through the darkness. Movement and the rush

of cooling aif over their faces had now thoroughly aroused

the child-orioles, and they felt the thrill of traveling to
unknown lands in such strange, beautiful company.

They passed over lonely farmhouses, standing darkly amid
the fields, with here and there a broad beam of light stream-
ing ewt through an open window upon the surrounding lawns and
shrubbery, for people were still sitting up and the night was
warm., They flew over highways, which gleeamed whitely in the
headlights of speeding cars, to become dark again when they
had passed. Once a car, climbing a steep hill, shot the power-
ful beam of its headlights right into the eyes of the winged
children, blinding them and making them lose gight of their
guide., But in an instant 41t veered away, and they flew on
steadily as before.

Then, far below them, a train rushed through the night,
with lights gleaming brightly from its windows in long rows,
and its leng plume of smeke 1lit up from moment to moment by
flashes from the locomotive. Next, they ceame to a great city,
and flew for many minutegs above its miles and miles of streets,
marked out by countless lights standing in rows between the
dark roefs of the buildings. Seoon they became aware that they
were flying directly toward a tall tower, which rese high into

the night above all the surrounding buildings. The white shaft



gleamed dazzlingly in the beams of big electric floodlights,
which made the surrounding air seem darker than before. The
strong light caught and held the eyes of the orioles. They
could see nothing but the dazzling tower, and without think-
ing what they were deing, Kenneth, lucille, and the young
orioles flew toward it.

"Steady! Follow me! Don't dare te look at that light; loeok
only at me," Mr. Orieole commanded sharply. He had made the
journey many times and knew its dangers. His stern cemmand
broke the fatal spell under which the youngsters had fallen.
Fixing their eyes upon him, they flew safely by the tower.

But after they had passed it, Lucille could not resist turn-
ing her head to look behind for a mement. In that instant,

she saw a small bird shoot out of the darkness end dash against
the stone shaft hard enough te stun 1taelf. Then it fell, down,
down into the night. With her heart beating faster, Lucille
turned quickly and fixed her eyes steadily upon the dark fig-
ure of her guide. She said nothing, but she could never forget
what in that brief moment gshe saw,

Presently they were flying over open country again, and
all felt safer. As it grew later, fewer and fewer of the scat-
tered farmhouses showed lights in their windows, for people
were turning them out and going te bed. Kenneth could not help
thinking that their mother must be still sitting up, all alone
in their home so far back, waiting for their return, crying
perhaps. Neow, for the first time, he was sorry that he had

come awey without even asking permigsion, He wighed he could



turn around and fly straight to his mother and comfort her.
But it was toe late; he could only fellow his guide through
the starlight.

After they had flown fer hours, the waning moon rese abeve
the flat country on their left, and shed its pale light upon
a range of .greet mountains rising on their right, Now the
winged travelers could see more clearly what lay below them.
Soon they flew over a great river, winding like a bread ribben
through the sleeping land, with thin white mists stretching
here and there along its wooded shores,

On and on the erioles aped through the night toward the
lands where their ancestors had dwelt long ages age., Their
wings beat steadily, they hardly grew tired. At last, when
the moon had climbed until it stood almost overhead, the edge
of the sky on their left began to brighten. By degrees it
grew lighter and-lightér; the clouds lying low over the flat
land were tinted with rose and with orange the celor of Mr.
Oriole's breast; the half moon began to look pale,

Now they could distinguish clearly the separate trees in
a strip of wooedland over which they were pasgsing. Suddenly
Mr. Oriole circled, then half clesed his wings and dropped
almost straight down from high in the air. Only as he neared
the treetops did he spread his wings widely and, with a whiz-
zing sound, level off te alight in a tall pine. Mrs. Oriole
and the youngaters followed, but Lucille and Kenneth hesitated
to take such a dangerous-looking plunge. Fearing te lese sight

of their guide among the meny trees below them if they delayed,



they drepped as the others had done:ﬁall rested in the pine
tree until the sun rose and the day grew bright. Then they
searched feor breakfast, for they had become very hungry.

They traveled by night se they could use the day fer finding
food, and would net have te pass a day and a night tegether
without eating. Great hawks that can spirsl upward on cur-
rents of sun-warmed sir, then glide forweard on outspread,
motienlesns wings, may travel for hours without exerting them-
selves to flap. 8ince they expend seo little energy, they can
continue their long migratery journeys day after day without
eating. But small birds that must beat their wings constantly
as they fly need much food on the way.

Through mest of the merning the eriocles searched for feod
in the woodland. Then they rested through the warmest hours
of the day and put their plumage in erder by preening. In
the afternoen they hunted actively for feed again. After

nightfall, they resumed their southward journey.



Chapter 6

STORM AT SEA

Early one morning, after a long night's flight, the winged
traveiigrs came to rest in some trees near a great body of
water. The boughs of the trees were draped with Spanish
moss, which hung in long, gray streamers that waved grace-
fully in the breeze:that blew off the water. The trees were
full of birds of many colors, most of them smaller than the
orioles, who had made the same journey as they, and were
waiting to cross the Gulf of Mexico.

As Kenneth and hig sister looked over the water, they
could see no land beyond it, only a long, level line,where
the sky seemed to meet the water. This horizon curved evenly
around from the shore on their right to the shore on their
left, in one great, even sweep. They had never before been
to the seashore and were amazed to find the sea so vast and
empty. They wondered, too, where they would turn next, for
the water was straight ahead in the direction of their flight,

'What will we do pow?" Kenneth asked Mr. Oricle.

WFly straight onward, as we have been doing.®

"Over the water?"

"Yeg! Why not?"

"Ig it far to the other side?" asked Lucille.

"Yes, it is very far. We must fly all night and through
much of the next day, without anywhere to rest. But we can

do it, as I have done many times before. Beyond the water



lie the lands where it is always summer."

"Aren't you afraid, Kennie dear?" asked Lucille when
they were out of Mr. Oriole's hearing. "I wish we could go
back to Mother and not have to cross that terrible water.
Suppose our wings grew tired in the middle of it. Then what
would we do?"

Kenneth admitted that he was a bit afraid, but he would
not turn back now. Across the Gulf lay the tropies; the land
beyond
Mould be Mexico, he thought, for he remembered his geography.
Next came Guatemala, where their father was, Soon they would
see him, and all the marvelous things he had written about.
The thought gave him courage.

For two days they lingered near the sea, eating well and
resting from the long journey thaey had already made. They
slept at night in a live-oak tree heavily laden with the
Spanish moss. Then one evening, half an hour after sunset,
Mr, Oriole felt it was time to continue southward, He aroused
his companions. Together they rose into the air and set their
course boldly out over the open water.

The stars twinkled brightly above them, and their reflect-
ions glittered below in the water ruffled by soft breezes into
little dancing wavelets, The night was calm and fair, promis-
ing a prosperous passage across the Gulf. It was so caressing
and beautiful that the winged children forgot the fear they
had expected they would feel at the moment of setting forth
to cross that vast expanse of water. Behind them the broad,

sandy beach formed a long, lightecolored band, beyond which



the low-lying land stood darkly against the sky. Before them
were only the stars and the open sea.

On and on they flew, until the dark belt of land behind
them shrank to the breadth of a hair, then vanished. Sky above,
water below; stars in the sky and their images dancing in the
sea: that was all they saw, It made Kenneth and Lucille feel
clogser to the otioles than ever before. They were all as one
now; all facing the same perils in that vast emptiness. If
the orioles, guiding themselves by the constellations, had
suddenly vanished, the two child-orioles would not have known
which way to turn to reach the nearest shore,

After they had flown for many miles, they saw clouds bank-
ed over the water ahead, bleotting out the southern stars. Ais
they continued onward, the clouds rose higher and higher,
until the sky was covered with them, and not a single guiding
star could be seen. Soon the night became so intensely dark
that the birds could not see each other a few inches away.
They could keep together only by listening to the sound of the
air rushing through each other's wings, and by the calls they
continually uttered.,

The wind, too, was blowing harder and harder. If they had
been on the deck of a ship, the birds would have felt the
strong gale blowing from the southeast and lashing up an
angry sea. If they had been flying over land, with objects
below by which they could tell their direction and speed,
they would have noticed that they were hardly moving forward

at all, but rather being borne slowly toward their right.



But since they were flying blindly through the piteh-black
night, moving through the moving air at just the same speed
as before, they hardly noticed the wind, except when it came
in uneven gusts that flicked them sideways or suddenly held
them back, But Mr, Oriole, who was a seasoned traveler, felt
that they were not making progess, and warned his companions
that they must fly harder or they would be driven back.

Now the lightning began to flash, writhing like swift,
fiery serpents through the dark, massed clouds so close
~abové them. The sudden blinding light revealed how rough
the sea had become, heaving up in great, foam-crested billows
that seemed to reach hungrily toward the little wanderers,
as though to pull them down into the surging water. They
were flying low now, for the wind was not quite so strong
near the water as higher in the air. Sometimes they felt the
sting of galt spray driven sharply into their faces,

The flashes of lightning were followed by long, rolling
peals of thunder. How loud and frightful they sounded, rumbe-
ling on and on over that empty, angry sea! The sudden dark-
ness following the flash of light made it sven more difficult
for the birds to see their companions; the noigse of the thun-
der drowned all the sounds they made. Without eyes or ears
to guide them, they would become separated from each other,
and fly fearfully alone until the next flash of lightning
revealed where their companions were.

Then the rain fell in big, heavy drops that came thick

and fast, beating the birds down toward the waves that reach-



ed up as though to seize them, It seemed that they would never
be able to save themgelves, creatures so small and weak, in
the midst of so much water and darkness and tempest, many
miles from land. The winged children would have wept if the
struggle to keep with their guides had left them time to think
about their great danger.

Then a flash of lightning showed Kenneth that he was fly-
ing alone with Mr. Oriole and one of the youngsters. Lucille
and Mrs. Oriole and the other two young orioles had vanished
amid the ntorm, A great fear and loneliness rushed over him.
He tried to tell hig companion what had happened, but he need-
ed 2all his breath for flying. Doubtless Mr. Oriole had also
seen that the others had disappeared. kn any case, nothing
could be done about it,

Soon another lightning flash revealed & winged form fly-
ing some distance ahead of Kenneth. Could that be his sister?
He tried to beat his wings harder to overtake it, but before
he could flap them twice the night was black as coal again.
Soon another flash; and by its light he saw that the bird
ahead had abandoned the struggle to stay alive and was fall-
ing down into the waves, He was not sure whether it was an
oriole or some other bird.

He was sick at heart, and dying of weariness, and trying
to keep on beating wings that felt as though at any moment
they would drop from his body. How he longed for rest, to

fold his weary limbs and drop, drop down to softneas and



warmth and repose! But the sea below looked so cold and angry
and terrible! It was even more forbidding than the sky filled
with rain and tempest and lightning and noise. Until the end,
he must struggle valiantly to keep above the grasp of those
fearful waves,

Finally, after what seemed like days and weeks of tempest,
the storm began to abate. The rain fell more slowly; lightning
flached less often; the wind blew less fiercely.

"Courage!" called Mr. Oriole cheerfully. "These thunder-
storms do not last long. This isn't the worst of them I've
been through."

Soon the rain stopped, but the sky above remained dark
and threatening. They flew on and on through the darknesas,
Kenneth and Mr. Oriole together. The third young oriole had
vanished into the night,

Then, at long last, the sky began to grow less dark on
their left wing. Slowly the pale light crept over the sky.
There were no cheerful hues of sunrise, rosy and golden and
orange, but only the gray, sullen light geeping through the
dark clouds that spread over the sesa.

As the dawn grew brighter, Kenneth looked eagerly for
some sign of land, for some sight of hig lost companions,

But he and Mr. Oriole were flying side by side through an
emptiness such as he had never imagined, Below them was the
gray sea, wrinkled into long, smooth billows that last night's

storm had left upon its face.



Everywhere the sea seemed to end and to meet the sky at
exactly the ocame distance from them, in a level line that
swept completely around them, a circle as perfect as ever
Kenneth had drawn with his compass at school, but so vasgt
that a whole city might have been set down within it, with
room to spare. As they flew swiftly onward, the huge circle
seemed to glide onward with them, beneath that dull, leaden
sky, Fly as hard as they would, they could never get beyond
its center. The wizard who had drawn that immense circle on
the sea had by some magic spell bound them in its exact cen-
ter. They could never escape from it!

Now at last Kenneth's stout heart failed him; he felt
trapped and too weary to fly another mile. "Oh! Mr. Oriole,
I can't go any farther," he gasped.

"You must not give up now, when you have done so nobly
and there is rest in sight,” replied the oriole. "Hold on
just a little longer."

"Oh! do you see land? I cen't,” said Kenneth,

"Not land, but one of those big floating houses that men
make, on which we can rest for a while."

"Where?"

"Just a little to the right of straight ahead. We'll be
tﬁ%e very soon, We shall rest for a time, then fly on to the
land."”

Kenneth looked hard in the direction that his companion
hed indicated, and could barely distinguish a small, dark ob-
ject that seemed to float just on the curving line where the
water met the sky. It was the funnel of a steamship, with a

plume of dark smoke rising above it. All the rest of the great



ship lay down below the line of the horizon; only a bird's
sharp eyes could have detected the small part that was vis-
ible at so great a distance,

Kenneth's courage rose at sight of some solid object in
the midat of that huge emptiness of sky and sea, Mr, Oriole
shifted the course slightly, and they flew directly toward
the ship. Aas they approached it, more and more of the vessel
rose up out of the water. Soon they could see the great
black hull rocking up and down on the waves. Then they could
distinguish the portholes in its sides, and a few people on
the decks. In less than an hour after they had first sighted
the ship, they flew into the rigging high above the upper
deck and perched upon a cable.

Now at last they could rest their poor wings, that had
been beating without pause for more than twelve hours. O,
the sweetneas of that rest, of feeling something solid be-

neath them after their long battle with the elements!



Chapter 7

AN UNEXPECTED MEETING

The ship on which Kenneth and Mr. Oriole had taken refuge
was rolling from side to side in the high waves. On their
lofty perch in the rigging, the orioles swung back and
forth, so that now they could look down and see the waves
beneath them on one side of the ship, now they were tossed
the other way and looked down upon the water on the opposite
side. Had Kenneth still been a boy, he probably would have
been made sick by the movement; but te a bird it was much
like perching upon a high bough tossed by = strong wind.

When they had rested a while and felt less exhausted,
they remembered their missing companions.

"Do you think they could have fallen into the seal?"
asked Kenneth, a great fear clutching at his heart,

"Mro. Oriole flies quite as well as myself, and my ghil-
dren are already strong and self-reliant," replied the oriole.
"] think it likely that after they became separated from us
in the dark, each set his own course for the land. I expect
we'll see them later.”

"But Lucille?" persisted Kenneth, who was frightened anew
by the care his friend had taken to avoid mentioning her.

"Tell me, when we flew through the night, did you feel
something inside pulling you, pulling you, always toward the

south?"



"Sometimes I thought I did, but I wasn't sure," replied
Kenneth.

"It's all my fault," gaid Mr, Oriole. "I should have in-
sisted that you eat more of those service-berry caterpillars,
to make you orioles through and through.”

"Then you believe that Lucille lost her way? Oh, Mr.
Oriole, don't say that!" Now Kenneth remembered that it was
he who had persuaded hisgs sister to eat the caterpillars with-
out first asking their mother. And it was he, too, who had
objected to taking the additional caterpillars Mr. Oriole had
brought, for he wished to see things and remember them as a
boy. His heart felt even heavier than his tired wings. Oh!
why had he been so stubborn? It was all his fault, net the
oriole's,

“No, she might very well have followed my wife or one of
the youngsters," said the oriole. "Do not give up hope, I
expect we shall meet them on a plantation where we go every
year."

They perched aloft in silence for a while longer. Soon
Kenneth became awsre that he was hungry and very thirsty.
Chiefly he felt a burning thirst. Looking down, he noticed
little pools of clear water in the gutter that ran around the
foredeck below him. He suggeated to his companion that they
f1y down and drink, for he could endure his thirst no longer.
The oriole looked carefully around to make sure there was neo
man on the foredeck, then down they flew to drink. They stood

beside & tiny pool that looked clean and eagerly dipped in



their bills., At the first sip they found that the water tas-
ted bitter, for much salt spray from the high waves haed mixed
with the rain water.

"It's all right," oeid Kenneth, striving to be manly and
hide his diseppointment. "I'1ll drink it anyway."

"Ne, not another drop}“ commanded Mr., Oriole sternly, as
though he were talking to his own children. "It!s sea water.
If you drink it you will die,”

So they flew up to rest on a coil of rope above the fore-
castle, and gazed sorrowfully over that vast expanse of water,
not one drop of which would serve to allay their burning thirst.

Kenneth had never before been on a ship, and if he had
not been so tired and hungry and thirsty and worried about
his sister, he would have loved to explore it from end to end,
gseeing how it was driven and guided, and examining all the
marvelous things it contained. In the center was a part like
a great house, with meany rooms for the passengers, and halls,
and stairways to go up and down between the different stories.
411 around the house were broad decks like porches, where the
passengers walked and played games, or sat in easy chairs to
chat, read, or watch the sea., But not many passengers were
on deck so early in the morning. Some were inside, lying on
their berths and feeling miserable, for last night's storm
had made them seasick.

A few of the hardier passengers were walking about the
decks, watching the great waves sweep past the ship, and en-

joying the motion as it rose and fell to them like a thing



alive. Presently one spied the twe beautiful orioles resting
far up in front. He called an acquaintance to look, too; and
when other people saw these gazing intently toward the bow,
they also came to learn what was there. Before long most of
the passengers on deck were looking at the orioles.

"Poor birds!" exclaimed the captain, who had joined the
knot of passengers, "they have been exhausted by last night's
storm. Now they will drink salt water and die.”

Standing near the captain with her chin on the rail was
a lovely little girl with wide, serious, brown eyes and
honey-colored hair. She thought it would be a pity to allow
such handsome birds to die from drinking salt water. So she
went inside and asked a steward for a dish, and filled it
with cool drinking water and took it out on deck. Bhe brought
also a piece of bread and a banana. Then she asked the captain
if ohe might go forward to the birds. He said "yes," if she
would be careful not to fall.

When Kenneth saw the little girl approach with water and
food he could hardly believe his eyes. It was Alice Nichols,
one of their best friends, who had gone to Mexico to visit
her aunt, and was now on her way home. How glad he was to see
a familiar face so far from home! In his happiness at meeting
Alice, he forgot for a moment that he was thirsty. The girl
set the dish of water down on the deck, and scattered bread
crumbs around it, and opened the banana and laid it beside
the dish. Mr. Oriole and Kenneth went at once to the dish,

and dipped their bills deeply into the precious water, then



raiged their heads te let the coocling dreops flow down their
parched throats. O, the delight of thet first drink after
their terrible night! Again and again they dipped their bills
and lif'ted their heads 1o make the water flow down, until at
last they were satisfied. Then they ate bread crumbs and the
banana.

A little Yellow Warbler and two pretty American Redstagts,
vwho had also become exhausted battling the storm and had set-
tled on other parits of the ship, saw the orioles at their
meal and ceme to share it. There was enough for all; and all
ate in friendship together, while Alice looked on quietly with
her big, kind, brown eyes.

Presently the girl broke some bread crumbs in her hand
and held it toward the birds. At first, none of them paid
any attention te this move. Then Kenneth remembered what a
good heart Alice had, and how she could not bear to hurt even
a creature so small as an ant or a worm, Certainly, che would
not harm him now that he was a bird; and it would not be fair
to digsappoint her when dhe had begn so kind to them. So he
perched upon her wrist while he picked bread crumbs from her
hand, She bent over and kissed him gently on the head., Then
Kennéth was so happy that he forgot his weariness and the
great dangers they had passed through.

Meanwhile, many of the passengers and crew had gathered
round, marveling at what they saw. "Mind that none of you men
harm these birds," the captain said sharply to the crew., He

said nothing directly to the passengers, but he meant them



to hear this, too.

In the crowd was another girl about Alice's age, in a
blue dress. When she saw the oriole eating from Alice's hand,
ashe begged some bread from her, and held out her hand with
crumbs in it, as Alice had done, But neither Kenneth nor the
other birds went to her, because they were all afreid that
she might try to catch them. Kenneth knew that she had not
thought about saving the lives of the exhausted travelers,
but only wanted to show off before the people. And the pas-
sengers wondered why the beautiful oriole went to one of the
little girls and not the other,

Kenneth longed to be able to tell Alice who he was, and
all the wonderful things that had happened since she left
home., Although he could still understand his own language,
he could no longer speak it, for an oriole is a musical bird
that lacks the speaking tongue of a parrot or a crow. Then
he reflected that if he could talk to Alice, she would doubt-
13922§bout her playmate, Lucille. What could he tell her then?
What message could he send with her to his mother? No, it
was better far that he could not talk to her!

After they had rested several hours on the ship and felt
greatly refreshed, Mr. Oriole told Kenneth that they must fly
onward again, for the vessel was carrying them off their course.
Kenneth had overheard the captain tell one of the passengers
that the neareat land was more than a hundred miles away. It
seemed such a long distance to fly over the water, after hav-

ing traveled all night, For a moment, he felt like plucking



out his oriole's feathers then and there, so that he might
become & boy again and go home with Alice and her mother. He
had already passed through more toils and perils than he had
expected., But it would not be manly to turn back after having
come so far, And if his sister were still alive, he must find
her at all costs.

They flew up into the air and set their course toward the
south, guided by the sun, which was now breaking through the
clouds. When the Yellow Warbler and the two American Redstarts
saw the larger birds fly off, they set out with them., Alice,
who was watching from the deck and saw them fly away, waved
her hand to them and hoped they would safely reach the land,

As they winged away, the ship gradually shrank in size
and sank below the curving surface of the water, until at last,
when Kenneth looked back, he could see only the plume of smoke,
very faint in the distance, rising above the rim of the sea.
Now once more they were flying in the center of a vast, empty
circle of water, which moved onward just as fast as they did,
so that they could never escape from its exact center, beat
their wings as hard as they would. Only now most of the clouds
had blown away; the sun shone warmly; and the sky above was
a deeper and brighter blue than Kenneth had seen it before.
And the sea below was such a wonderful blue, deep and intence,
that ho.never tired looking down at it.

From time to time, he saw a school of flying fish rise
above the water, Their backs were the same marvelously deep

blue as the pea, and their bellies were white. Each would



spread its broad side fins like wings, and go gliding along
a good way, just above the crests of the waves, into which
it kicked its tail to push itself forward. But since it never
flapped its fins, it could not really fly like a bird, and
before long it would fall clumsily back into the sea.

Once they passed over a school of dolphins., The water
was so clean and transparent that Kenneth saw them clearly
down below. They were as big as the red canoe in which he
sometimes paddled on the river at home, and had mottled skins,
and queer broad tails that extended from side te side instead
of up and down like those of a true fish, At intervals one
would jump clear of the water, and open a wide round hole in
the back of its neck, and puff out a column of air and mist,
then suck in fresh air, tightly close the breathing hole,
and sink beneath the water again.- all in less time than it
takes to tell this, and while swimming onward almost as fast
as the birds flew. Kenneth was sorry when they fell behind.

From time to time, they saw & ses birdg white or brown or
black, most of them much bigger than the oricles. The big
ones soared and circled about, while the little blacé2§§?¥iis
with white rumps flitted above the crests of the waves, as
though it did not make the slightest difference to thenm
whether they ever reached land or not. They found their food
on the open sea, and were not, like the orioles and their
companions, in a desperate hurry to reach the friendly land
with its food and fresh water and rest. Kenneth envied them.

There was so much to see by day, even far out on the



water, that Kenneth regretted that they did not always
travel in the daylight. It did not seem long before a low,
dark band Bagan to rigse up slowly above the rim of the cir-
cle in whose center they flew, straight ahead. Soen they
could distinguish the forms of the trees = trees such as
Kenneth had never beheld, except in pictures. From the top
of a tall and very slender trunk, the huge feathery leaves
astood out in all directions, making a round head.

Then a long band of gleaming white sand became visible
in front of the trees. As they came nearer, they could see
that the deep blue of the water changed to a beautiful light
turquoise as it met the shore. Tired as he was, Kennéthls
heart beat faster, Then, at last, he flew with Mr. Oriole
into the top of one of the odd-looking trees that leaned
out over the white sand. He had reached a tropical shore,
and weas resting in the crown of a coconut palm, He was al-

ready Tar south in Mexico,



Chapter 8

KENNETH FINDS HIS FATHER

For a while Kenneth and Mr. Oriole rested among the long,
slender green ribbons of the palm leaves, which rustled
goothingly as light breezes tossed the great fronds. The
trees near the shore were full of orioles and other small
birds who had escaped the perils of the same long, hard
journey that Kenneth and his guide had made, and were now
busy seeking food, for all were exceedingly hungry. When-
ever one came near, Kenneth would ask whether it had seen
Mrs. Oriole and his sister. Some replied with a curt "Nol",
Others passed on without pausing te answer. They were too
tired and hungry to be polite, and soon Kenneth became dis-
couraged and stopped asking them.

Presently a pair of small blue-headed birds with a yel-
low spot on each wing alighted close beside him in the coco-
nut palm. They lived here all year, and were neither weary
from traveiﬁing nor in a hurry. They looked so cheerful and
friendly that Kenneth plucked up courage to ask whether they
ggg %i%nlost sister. One of the Yellow-winged Tanagers polite=-
ly inquired how they could recognize Lucille, and Kenneth
tried to deseribe her to them. But there were many other
Baltimore Orioles among the trees; and Kenneth, to his dis-
may, discovered that he could not tell how she differed from
the others. It would have been so much easier if she were

still a girl, and he could describe her by the color of her



hair and eyes, her age and height and the clothes she wore,
After this, he realized that it would be useless to ask
other birds whether they had seen Lucille., He must find her
himself,

When Mr. Oriole and Kenneth had caught their breaths and
rested a while, they joined other travelers hunting food, for
they were famished. Kenneth loocked longingly at the great,
green coconuts, each far bigger than himself, that hung
among the leaves of the palm tree in huge clusters that a
man could hardly 1ift., He knew that inside was aweet milk
and delicious food.e at least, it had tasted good to him
while he was still a boy. But how was a bird to break
through that*ﬁggéhand very thick husk, then the woody shell,
to reach the meat inside? He had to be content with the in-
sects he could find among the clusters of little, white,
woody flowers that grew higher on the tree,

When the travelers had slept and eaten and alept again,
they felt strong enough to continue southward. They flew for
many miles high above a wild, flat, wooded country with a
great river flowing through it. When at last they reached
the mountains that rose beyond the plains, Mr. Oriole told
Kenneth that their long journey was almost finished.

One day they rested and searched for food in the forest
on a steep mountaingide, Kenneth had never seen trees so big,
He used to think that the oak outside his window at home was

a very big tree; but in this forest some were twice as tall,



with gsplendid stra{ght truﬁkn. Their lowest branches were often
higher than the topmost twig of his oak tree. He was surpris-
ed to see that some of these trees were oaks, too, for they
bore acorns, but such enormous acorns as he had never imagined —
they were as big as walnuts! From the tall trees hung huge
woody vines, some with stems as thick as Kenneth's waist
when he was gstill a boy.

Upon the thicker boughs in the treetops grew many kinds
of curious plants. A few had beautiful flowers that he thought
must be orchids. They made him think of his mother. He wonder-
ed how she wags, and wished he could take some of the prettiest
blossoms to her, she loved them so. Other plants that perched
upon the trees had long, narrow leaves arranged in a circle,
forming a huge cup that held rain water. They belonged to the
pineapple family and were a great convenience to the birds,
who could drink and bathe here in the treetops, without fly-
ing down to a stream,

On the side of this mountain, the trees had been cut
away in a narrow line that wound from the river at its foot
right up to the summit. To Kenneth, peering down from the
treetops, it looked as though a deep, narrow trench had been
cut through the forest., At the bottom of the trench was a
narrow band of brown mud, with a tangle of low bushes and
vines growing on either side. Kenneth was puzzled by this
chasm winding through the forest on the mountainside, and
asked Mr. Oriole what it was, His companion replied that some-

times men traveled along ribbons of mud like that at the bot-



tom of the trench. Poor men, who could not fly!

Mr. Oriole's reply made the gap between the trees more
interesting to Kenneth. Of course! He should have known what
it was: a forestirail such as his father sometimes traveled,
and had.uritten about in his letters. Suppose his father
should be coming along this one now? What fun it would be to
meet him here, so far from home!

All morning, Kenneth and Mr, Oriocle hunted among the trees
along the trail. Food was as plentiful and good here as any-
where else in the forest, and Kenneth could kesp an eye on
the pathway below., His father's last letter had told of plans
for making a long journey by mule-back through the forests
of northern Guatemala.-gg?gzggeoted that he and his companion
were already in Guatemala, as they had flown so long over
Mexico, and this might well be the trail his father would
follow,

Hours passed without the appearance of a single traveler
along this lonely trail. Then at last, toward the middle of
the morning, he spied three small figures creeping up the
mountainside, He dropped lower among the boughs to see them
better. From their dark skins, he supposed they were Indians.
He became greatly excited, for he had never seen Indians before,
except in motion pictures, He flitted closer and saw that they
were a man, a woman, and a boy. They were short people, with
dark brown skin and broad noses and coarse black hair. Each
bent forward beneath a heavy burden, held on his back by =a

rope attached to a leather band that passed across hig fore-



head., Their bare legs and feet were spattered with the brown
mud .

The man carried a slender straight rod that Kenneth thought
might be a walking staff, except that it was too long, and the
bearer seemed careful not to let it touch the ground. Present-
ly the Indian noticed Kenneth, who in his excitement had come
close to the trail. With a quick movement, he slipped the band
from his forehead and dropped his pack to the ground., Then he
took something from a small pouch that hung by his side and
pushed’ it into the-endvef the stick, which was hollow from
end to end. He put one end of the stick to his mouth and point-
ed the other at Kenneth, who all this while had been watching
with great interest.

"Cher-rr," sharply called Mr. Oriole, who at last had dis-
covered where his friend had gone, and had come to see that
he was not getting into trouble,

Kenneth had already learned that this warning cry must
be obeyed instantly and without question., He fled back into
the bushes as something whizzed past him. The man had shot
at him with a dart from his blowgun,

1t had been an exceedingly narrow escape from death, but
birds have so many narrow escapes that they take them lightly.
Kenneth and Mr. Oriole flew up to the treetops and continued
to search for food and to rest as though nothing out of the
ordinary had happened. They did not even talk about Kenneth's
close scrape. But Mr. Oriole warned him that it was always
dangerous to go near men, especially while they were in the

tropics.



Hours more passed before anybody else appeared on the

trail. This time it was a larger party, two men mounted on
mules, followed by four Indians with loads on their backs.
Kenneth flew down to view the travelers more closely, kthia
kkwm telling himself that he would be very careful to re-
main hidden by the foliage.

Who was that tall man riding the leading mule? Could that
be Kenneth's father, with his face covered by a thick brown
beard such as he had never geen on his father at home? And
would his father, who always dressed so neatly, wear such
dirty clothes, all spattered with the soft mud kicked up from
the trail by the hoofs of the mules? He flitted closer to the
trail side to peer through the foliage into the man's face.
He had his father's nose, and the same kindly eyes, and wore
the old, battered, gray felt hat that Mother had told him to
be sure not to bring home again. Yes, it was Kenneth's father!

In the joy of finding his father, Kenneth forgot that he
was going to he cautious. He flew right out to the edge of
the trail, shouting "Father! Father!" But Mr. Colton heard
only two clear oriole whistles. He reined up his mule to look
at the bird.

"By Jove! What a beautiful oriole! Just as pretty as the
one that nests in the old elm tree at home! Fall must be com=-
ing on, for the birds are arriving from the north," Mr. Col-
ton said to himself. At that mement he felt a trifle home-
sick, thinking of his home and family so far away.

Then he called out something in a language Kenneth could



not understand, and one of his men ran up with the camera he
ugsed for his fastest snapshots. It was an opportunity for a
picture too good to lose. Kenneth knew what was coming, and
flitted into a good pose in a flowering shrub close beside
the trail. He pretended to be terribly frightened, and dashed
away when he heard the click of the camera shutter-— but by
that time the picture had been taken,

One of the Indianni?gmoved a slingshot from his pocket,
fitted a pebble in it, and was drawing back the rubber band
to shoot at the oriole, when Mr., Colton saw out of the corner
of his left eye what was happening. He snapped out a few
words in that language Kenneth could not understand. But Ken-
neth knew the voice very well: it was the same voice his fat-
her had used years before when he found his small son playing
with his most expensive camera, which everybody in the house
had been gsolemnly warned never to touch. He had heard his
father speak that way only once before, but he had not for-
gotten that tone., The Indian made his slingshot vanish in a
trice,

Kenneth was beginning to understand why Mr. Oriole had
told him to be very careful of the Indians, for they seemed
to neglect no opportunity to kill birds, no matter how small,
which they ate. Since he could say nothing thet his father
would understand, he flew up into the trees to tell Mr,
Oriole excitedly about the meeting. Then both of the birds
flew up to the top of the mountain, to watch the party pass

the summit, When he was far up the mountainside, Kenneth



looked back to see how his father was coming. The travelers
seemed not to have moved at all. They were winding up the
mountain at a snail's pace, with the poor mules sinking at
each ctep almost up to their bellies in the soft mud of the
trail, and drawing out each hoof with a loud, smacking sgusgh.
Kenneth had thought it must be great fun to ride muleback
over foreat trails, but now he was happy that he could travel
on his own wings instead of riding.

After a long while, Mr. Colton's party reached the top
of the mountain, where Kenneth and Mr. Oriole were waiting
in the treetopa. Kenneth's father called a halt. He and his
companion dismounted from their mules, while the Indians
rested their heavy packs on the bank beside the trail. One
went to cut bamboo shoots for the mules to eat. Another kind-
led a campfire to heat the food that was taken from one of
their packs. Soon all were resting and eating.

Kenneth was happy as he watched his father from high in
a tree. He was thinking how he would tell his father about
their meeting, after both ceme home again. He would say:
"Father, let me see that picture you tock of me in Central
America." His father would look surprised and ask: "How could
I teke a photograph of you in Central America, Son, when you
have never been within a thousand miles of 1t?" Then Kenneth
would reply: "Oh, yes, you did take my picture in the tropics,
Father. You made a snapshot of an oriole one day while you

were riding on mule back up a very muddy trail through the
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Ghapter 9

IN THE TALL GRASS

That night Mr, Oriole and Kenneth roosted in a tree with
dense, dark foliage, beside a river at the edge of the for-
est, on the southern side of the mountain where Kenneth had
met his father. Next morning, at the first peep of dawn, an
ear-aplitting roaring shattered his last light sleep. He
was so startled by the deep, deafening roar, which seemed
to come from close beside him, that he darted from his perch
and rushed out into the clear space above the river, al-
though the light was still so dim that he could hardly see.
He fluttered around, fearful and bewildered, then alighted
on a dead tree lying on the river bank.

"What's happened to you, Kenneth?" Mr. Oriole called
down to him, as soon as the roaring stopped and he could
make himgelf heard.

"These terrible roars! They frightened me. What made
them?" Kenneth called back.

"Come here and I'll tell you. It's nothing to be afraid
of,"

Since Mr., Oriole had not budged from his perch, Ken-
neth knew there was no real danger, and flew up beside him.

"Thet was only the black monkeys you heard," explained

Mr. Oriole. "They are the noisiest animals in these forests.



They shout so every morning when they awake, and whenever
rain begins to fall on them, and whenever they are annoyed
or frightened. But they eat only leaves and flowers and
fruite, and they harm noboedy."

Kenneth had not known that he was sleeping so clogse:to a
band of the black howling monkeys. Now that he knew they
Wwere so near, he was eager to meet them, But he had to wait
until the light grew strong enough to see them well.

As soon as it was broad daylight, he flew to the neigh-
boring tree to look at the monkeys. They were bigger than
the white-faced monkeys with red caps and jackets that he had
seen performing in a circus, and were covered with long, shag-
gy black hair with a tinge of yvellow along the sides. They
had black faces with flat noses and big mouths. Some vore
heavy black beards on their chins, and had big, bulging
Adam's apples on their throats. These bearded monkeys, he
thought, must be the old men of the family. The women and
children withouéfggards were not so homely.

The monkeys clung to the tree with their hands, feet,
and long tails, which they twisted around the boughs. They
pulled in slender twigs with a hand, to munch the tender
leaveas. They were wasteful, allowing much food to fall to
the ground; but since they had & whole treesfull of 1it,
they would not pay for their extravagance by ‘being hungry later,
At intervals they atopped eating to scratch thamuelves;
they appeared to suffer from many itches and spent a good

part of their lives scratching. Sonme had such big, ugly



sorea, like huge boils, on their necks and breasts, that
Kenneth felt sorry for them. In each sore lived a grub that
would turn into a fly. These monkeys did not appear to lead
such pleasant lives as he and other birds did.

After a while the troop of monkeys began to move to the
crown of a neighboring tree. Even while they climbed over the
branches, they kept their tails slung across them, to serve
as an additional hold in-oagimcf emergency., Some of the
mothers had little suckling babies clinging to their breasts.
Others had bigger, half-grown children riding on their backs.
Kenneth was sorry his sister was not with him now, she would
ao enjoy the monkey babies. When one of the mothers came to
the end of a branch, she made her well-grown child dismount
from her back, Clinging with feet and tail to this branch,
she reached forward and grasped the tip of a bough of a neigh-
boring tree with her hands. Her body then formed a bridge,
over which the young monkey crossed safely to the next tree,
then waited for its mother farther up the branch, where it
wag thicker. When she arrived there, the youngster climbed
upon her back and rode on as before. Kenneth was delighted
with this clever way of crossing from tree to tree.

He became so absorbed watching the monkeys that he forgot
his breakfast. Mr. Oriole reminded him that they must eat, for
they had a journey to make that day. Now that they had reach-
ed the land in which they would pass the winter, they no
longer needed to make long journeys by night but could travel

slowly by day, flying easily from tree to tree and hunting



food as they went, Kenneth set forth this morning with great
excitement, for Mr. Oriole had promised that in the afternoon
they would reach the plantation where he expected to find his
mate and Lucille, if they had come gsafely through that terrible
storm over the Gulf of Mexico,

Without adventure, they crossed another high mountain,
then a valley with a river winding through it, then gtill
another range of mountains higher than the last. In the after-
noon they dropped down into a broad valley through which flow-
ed a much wider river. Beside this river were great plantat-
jons of bananas, extending‘far to the right and left. Houses
and huts stood scattered among the plantations, and beside the
river ran a railroad. Kenneth was surprised to reach a reglon
where people lived and built railroads and made plantations,
after passing over so much wild, sparsely populated country.

Now, at last, Mr, Oriole could quench his thirst for the
nectar of the banana flowers. They flew into a plantation,
beneath the huge, arching leaves of the banane plants, and
soon found one with flowers, These flowers came out of a great,
dull red bud that hung at the end of =a long,kggggg-stem, be-
low a cluster of green fruits, The flowers opened downvard,
so that the birds had to hang upside down bebide the cluster
to reach the nectar. Mr, Oriole showed Kenneth how to push
his bill between the cool, white petals and sip the gweet
liquid - delicious drink!

They had not been long in the plantation before it was

time to go to roost., Mr, Oriole led the way to a long strip



of tall, coarse grass close beside a stream, where they

would pass the night. They found the grass already crowded
with small birds of various kinds. More were constantly pour-
ing in from all sides, singly or by twos and threes. The
grass was aquiver with small voices and excitement. From

time to time the tiny blaclkand-white seed-eaters, who made

up the bulk of the crowd, would begin a snatch of breezy
gong, which passed like a gust of wind from one end of the
roost to the other, to be followed abruptly by silence.

The new arrivals found other Baltimore Orioles already
resting on the tall grass stems, and also orioles of other
kinds brightly clad in gold and black., They looked around
for Mrs. Oriole and Lucille, but the density of the grass
made it impossible to see who was perching two yards away,
So presently Mr, Oriole called out: "Is Mrs., Oriole here in
the roost?"

"Is Mrs. Oriole here in the roogt?" the little seed-

eaters took up the question and carried it like a sudden
breeze from one end of the tall grass to the other.

"Which Mra,., Oriole?" ceme back in the same small, bright

voices. It appeared that more than one Mrs. Oriole was present.
"Mrs. Baltimore Oriole, who was traveling with a girl-

oriole named Lucille," said Mr. Oriole.

un

"Mps, Baltimore Oriole and Lucille,” was the message car-

ried by the seed-eaters from end to end of the tall grass.

"Here they are!" the glad message came singing back.

"Where?"



"Here, at the upper end, beside the tall canes," was

relayed back to Mr., Oricle and Kenneth.

They needed no second notice, but flew at once to the
upper end of the roost and found their long=-lost companions,
Mrs. Oriole, Lucille, and two of the youngsters. The third
young oriole had become separated from the others over the
sea, They all hoped that he had not been drowned and would
be found later,

"I'm go glad we've found you," said Kenneth to his sis-
ter, "We were afraid you had fallen into the sea and drowned."

"How strange!" replied Lucille. "We were sure the same
thing had happened to you and Mr. Oriole. We have already
been here two days. Mrs. Oriole said that if you had escaped
the storm you would surely turn up here."

"We came slowly. We saw many things on the way," said
Kenneth.

"We came slowly, too, and saw many, many things. What
did you see?" asked Lucille.,

"Yesterday I saw Father."

"Qh, youlre lucky! I wish I could have seen him, too.
What was he doing?"

Lucille listened eagerly while Kenneth told about his
meeting with their father. But she had her own tales to
tell, too. She was jealousg of her brother, and would not
admit that all the interesting experiences were his.

"Tfwo days ago, 1 saw monkeys...," ahe began.

"That's nothing," Kenneth interrupted her, “]'ve already



seen 80 many that I'm tired looking at them, They're so ugly:"

"No, I think they're really quite pretty," insisted Luc-
ille, just for the sake of being different. "And one morning
I saw a jaguar., It was lying in the sun at the edge of a cliff
in the foreost, licking its paws and purring just like a great
cat,"

"I+ was probably only an ocelot," said Kenneth, trying to
belittle her adventure, since he could not claim one of his
own to match it.

"No, it was just like the jaguar in our picture book,
very big and yellow, and covered all over with black marks.,"

"I'1]1 bet you were scared," said Kenneth,

"No, why should I be frightened, when I could so easily
fly over the cliff where the jaguar couldn't follow me? But
you would have been frightened half to death.”

Already they were gquarreling mildly, as though they had
never been separated, So soon had they forgotten that for
days each had been sick with the thought of what might have
befallen. the other,.

Meanwhile, Mrs. Oriole had told her mate how they had
struggled on through the storm, until by dawn Lucille and
the two youngsters who remained with her felt that they could
not fly another mile, By rare good fortune, by the first light
they sighted an uprooted tree floating in the waves, and they
rested upon it until they felt strong enough to continue to
the land. But they had met at sea no kind-hearted girl to

give them food and water, and they reached shore more dead



than alive with hunger and thirst. As soon as they felt rest-
ed and fed, she had brought them by the shortest way to the
plantation, for she was already weary of travel and adventure.

About the time that Kenneth found his sister, a large
flock of Eastern Kingbirds flew down to roost in the high
grass. Like the orioles, they were travelers from distant
northern lands., Although not as brightly clad as the orioles,
they were handsome in their dark gray suits and clean white
shirt fronts. Each hgd a bright scerlet patch in the center
of his crown, which he showed only when excited or angry,
and at other times kept carefully covered. They were rest-
less birds, and even after they had settled down for the
night, they could not resist darting up into the air above
the grass to catch and eat any small insect that flew within
view, By their constant movement they kept the whole roost
stirred up, and disturbed the evening repose of the other
birds.

One of the kingbirds settled for a while on a grass stalk
close to the orioles. She and Mrs, Oriole looked hard at each
other, and presently éach recognized the other. They had
been neighbors, for the kingbird had nested in an apple tree
in the Colton's yard, not far from the orioles' elm,

"You've just arrived from the north, I see," said Mra.
Oriocle, trying to make conversation.

"No, we came three days ago, and expect to stay a week

or two more before we continue south. My mate is very fond of



this valley, so we always break our journey here for a good
long rest. We've such a strenuous voyage to make, you know,"
Mrs, Kingbird was proud of her travels,

"And your children, how are they?" asked Mrs. Oriole.

"All doing fine, thank you, except the youngest, He had
en unpleasant tiff with a yellow-breasted flycatcher and lost
two wing feathers. But they'll grow in again., And what e fine
family you have this year .- these are all yours, I suppose, "

"Only these two," replied Mrs. Oriole, pointing her bill
at her own two youngsters. We had four; but one was killed
when some stupid men cut down our nest, and enother became
separated from ug in that fearful storm over the sea. I hope
nothing serious has befellen him."

"But these other two who seem to be in your party?"
persisted Mrs. Kingbird, who was very curious.

"They are the children who live in the white house between
your nest and mine. They saved our nestlings after those men
cut them down, and out of gratitude my husband changed them
inte orioles and brought them south to escape those horrible
winters they have there,"

"Did you hear that, Kingly?" Mrs, Kingbird called to her
husband, who had alighted near by. "This same boy and girl
saved our own nestlings from a cat when they jumped from the
nest toe soon last year, and you did not even remember to
thank them. It was most carelegss of you." She also had for-

gotten to thank Kenneth and Lucille, but it is seo convenient



to have somebody else to blame,

"It slipped my mind in the bustle and confusion of de-
parture,” explained Mr., Kingbird. "But I'll tell you what:
we'll make them kingbirds and take them to South America
with us. We're hardly halfway yet; we travel slowly and by
day, and it should be a most interesting trip for them. So
many mountains and rivers and forests to see! They haven't
gseen anything yet; one has not really traveled unless he's
been to South America and seen the snow-capped peaks of the
Andes."

Like many self-ascertive people, Mr, Kingbird rarely
had an original idea. But he could always suggest improve-
ments on the ideas he got from others, He never would have
thought, like Mr. Oriole, Ilike Mri Oriole, of taking Lucille
and Kenneth on a journey as a reward for saving his children.
But now that it had been suggested to him, he was offering
to take them twice as far and to show them greater wonders,

“Oh, Kennie, do let us go to South America with the king-
birdsi It will be so pleasant to travel all the way by day-
light," said Lucille,

She had noticed that all the kingbirds were dressed alike,
with no difference between fathers and mothers, grown-ups and
youngsters., If they became kingbirds, Kenneth would no longer
be more beautiful than she was. That was one of the reasons
why she wished to go to South America with the kingbirds, but

ahe would have been ashamed to admit it.



"Sgsh! Don't talk so loudly," warned Kenneth in a whis-
per. "You'll hurt the orioles' feelings. It would be most
ungrateful to leave them now after they have brought us so
far and saved us from se many dangers.'

Kenneth was gtill a boy at heart, loyal to his friends.
Lucille was ineclined to think more of her own pleasure. But
plead as she would, she could not persuade Kenneth to leave
the orioles and go to South America with the kingbirds.

The dusk was now growing deeper; and soon all the birds
became drowsy, and tucked back their heads among their fea-
thers and fell asleep. Some dreamed of sunny meadows overgrown
by tall grasses nodding beneath the weight of seeds, with never
a snake or a hawk. Others dreamed of cradles swinging high in
elm trees, from which their nestlings never fell and came to
grief; and still others of apple trees without a cat prowling
beneath them, But those who had stuffed themselves too full
in the evening, or had gobbled up insects that did not agree
with them, suffered hideous nightmares, and lived again through
midnight storms at sea, or hair-breadth escapes from the talons
of a hawk. And Lucille dreamed that she wore plumage so bright
and dezzling that even Mr., Oricle and Kenneth looked dull and

dingy beside her.



Chapter 10

THE CASTLE-BUILLDERS

Next morning, after they awoke at daybreak, the birds linger-
ed in the tall grass, enjoying a pleasant sense of drowsy con-
tentment and guiet companionship. The seed-eaters repeated
their lively songs; the orioles and a few other birds whist-
led s few notes; but it was late in the year for much singing
at dawn.

Kenneth thought how good was this free, easy, outdoor
life, with no clothes to put on and take off, to wash and
jron and mend; no bed to make up in the morning; food in sbun-
dance, costing only the effort to find it; no things to be
bought, taken care of, and make one's 1life a burden.

It was good, too, to be friendly with so many other
creatures. While he was a boy, so many things had been afraid
of him: birds and squirrels and rabbits and all the woodland
enimals, sometimes even smaller boys. Now almest nothing
feared him, for he harmed notliving thing except the insects
he ate to satisfy his hunger; and since they did not appear
to feel pain or fear, it was difficult to be sorry for them.
Often little seed-eaters not a third his own size, or the
tiniest of the flycatchers, or hummingbirds still smaller,
would perch near him and show no fear.

Here in the tall grass were hundreds of birds, big and
little, of a dozen different kinds, all agreeing well enough

together, yet each going and coming and doing as he pleased,



without being forced te do what he did not want to do by
others bigger and stronger than himself,.

Yet even though nothing was afreid of him now, he was
hardly afraid of more things than when he was a boy. Then
he had to be so careful of automobiles when he went walking
or rode his bicycle. If he passed through a pasture, it was
always a question whether the bull could be trusted not to
charge, Strange dogs were a constant menace; once he had
been bitten severely. At school, bigger boys sometimes bull-
ied him. Now that he was a biyd, he had to be careful of
hawks; but he was learning which kinds were dangerous and
which could be trusted because they ate only snakes and liz-
ards, or insects, or snails. The dangerous kinds were not
abundant; and when he dashed among the close-gset branches
of a tree, they could not cateh him, At night he gslept well
covered by the foliage, where the keen eyes of owls could
not pick him out, and on slender, yielding twigs or grass
stems, which would move when touched by a prowling weasel or
snake, and warn him in time to dart away through the shelter-
ing darkness. It seemed that the chief things a grown oriole
needed to fear were people and the things they made, whether
innocently or to kill birds, and the perils of travel by
night and over the sea,

Kenneth could not have put into words all the things he
felt as he rested that morning with the other birds in the

tall grass, But years later, when he grew up to be a man and



could express himgelf well, he remembered them, and told his
friends about them; and the memory made him glad.

As the light grew stronger, the birds of various kinds
sallied forth from the tall grass, singly, or two or three
together, or in little flocks; and each went in search of the
kind of breakfast that it liked best., The kingbirds flew up
to the treetops, from which they made long, graceful darts
into the air to capture flying insects. The seed-eaters scat-
tered over the grassy places where they found an abundance
of their favorite food. Kenneth and Lucille followed Mr.
Oriole and his family into the trees along the river banks,
to gsearch for caterpillars, spiders, and berries.

When their hunger was satisfied, they perched in a willow
tree beside a brook to rest. They liked the willow tree; it
reminded them of the willows beside a brook that flowed near
their home. Of all the hundreds of kinds of trees in that
valley, it was the only wild kind whose name they knew. Its
small, light-colored, delicate leaves made it look very dif-
ferent from the surrounding trees with dark, heavy foliage.

"Bet you; bet you; bet, bet,bet you," called a pleasant

voice from the thicket beneath the willow tree. Over and over
the call was repeated,

"Hello! Let's gsee who wants to bet me!" said Kenneth, and
dropped down into the tangle of low bushes and vines on the
bank of the stream, Lucille followed, Presently they gsaw a
small bird no bigger than a wren, carrying a green leaf in

is h brou
its gharp bill, Its plumage weas %af£ Hith a bright rud-



dy breast and a patch of the same color on each wing. It

flew to a pile of fine twigs many times larger than itself,
held up by asome low branches overgrown with cordlike creepers.
One end of the pile of sticks was high and round, like a 1lit-
tle tower, the other broad and flat, like a kamsse platform.
After hopping over the mass of twigs for a few moments, the
bird dived headfirst into a narrow, round opening on top of
the flat part of the pile, and so disappeared. Kenneth and

his sister watched in silence; and soon a gray head with red
eyes and a sharp black bill was thrust up through the doorway,
and another bird like the first came out and hopped over the

platform, calling cheerfully"Bet vyou; bet you; bet, bet, bet

un

JOU .

"What a pretty playhouse they havel!" exclaimed Lucille
to her brother. "Why don't other birds make playhouses like
that?"

The ruddy-breasted bird overheard her remark and was of-
fended. She drew herself up and said with dignity: "This is
not a playhouse but our nest., I was warming the eggs inside
until my husband came to take my place. It's clear that you
do not belong here, or you would not make such a mistake,"

"I'm so sorry; I didn't mean to be rude," apologized
Lucille,

"You see, we've just arrived from far away, and we didn't
know. Where we live, birds don't make such fine, big nests,”
explained Kenneth, eager to be on good terms with the owner

of such an interesting structure.



"And who may you be?" the little bird asked affably. It
was easy to see that she was pleased by Kenneth's last remark.

"I'm Kenneth Colton, and this is my sister, Lucille, We're
really human children, but we're dressed like orioles because
we've come with them from the United States, And who are you?"

Kenneth had expected the sharp-billed bird to be surprised
by his statement that they were really human children; but
she took it as though it were an everyday occurrence for chil=-
dren to be transformed into birds. "Some call us spine-tails,
but others who know better call us castle-builders. There are
no other birds in these parts that build such strong castles
for their families."

"But do you build it all alone?" asked Lucille, who had
noticed that some of the sticks in the castle were two or
three times as long as the cadtle-builder, and nearly as
thick as a lead pencil, She wondered how such a small bird
could carry such big aticks.

"] and my paritner, who is now inside warming the eggs.

We work hard for two weeks or a month, and then it's done,”
explained the castle-builder.

While she spoke, the castle-builder was busy hopping
over the nest, pulling up a falling stick here and pushing
a loose one into place there. Such a big, elaborate nest need-
ed constant attention to keep it in order. Them, with a hasty
"Pardon me a minute," she flew off into the thicket, and soon
returned carrying a broad, flat piece of bark, that she laid

on top of the towerlike part of the nest, Then the visitors



noticed that the material here was different from that in
other parts., It was mostly of coarse, flat pieces, like bark
and strips of leaf and broad leaf stalks, and it formed 2
thatch to shed rain from the nursery, which was situated in
the lower half of the tower,.

While Lucille and Kenneth watched, the castle-builder flew
away once more, Thia time she was gone somewhat longer, and
when she appeared again she bore a limp piece of cast snake-
skin in her bill, She carried this in through the doorway, and
in & moment ohe came out with a shred of lizard skin, which
she tucked into a crevice between the sticks in the side of
the tower. Her housekeeping seemed to be complioated.

"Please, Mrs. Castle-builder, may ueganiniiaﬁd gsee the
nursery?" asked Lucille, who was full of curiocsity about what
had been done with the snakeskin.

The castle-builder stopped her constant bustling to ex-
amine the orioles with one eye. They were embarrassed by such
close scrutiny.

"I'm afraid you're rather big. You might get stuck in the
doorway, or break our eggs because there is not enough room
for you in the nursery," she said at last.

"Oh, please, Mrs. Castle-builder! We'll be very, very
careful. We've never seen the inside of such a wonderful nest,”
pleaded Lucille.

"Well, I must ask my husband first. Wait just a minute,
please," replied the castle-builder, then dived through the
doorway and vanished.

In a moment the winged children could hear the low, soft



tones of earnest conversation coming through the walls.

They thought they could distinguish the words "strangers;"
and "come so far," and "well-bred birds"j; but it was hard

to understand all that was said, Presently Mra., Castle-
builder reappeared, followed by her husband, who looked so
much like her that Kenneth and Lucille were not sure they
could tell them apart. The child-orioles were formally intro-
duced to Mr., Castlee-builder.,

"You may enter one at a time," said Mrs, Castle-builder.
"But please be careful not to touch our precious eggs with
those long toenails of yours,'

The castle-builders' excellent manners had put Kenneth
and Lucille on their good behavior; otherwise, they might have
argued about who would go first., Happily, Kenneth rememberdd
that he had been taught something about "ladies first," and
so he said gallantly: "You go first, Lucille." Later he was
proud of having said that.

Lucille Tlew first to the platform, and near its end found
a little pile of twiglets finer than the rest. In the center
of this was the narrow, round doorway, through which the
castle-builders went in and out., She stuck her head in and
squeezed through, with no room to spare. She found hergelf
at the end of a long, narrow tunnel, which was the front hall
of the castle., Enough light filtered through the wall of sticks
to show her that the hallway was carpeted from end to end
with shreds of the whitish cast sking of lizards and snakes,

fitted together so carefully that they covered all the floor,



The castle-~builders must have hunted long and diligently to
find so much cast reptile skin among the thickets. Lucille
wondered whether they took up all this odd carpet at their
apring housé cleaning, as her mother did at home,

Then she pushed forward down the hallway, moving slowly
and carefully in a crouching attitude, for it was so low and
narrow thet she could hardly pass. In the middle she came to
a place where the passage was slightly smaller, and here she
stuck. For a moment she was terribly frightened; she could
neither go forward nor turn around; and to push tail-first
back to the doorway would ruin her plumage. In desperation,
she shoved hard with her legs, pressing her wings closely
against her body at the same time, and pushed through the
nerrow place. From here it was easier to reach the end. She
breathed more freely when the narrow tunnel at last opened
into a wider chamber,

The room into which Lucille now pushed her head was dimly
lighted by narrow rays of daylight that found their way through
chinks in the walls made of fine twigs. It was round from cgide
to aide and from top to bottom, like the inside of a slightly
flattened hollow ball, The cupped bottom of the nursery was
softly lined with small, downy, green leaves. ‘hose on top
were fresh, for they had been brought by the castle-builders
that game morning. On the freshest of the leaves lay four
small, pale blue eggs. Lucille stood for a moment admiring
them, for they were beautiful upon their green bed, in the

soft light of the nursery.



Then, with great care not to touch the eggs with her
sharp toenails, she entered the little round chamber to turn
around. Agein she struggled along the narrow hallway, past
the tight place, and at last pushed her head up through the
doorway into the outer air.

"What a beautiful nest you have, so snug and well arranged
inside!" she exclaimed to Mrs. Castle-builder, who was wait-
ing anxiously on the platform, fearful lest her big visitors
accidently harm her eggs.

"And you can be sure that the /rain never leaks through
our thick roof," she replied. Then gshe slipped inside to:amees
whether her eggs were all whole In less than =a minute she
came out again.

"Now i1t's your turn," she said to Kenneth, who promptly
pushed through the narrow doorway. He had an even harder
time going down the hallway than Lucille did, for he was
slightly bigger than she was. Once he felt that he was so
firmly stuck that he would never be able to escape. But fin-
ally he emerged with his feathers very ruffled.

"Thank you very much, Mrs,. Castle-~builder," said the
winged children together. "aAnd we thank you, too, Mr. Castle-
builder. We hope you will both come to visit us some day."
They did not think it likely that small, short-winged birds
like the castle-builders could fly across the Gulf of Mexico,
but it gseemed the proper thing to say.

Then Lucille and Kenneth flew off to fresh adventures,
leaving their new friends to finish their neglacted housekeep-

ing.



Chapter 11

HOMESICK

During the morning great white clouds had been gathering
overhead, beautiful against the deep blue sky. As they grew
fatter and=fatter, the blue was gradually covered, as blue
eyes are covered by drowsy lids slowly closing. Then the
heaven was completely overcast by dark, frowning clouds,
stretching unbroken from side to side of the broad valley
and hiding the summits of the highy foreast-clad mountains
that rimmed it,

Soon after midday, the rasin began te fall in big,
heavy drops. All afternoon it ceme down in torrents. Birds
could not find enough food, and went hungry fto roost in
the tall grass beside the river, which had risen alarmingly.
Its water that had been so clear was® now brown with earth
carried down from the mountains, and went roaring and gurg-
ling by. Thé:ﬁ;ﬁﬂ-ad dead trunks and broken branches, and
at times unfortunate little animala that could not escape
its sudden rise. The tall grass was awash in the flood on
its outer side, where all the high stems bowed downstream
with a rhythmie motion.

"It's not safe to sleep here tonight," gsaid a kingbird,
then flew up to the top of a tree that grew near by, follow-
ed by many others,

"It's dangerous here with the river rising so," whisper-

ed & gseed-eater; and the whisper was carried like a breath



of wind from end to end of the roost. Soon all the seed-
eaters flew over the high canes and vanishea.

"We can't sleep here tonight," said Mr. Oriole, and led
his family away to a clump of bushes in a hillside pasture.
Soon all the birds had deserted the tall grass, about whose
rootos the swirling water was every minuite growing deeper.

The gray evening faded slowly into a coal=black night,
without a moon or a single star in the frowning sky. Fireflies
bravely flashing here and there seemed lost in the immensity
of the blackness. All night the rain fell, slowly, steadily,
relentlessly. The growling and roaring of the sweollen river
rose to the hillside where the orioles slept and formed the
undertone of their dreams. They and other birds that roosted
amid foliage were gradually soaked by the long rain. Only
the woodpeckers whe slept in holes that they had carved for
themselves in dead trunks, and the wrens who slept in cozy
covered nests that they had built in the thiockets, and the
bananaquits in their neat round nests in the trees, remained
dry throughout that wet night.

In the dim gray dawn the orioles awoke, cold and unheppy.
The rain had stopped; but the sky was everywhere overcast by
heavy, leaden clouds; and no glow of sunrise showed which
side was east. After a while, Mr, Oriocle led Lucille and
Kenneth to seek breakfast among the wet, heavy foliage, which
let down a shower of drops whenever they touched it. It was
not pleasant searching for insects and nectar in such weather,

with wet plumage and feet.



Kenneth had awaked feeling something heavy inside, where
he supposed his heart to be. As the morning grew older, the
weight became heavier, until it seemed that it would drag him
to the ground., Bravely he tried to follow his companions and
eat as they did, but before long the thing inside became 30
heavy that he could no longer carry it around. He lost all
appetite, and dropped a juicy berry from the tip of his bill.
Then he sat in a tree with his head drawn in and his plumage
fluffed out, too miserable now to move.

Kenneth was homesick, terribly homesick. He suffered from
an illness just as real as chicken pox, measles, or a sore
throat, and even more distressing, for it attacks the mind
rather than the body. It is a sickness sometimes hard to cure.

All his 1life, when he had found or been given something
beautiful or valuable, his first impulse had been to carry
it home. Until he had taken it heme, it did not seem to be
really his. And when he had interesting adventures or saw.
memorable sights, he could sometimes hardly wait to tell his
parents. They always listened so attentively, end sometimes
made remarks that called his attention te points he had not
seemed to notice,

And now in a few weeks he had lived through more adventures
and seen more marvelous sights than in wheole years of his for-
mer life as a boy. He wanted so much to take the memories of
his adventures home, for only there he felt quite safe and
at ease, and only there could he be sure of keeping them., He

longed to tell his mother about all he had seen and done. But



he thought of the leng menths that must pass slowly, one by
one, before he could possibly return, and the many hundreds

of miles of land and sea separating him from his leved home,
and all the dangers he must pass through before he could reach
it. And who knew whether he would live to return home, or
perish in a foreign land,or in the ocean?

When they saw that he wags sick, Mr., and Mrs. Oriole were
kind te him, bringing choice tidbits to place in his mouth,
just as though he were a fledgling unable to find enough food
for himgelf. His sister alse pitied him, and gave him a fat
caterpillar. He was grateful for all this kindness, but it
made him sadder, It reminded him of his parents' loving atten-
tien when he was sick, and made him think more about then,

It would have been a comfort to cry, te seek a quiet nook
amid the foliage where he would not be seen, bury his head
beneath a wing, and shed some of the heaviness frem his heart
in heavy tears. But a bird cannet weep.

After a while, Mr, Oriole had a bright idea, While Ken-
neth was a boy he had been fond of his breakfast cocoa, and
checolate in bars and dreps, and cake with checolate icing,
and chocolate ice cream. In fact, he liked almost everthing
flavored with chocolate. He had told Mr. Oriole that when they
reached the tropics, he wanted especially to see how chocolate
grows. So now his friend suggested that they visit a small
cocoa plantation that he knew.

Kenneth pulled himself together and followed Mr. Oriole

and Lucille across the river, over a corner of a banana plan-



tation, then over a pale green field of sugar-cane, beside
which grew the cocoa trees. They had low trunks, which branch-
ed a few feet above the ground, and were covered with smooth,
dark brown bark. The pointed leaves were bigger than a man's
hand and while still young were deep red. The small reddish
flowers grew right on the trunk and thicker branches, and

here the heavy pods hung. Since the delicate cocoa trees would
be injured by strong sunshine, taller trees of other kinds

had been planted to shade and protect them,

Kenneth and Luoille losked MMBBGLEE at the yellew rips
pods, which were as long as themselves and much fatter, and
covered with low ridges from the short stalk to the tapering
end, It had been se long since they had tasted checolate, and

they enjoyed it so! They clung beside a pod and pecked at the
shell, but it was much toe thick and woedy for their slender
bills te pierce.

Presently they heard g loud tapping and went to investi-
gate. K woodpecker, striped black and white and with a bright
red head, was clinging te one of the big yellow pods and ham-
mering away at it with all his might, while his gray-headed
mate looked on., His sharp, chisel-like bill soon pierced the
woody shell, and when the opening was wide enough he ate what
he found inside., ATter he flew away, his mate pecked food from
the hole. When she left, it was the orioléds' turn.

Kenneth went first to the woodpeckers' cocoa pod. Looking
into the hole, he found the inside filled with soft;, white
pulp. He pecked out a little and enjoyed the slightly sweet-

ish, aslightly sour taste. He liked it so much that he contin-



ued to eat until Lucille demanded that he leave some for her.

Imbedded in the pulp were big, hard, flattish seeds that
Kenneth supposed must be the coecoa beans. They were too big
te come through the hole that the woodpecker had made, 'sd he
pecked into one that he could reach through the opening, ex-
pecting that it would taste like unsweetened chocolate, but
he was disappointed. It would need to be fermented and dried
and refined before it teok on the delicious flaver that he
remembered seo well. After he had tasted the chocolate bean
and found that he did not like it, he gave up his place to
his sister, who ate some of the sweet pulp, then made way for
Mr, Oriecle.

When they had seen enough ef the cocoa plantation, they
flew to its edge, where they found a hut roofed with palm
leaves, Its floor was the hard-packed earth, as they could
plainly see through wide chinks in the walls of rough split
logs. In the yard romped a little brown boy, twe or three
years old and quite naked. Lucille was sorry, for the moment,
that she was not still a girl, so that she might wash his
dirty face and dress him. But he gseemed perfectly happy with
his soiled mouth and dirty skin, for the day was warnm,

Around the hut grew shrubs with great, bright blossoms,
red and yellow and blue. There were also orange and lemon
trees, and fruits of other kinds that Kenneth did not recog-
nize, But he knew the pineapples, which grew near the ground
between stiff, narrow, sharp-pointed leaves, and when ripe

were deliciously fragrant. On bare ground beside the hut lay



woven mats on which cocoa beans were spread to dry.

The orioles lingered around the hut, finding things to
eat among the foliage of the shrubs and fruit trees, and peck-
ing into a juicy orangeithﬂ}ghwaodpeckar hggaigozsgql%resent—
ly en older beoy, brown like his little naked brother, was seen
gg%%%ie$i§§§ 333 ﬁ%EhOriole gsaid it was time to go.

They flew back to the banana plantation to sip nectar
from the white flowers, disturbing the little black, stingless
bees, who laboriously bit away a petal from each te uncover
the sweet liquid, which their short tongues could not other-
wise reach, Here they found other birds engaged in the same
delightful occupation: Orchard Orioles, handsome in chestnut
and black, who had come south like themselves; and big brown
birds with white bellies who they thought were jays, because
they were so noisy; and other big birds with rich chestnut
suits and long yellow tails and sharp bills with orange tips,
whom Mr. Oriole greeted politely, calling them Montezuma Oro-
pendolas, his distant relatives,

While Lucille rested upon the midrib of a huge, broad
banana leaf, a little brown lizard crawling over it started
to push out his throat toward her, Out and out came the throat,
until it stood out prettily in front of the lizard like a flat,
yellow half moon, Lucille thought the animal was being rude,
and to get even tried to stick out her tongue at him. But her
oriole's tongue would not come out far; she wanted a humming-
bird's or a woodpecker's long white tongue, or her old girl's
tongue, just then?fiﬂe lizard otuck out his throat again, “:1l

a gray hawk swooped down and seized him in its talens, to



carry him away and eat him., Lucille had been so intent on
watching the lizard that the hawk might as easily have caught
her., She was sorry for the lizard, but thankful that the hawk
had taken him instead of herself.

Soon the big Brown Jays began to shout and scream co loud-
ly that all the other birds were instantly om=bive alert and
looked around tdwem for danger. It could hardly be a hawk this
time, for these bold jays feared only the largest of then.
Kenneth noticed two brown men walking beneath the tall banana
plants, leading a mule with a pack saddle, The men's thin
clothes were patched and mended, and everywhere marked with
indelible brown stains made by the juice of the banana flants.
Their trousers were tied tightly around their ankles with
string to keep insects and spiders from crawling up their
legs. Their feet were bare, A long, straight knife hung in
a leather sheath from each man's belt. One had a long scar
on his left cheek. With their big knives, they looked danger-
ous to Lucille, who would have been afraid to meet them alone,
if she did not have wings.

The men stopped beneath a banana tree that bore a great
cluster of green bananes hanging far above their reach. They
looked carefully up at it for a flew seconds, then shook their
heads, for the bananas were still too thin. They went on until
they came to another tree with a full cluster. Although still
quite green, the bananas in this bunch were fatter and ready
to be cut., One of the men took his long knife from its sheath

and slashed into the soft stem as high as he could reach, with-



out cutting it through. With a loud gwish of moving foliage,

the wide-spreading crown of the banana plant toppled over
with its heavy bunch of fruit. The bunch was caught by the
other man before it could strike the ground, and severed from
the stem by a stroke of his knife. Kenneth thought it a pity
to destroy so noble a plant to harvest its fruit. But each
tall stem could flower and fruit only once, and when it was
cut down its place was taken by other stems that grew up
around it.

When the men had cut two bunches of bananas, they loaded
them on the mule, one on each side of the thickly padded pack
saddle. Then they cut two more bunches, and tied them above
the first iwo. Next they cut one te be carried on the shoulder
of each. With man and mule heavily laden, they walked through
the plantation until they came to narrow tracks that ran
through its midst, Here bananas were being brought in from
all sides and stacked in a shed beside the light rails, All
were green; no wonder the birds found so few ripe bananas
they could eat.

After a while they heard a loud chug, chug, chug, and in

o few moments a small locomotive appeared rounding a long
curve between the tall banana plants. It drew a string of

open cars already partly laden with the fruit, Kenneth thought
of the fun a boy might have with such e full-grown toy rail-
road. At the point where the waiting bananas were piled, the
train stopped; and the fruit was loaded inte the empty cars,
well padded with dry banane leaves so that it would not be

bruised.



When all the fruit had been picked up, the toy engine
chugged on until it came to the next deposit of waiting
bananas, At last, after it had stopped many times and filled
all the cars, it arrived at the big railroad, where a full-
gsized locomotive, with a train of big box cars, was waiting
to receive the bananas and haul them to the ship at the dis-
tant seaport. Then they woeuld be carried northward over the
water, oome, perhaps, to be eaten by playmates that Kenneth
and Lucille had left at home,

When they went to roost that evening in the clump of
bushes on the hillside, Kenneth was much happier, and ne
longer felt the heavy weight within him., He had seen so many

interesting things that he had almost forgotten his homesick-

neassg.,



Chapter 12

THE GARDEN

The weather continued wet and gloomy, and the river remained
so high that the birds did not return to roost in the tall
grass beside $t. Kenneth was homesick more than once again,
and Mr. Oriocle became alarmed by his condition. Lucille suf-
fered less. Although she was more cautious than her brother,
she was more flexible, and adapted herself more readily te
new situationa.

Finally, Mr. Oriole announced that he would take them
to a part of the country where dry weather was already begimnm-
ning and they would enjoy more sunshine. It would be necese
sary to cross high mountains, but they would travel slowly
by day. Mrs, Orieole preferred te stay on the banana plan-
tation, as the rain did not bother her much and she liked
the food better. The young orioles felt that they were now
old enough to go where they wished, without their parents.
Mr. Oriole bade farewell to his family, planning te meet his
mate next spring in the elm tree where they nested, and set
out one morning with the two winged children.

They flew up the valley of the big river, which was now
swollen and swift and dark brown with mud. Soon they passed
beyond forests and banana plantatioens and entered a land
such as Kenneth and Lucille had never seen befere., Scatter-
ed among low, thorny trees stood tall, spiny cacti with fat,

green branches pointing skyward and no leaves, and prickly



pear bushes with broad, flat, jointed branches that seemed
in danger of falling apart. They flew over a town where the
houses, all of one story, had white walls and red tile reofs,
just as Mr, Fargo had said. After a while, they dropped down
into a tree to rest and eat.

At first, Lucille and Kenneth were afraid to hep among
the branches to seek food, for most of them bristled with
sharp thorns. But Mr. Oriele showed them how easy it was to
alight on a prickly bough without hurting themselves. They
tried to fellow his example and that of the other birds
around them. After pricking themselves a few times, they
learned how to put their tees between the thorns and avoid
their points. Soon they were flitting among the spiny branch-
es as lightly as the birds who lived here all year. While
they delayed here a few days, Mr. Oriole introduced them to
his cousine, who wore lovely golden plumage, with black
throats and wings and tails. It seemed that everywhere they
went, Mr, Oriole found reslatives.

Then, traveiiing a little each day, they flew over moun=
tails wooded with pine and oak trees, which reminded them of
the woods at home, Next, they crossed great level plains,
high above the sea, where Indian men were harvesting cern.
Other fields were covered with the stubble of wheat, and in
the pastures boys hezxdmdxmhmzg with long whips.herded she;p.
The travelers passed more towns with white walls and red
roofs, larger than those they had seen where the cactus grewv.,

Here and there, the plains were broken by huge chasms, se



deep that tall trees growing in them failed by far to reach
their rims. Men walking or riding horseback would wind slowly
down ene wall of the chasm, ford the stream that flowed through
it, and creep up the zigzag trail on the opposite wall, But
the birds, flying straight from rim to rim and looking down
on the treetops far below, would be over the chasm before the
men could turn two curves in the winding path.

Then they beheld great, tapering mountains rising up
ahead. From the top of one a long plume of smoke trailed
away in the wind, Now Kenneth was proud that he had been at-
tentive in his geography classes, and could tell his siaster
that these peaks were velcanoes, the chimneys through which
escaped the fumes from fires deep within the earth. He wanted
to fly straight te the top of the active velcano and leok
down inte its fiery throat; but Mr., Oriele flatly refused to
go, saying it was much too cold for them at the tops of those
lofty peaks., Kenneth had no doubt that Mr. Oriole was right,
for the higher they flew, the colder the air became,

That night they roosted in a cypress tree at the edge of
a pasture. When they awoke at dawn, the open fields around
them were white with frost. They were cold and unhappy until
the sun rose and quickly warmed the £hin air. But they were
zlad to start downward again, after finding a bit of break-
fast, with the promise that they would not pass another night
in this high, cold land.

Soon they flew over the shoulder of a huge mountain and

saw ahead, far below, a great plain that aloped gently down



te an ocean that stretched on and on as far as they could see.
Mr, Oriole said that neither he nor any other bird of the land
could cross that immense sea from gide te side. Kenneth felt
sure that he was looking down en the Pacific Ocean,

All morning they winged downward toward-the ocean, stop-
ping here and there to eat, They went quickly, for the moun-
tain slopes on this side of the country were very steep; and
flying, like walking, is easier downhill then up. Soon after
midday they reached the garden where Mr. Oriole said they
would stay for a few months,

Kenneth and Lucille promptly fell in love with the garden,
and said they would like to live in it for ever. It was indeed
a delightful place, with smooth green lawns surrounded by beds
of bright and fragrant blossoms. There were white lilies and
sweet-scented tuberose, and gladioli of many shades, and cos-
mos, and hugé%lowing dahlias, and lovely roses red, yellow,
and white, and blossoms of many other kinds whose names thej
did not know. Behind the flower beds were massed shrubs with
blossoms as varied and brilliant as the flowers in the beds,
but these were almost all of kinds new te the winged children.
They did not even know the fragrant gardenias, nor the bougain-
villea with glowing masses of magenta color, nor the slender
glossy-leafed jasmine that spread its sweet white blossoms
over an arbor, nmor the hibiscus with large red flowers.,

In the middle of the garden was a fountain where birds
could bathe. Its water fell sparkling down into a pool with

white water lillies and waving water weeds with delicate, ferny



leaves, among which goldfish owam, Here and there, in shady
nooks about the garden, benches invited people to sit and
rest, enjoying its quiet beauty. All around it stood lordly
palm trees with huge feathery leaves waving gracefully at the
tops of tall, slender gray columns. When they perched upen
the swaying fronds so high above the ground, the birds could
see the ocean spreading out far below, gleaming like an im-
mense osilver platter when the afternoon sun hung low above
it. In the opposite direction, they looked up to high, taper-
ing fire mountains with plumes of smoke waving at their crests.
Mr. Oriole, Kenneth and Lucille passed much time in the
garden, hunting insects among the foliage or amid the clus-
tered bright blossoms, bathing in the fountain, or resting
in the deep shade of an orange tree, whose spheres of golden
fruits glowed less brightly than their own plumage. Many birds
of other kinds visited the garden, and all were friendly.
Here neither cats nor boys with slingshots tried to kill them.
Beside the garden stood a long, low house with a broad
porch across its front. One bright afternoon, when the gun
was drepping toward the distant ocean and making it gleam,
two Indian men carried a cot out from the house and set it
gently down beside the gardenia shrubs, On the cot lay a
white boy who seemed to be about Kenneth's age. He was all
wrapped up in covers except his face, which was wasted and
thin, and almost aa pale as the pillow on which it rested.
His wide eyes were bright with fever, yet deep and sad. The
hand that peeped out from beneath the covers was delicate

and thin.



A chair was carried out and gset beside the cot, and a tall

woman in a blue dress came to sit in it with her sewing. The
boy lay for some time in silence, turning his head to gaze
over the distant ocean, visible through a gap in the shrubbery.
After a while he spoke to the woman. Kenneth happened to be
perching with Mr, Oriole in a palm tree close by, looking down
with interest at the people in the garden., When he heard the
lad speak, he listened carefully, for the boy was talking in
his own language, which he had not heard for many days. All
the other people he had chanced to hear aspoke a language he
did not understand, which he supposed was Spanish. He flew
down into the gardenias to hear the boy better.

"Mother," the lad was saying in a faint voice, "Mother,
do you think I shall live to get well so that I can go to
England and see where you and Father lived when you were
children? I want so much to see how the snow makes all the
fields white, and how the ice covers ponds and rivers so that
you can walk and skate on them, And I want to see the trees
shed all their leaves in autumn and besome naked, and how
they grow green again in the spring. And I would like to see
the house in which you were born, end the building where Par-
liament meets, and Westminster Abbey where the poets are bur-
ied. And I hope to see hawthorn in blossom, and gather daisies
and buttercups in the meadows, as you and Father did when you
were children, But now I am going to die, and I shall never

see any of it."



"Hush, Edward, you must not talk sol" replied the mother,
looking up from her sewing. "Of course you are not going to
die., You must be brave and cheerful, and deo everything Dr.
Orellana tells you, and by next spring you will be well and
strong again, and we shall all go home for many months. It's
been so many years since I've seen my sisters and old friends
in England; I'm as eager to go as you are,"

Kenneth, who had listened attentively to all this, thought
it strange that Edward should be longing to see snow and ice
and trees losing their leaves in fall and budding forth again
in spring, for these were all things so familiar to him from
early childhood that he had never stopped to think how marvel-
ous they are. He thought that Edward should be content because
he lived all the time with such wonderful things as palm trees
and smoking volcanoes, and had oranges and bananas growing
near his house. But the sick boy, who had been born and raised
among these things, took them all as a matter of course, as
Kenneth took snow and cherries and brightly tinted foliage in
autunmn.

The boy turned his head on the pillow, and saw Kenneth
perching near him smong the gardenias, Kenneth had become so
absorbed in the conversation that he had forgotten all that
Mr. Oriole and his own narrow escapes had taught him about
the necessity to keep himself hidden from people.

"Jook, Mother! What a beautiful bird!" excleaimed the sick
boy. "I have never seen such a beautiful bird before., What is
it called?"

iPhat's a Baltimore Oriole, who has just arrived from the

north. He is named so because he wears the colors of the



Barons of Balitimore, who founded the colony of Maryland in
North America., How delightful it will be if he stays in our
garden until spring returns to the northern land where he
was hatched, and he must fly northward again! If we are
careful not to frighten him, I think he might stay."
Kenneth was proud to hear his plumage praised so highly.
lie was glad that Lucille was beyond hearing, for she was al-
ready too jealous of him., He thought that he and Edward
might be friends, if he could become his old self again and
talk to him. Anyhow, he liked the sick bey; so, feeling
sure that these people would not harm him, he continued to
perch quietly for a while in the gardenia shrub where the

boy could admire him.



Chapter 13

A FRIENDSHIP

The garden where Kenneth met the sick boy was situated in
the midst of a great plantation of coffee and sugar cane,
Around it grew many thousands of glossy-le;fed coffee bushes,
shaded against the full force of the tropical sun by trees
with open, spreading crowns. These shade trees bore masses
of fluffy white flowers, among which the birds found nectar
and insects., Their foliage, too, yielded much insect fooﬁ.
Among these trees the orioles passed their mornings. The
fields of sugar cﬁne offered them little nourishment, and
they flew across their broad, pale green, billowy surfaces
from side to side, rarely pausing.

The slender twigso of the coffee shrubs were at this sea-
son laden with bright red, glossy berries, the size of small
cherries, Every morning at dawn, many Indian men, women, and
children would leave their cabins and go out into the coffee
groves to gather the ripe berries. They carried their lunches
wrapped in white cloths, or in banana leaves, for they spent
long hours at their task. Many of the women also carried
babies slung in shawls across their backs. Mothers of the
youngest infantis worked with these burdens always upon them,
satopping from time to time to suckle the little ones. Older
children, atill too young to pick coffee, were set down be-

neath a bush while their mothers gathered the berries.



Each coffee picker had a roundlbasket fastened in front
by a strap that pagssed around hi%rxg{st. Children of seven or
eight had smaller baskets and worked beside their parenta.
Eaech bent down the branches of the coffee bushes, and with
deft hands plucked the shiny berries and dropped them into
the basket.

IWhen a basket was full, its contents were poured into a
sack, which was left in a convenient spot near by. In the
evening, & creaking two-wheeled cart, drawn by a pair of huge
oxen yoked by their horns, passed along a road through the
plantation to collect all the berries that had been gathered
during the day. They were taken to a big mill, where compli-
cated machinery, driven by electricity, separated the coffee
beans from the pulpy flesh that surrounded them., Most of
the berries contained two beans flattened against each other,
but a few held only a single round bean,

After they had been separated from the pulp and washed
in the mill, the beana, or seeds of the coffee shrub, were
spread on wide concrete floors te dry in the sun,. Kenneth and
Lucille would sometimes perch in trees beside the drying floors
and watch the Indians spread out the gray beans with breoad
wooden rakes, and stir them so that they would dry more
quickly, then hurry to push them under sheds at the sides of
the floor, when rain thrsgtaned or the sun set,

The winged children were greatly interested in the Indians
who picked the coffee, the women in many-colored homespun

dresses, and the children, some of whom were about their own



a1

ages. They wished they could talk to the young Indians, to
ask their names and ages, and whether they went te school,
and if they enjoyed picking coffee. At first, they thought
it would be fun to have a basket and gather bright red ber-
ries beside an Indian comrade; but when they saw how hard the
children had to work all through a long day, they changed
their minds.

One morning, while the orioles were seeking food among
the shade trees of the coffee plantation, Lucille, looking
down, noticed an Indian baby lying alone on a blanket beside
a coffee bush, where its mother had left it while she picked
berries near by, The net that held her family's lunch hung
from a branch close to the blanket, SBince no grown person
who might have thrown stones at her was watching, Lucille
approached to see the baby better, It was a bright, chubby
creature still too young to walk, smiling and gurgling te
itself, counting its tiny toes, while it amused itself all
alonefnafter a while, growing restless, the child started to
crawl away through the grass and weeds around the blanket.
Lucille watched it go. Then, suddenly, she noticed a big,
brown snake coiled up amid the weeds directly ahead of the
creeping child., Too young to realize its great peril, the
tiny Indian continued to crawl toward the venomous serpent.
Greatly excited, Lucille fluttered in front of the baby,
trying to stop it or turn it aside., But the fluttering bird

only amused the little one, who reached out its chubby hands



toward her, and continued to creep toward the lurking snake
until it was scarcely twe yards away. With a single venon-
deeling streoke, the snake might have killed the infant.

Thoroughly alarmed, Lucille begah'to scold and churr
loudly, oriole faghion. Her voice aroused the baby's mother,
who promptly droepped her work to come and see what was caus-
ing the disturbance. Her keen eyes quickly detected the lurk-
ing snake, and with a low cry she rushed forward to snatch
up her child and carry it to safety. Then she found a stout
gtick and beat the serpent to death.

Lucille was so absorbed in watching all this that she
failed to notice other Indians approach. Among them was a boy
of twelve or fourteen, a brother of the baby whose life she
had saved. Seeing the oriole so near and low, and so little
alert to danger, he could not resist the good opportunity
to use his slingshot,

Removing the forked stick from his pocket where he carried
it while he picked coffee, he fitted a coffee berry.= the
best missle he could find at the moment = in the rubber band,
then drew it back for a good shot. The berry was well aimed
and struck Lucille a glancing blow on her left wing. If it
had been a hard stone, it might have knocked her to the ground,
where she would have fallen into the boy's clutches; but the
light, soft berry did her no great harm. With a low cry of
pain, she flew up to the treetops to find her companions,

Kenneth and Mr. Oriole. This blow, which left her wing sore



and stiff for a few days, was the only thanks she received
for saving the Indian baby's life.

In the afternoens, Kenneth, Mr. Oriole and Lucille, with
many other birds of their own and other kinds, would rest
amid the foliage of the garden, or bathe in its sparkling
fountain. In this lovely spot they felt secure and at ease,
for the people who owned the garden were their friends and
protected them. No boy with a slingshot was permitted to
enter, and hawks rarely soared above it, Sometimes the birds
would find a caterpillar or spider to eat, or pluck a berry
from a shrub; but mostly in the early afternoon they were
content to perch quietly and drowse.

On fine afternoons, Edward was carried out from the big
house on his cot and set down near the fountain, or in the
shade of a tree, to enjoy the fresh air and light shifting
breezes, and drink in the beauty of the wide landscape and
the bright fragrant blossoms and the brillient birds that
rested among the foliage. Usually his mother sat close beside
him to sew or read to him from a book. But as day followed
day, the poor boy failed to improve., How pale and thin he
had become!

Edward delighted in the orioles that rested in his
father's garden. For long intervals, he would lie motionless
on his back and gaze silently up into the trees where they
perched. If they failed to appear, because they were passing

the afternoon in some other part of the plantation, he was



deeply disappointed., One afternoon, when the orioles returned
to the garden after they had stayed away for two or three days,
Kenneth heard Edward tell higs mother how happy he was that the
birde had come back, and how sad he had been when he had not
seen them, fearing that they had left never to return.

After this, Kenneth decided to spend every clear after=-
noon in the garden. But sometimes the clouds towered up to
great heights above the mountainside, lightning darted through
them in long, jagged streaks, and thunder crashed loudly, to
die away in long, angry mukimeimg rumblings. Finally, the
rain fell in hard, drenching torrents. On such afternoons,
the birds preferred the shelter of the great, spreading,
dark-leaged star-apple trees to the lighter foliage of the
garden,

Edward loved all the orioles, but his special favorite
was Kenneth, who came closer than any of the others. As
Edward became more familiar with the oriole Kenneth, he want-
ed a name for him, The sick boy had plenty of time for think-
ing, as he lay silent and inactive on his cot. He tried one
name after another without finding one that satisfied him,
until one fine, mild evening when he Qas permitted to stay
in the garden later than usual. Then, after the ruddy sun had
dipped into the shining sea many miles from the shore, and
set all the clouds banked in the west aglow with flaming
radiance, he noticed that some of them became just the color

of Kenneth's plumage, and glowed awhile with this delightful



tint before at last they faded te grayness. 8o the sick boy,
who of course never imagined that his favorite bird had once
been a boy, too, and had a different name, decided to call
him "Sunglow /. Edward's mother agreed that this was an ex-
cellent name; and thereafter, when talking together, mother
and son always referred to Kenneth as "Sunglow,"

As Kenneth became more familiar with Edward and his mother,
and heard them reveal their inmost thoughts in their 1low,
earnest conversation together, he became certain that neither
would try to harm or catch him, The loving mother had filled
her only child with feelings of kindness and benevolence to-
ward all creatures, and taught him to enjoy their presence
without wishing to deprive them of freedom. They were so much
more beautiful and interesting in their natural freedom than
when confined in cages. Edward's long illness had made him
more thoughtful than most boys of his age, who are often
ecruel because they are thoughtless rather than because they
are wicked., He could enjoy the company of free animals with-
out any desire to put them in cages or te kill and stuff them.

So, little by little, as he learned Edward's feelings
toward himself, Kenneth lost all fear of the sick boy. One
afternoon, the boy-oriole, feeling more than usually friend-
ly toward the invalid, dropped down te rest on the head rail
of his cot, close above the pale, wasted face, Edward was de-
lighted, and for many minutes lay perfectly still, fearing

to make the slightest movement lest he frighten his welcome



visitor away. As he gazed down inte the wide, bright eyes so
close beneath him, Kenneth was saddened by Edward's sickness,
and wished with all his heart that he could do something to
make him well., XKnowing that it made his friend happy, Kenneth
came every clear afternoon to perch upon his cot, sometimes
even upon the pillow beside his face, or upon his outstretch-
ed arm, while the boy's mother looked on quietly and smiled.

Often, while Edward's mother read from a story book, Ken-
neth perched near by, on the cot or more often in a neighbor-
ing shrub, drinking in every word. At such times, Lucille
would also fly up and rest close by, for she enjoyed stories
as much as her brother did. Sometimes the books from which
Edward's mother read were already familiar to the winged
children, because they had heard them from the lips of their
own mother, now so far away. Other stories were new to them,
and they enjoyed these even more.

One afternoon, while the woman was reading a charming
story about long ago, Edward interrupted her. "Look, Mother!
he exclaimed. "Sunglow seems te be listening. Do you think he
can really understand?”

Kenneth was perching on a long, curving shoot of a bou-
gainvillea bush close beside Edward's cot, with his head
cocked to one side, listening intently to the story. He
looked up when Edward spoke, feeling slightly annoyed that
the story had been interrupted at the most exciting party He

longed to be able to say: "Of course, silly boy, I understand



English as well as you do." But he could only whistle bright-
ly a few times, which delighted Edward greatly.

"I think Sunglow understands what we say, Mother. He is
such an intelligent bird," Edward said.

"Perhaps he does," agreed the mother. "It is one of the
things we can never be certain about."

Then she continued the story.

The following afternoon, Edward's mother read a story

that to Kenneth was both beautiful and sad. It was about a

[

swallow, who, traveling southnaftho;éh;'ﬁile, ended his
journey onzevening in a great city. On a hill in the midst
of the city ostood the statue of a prince, all crusted over
with gold and precious stones; and the lone swallow roosied
for the night in a sheltered nook on the statue. Of a sud-
den a drop of water, then another fell upon the swallow,
although the sky was clear and bright with stars., The drops
had fallen from the eyes of the prince, who was weeping.
When the swallow asked why he wept, the statue replied that,
although he was called The Happy Prince, he was really most
unhappy, because from the height where he stood he saw so
many people who were poor and starving in the great city.
Although he was covered with geld and studded with stones of
great value, which he would gladly give to those who were
miserable for lack of money teo buy bread, he could do ne-
thing because he was only a statue unable to move from the

spot where he had been set.



The swallow offered to aid the prince by carrying the
precious stenes to peoeple who would be helped by them. Jaz-
ing over the roofs of the city, the prince looked into a
garret, bare and mean, where a poet sat trying te finish
a poem, But the man was so weak from hunger and cold that
he could not complete his verses. So the swallow, follewing
the directions of the prince, plucked a diamond from the hilt
of his sword,flew over the roofs with it, and dropped it on
the table before which the poor starved poet sat trying to
write. The poet sold the stone for money te buy food, and
was able to finish a great and beautiful poen.

The following night, the swallow plucked a second jewel
from the statue of the prince, and carried it to a widowed
mother whose infant was dying, because she lacked money to
buy what was needed to save it. Night after night, the swal-
low took another precious stone, or a piece of gold leaf,
from the statue of the prince, and delivered it to some un-
happy person who would be benefitted by it. Meanwhile, win-
ter was coming on; nights grew colder; and by day the swal-
low found ever fewer insects to eat. The bird knew that by
this time he should be coursing above the water of the Nile
with his comrades who had gone before him. The prince urged
him to fly southward before snow fell and he died of cold
and hunger. But because he delighted in good deeds, the
swallow would not leave as long as he could help the prince

to relieve the suffering of the people of his city,



So the swallow stayed on, suffering more each day fronm
cold and hunger, and each night carrying another gift from
the prince to some needy person, until all the gold and pre-
cious stones had been removed from the statue, and nothing
remained but the framework and the heart of lead. Then snow
came and froze the swallow, who fell dead at the foot of what
hed been the statue of the prince. The 1lifeleas body of the
swallow and the prince's heart were carried away and cast upon
the rubbish heap.wkbout this time, God commanded one of his
angels to bring him the two most precious things in the city.
The angel returned with the swallow's body and the prince's
heart, that he found upon the rubbish heap.

When the woman finished reading this story, Edward's eyes
were bright with tears., Kenneth could not shed teams since
he had become a bird, but he was deeply moved by the fairy
tale. Now he knew that even a small bird without hands can

perform noble and generous deeds, and he wished to be like

the swallow,



Chapter 14

A HEROIC DECISION

As the weeks passed and Edward grew no better, his mother
worried greatly, The doctor ceme more often and held longer
consultations, sometimes in the house, scmetimes in the gar-
den. One afternoon, when he had finished examining Edward
while Kenneth peered down with interest from a perch in a
palm tree, he looked up gravely and said:

"Mys, Shore, I think what is necessary is a change of
climate., This fever was contracted during the boy's visit
to the coast last August; it should go away in a cool, dry
climate. I recommend that you take him to the highlands as
soon as you can."

"Certainly, Dr. Orellana, I shall follew your advice.

My one wish is to see my dear boy well and strong again,
As soon as I can make arrangements, I shall take him up into
the high country."

"No, Mother, I could not go away and leave Sunglow,”
objected Edward, when he heard what they were saying about
him,

"But you must consider your health first," said the
mother. "You must do as the doctor tells us so that you will
recover and be your old healthy self again. Then you can come
home and be with Sunglow ag much as you like."

But the boy insisted that without his beloved bird he

would not get well, but instead grow worse and maybe die.



Sunglow might leave before he got well and could return home.
For a long while they talked it over, and finally decided that
they would go to the high country and try it for a week. Then,
if Edward showed no sign of improvement, they would return to
the plantation. But the thought of leaving Sunglow made the
boy seem weaker and more sorrowful than Kenneth had ever seen
him.,

Kenneth had listened with great interest to all the talk
between Dr. Orellana and Mrs. Shore and Edward; at least, to
as much of it as he could understand, for it was partly in
Spanish, of which he did not know two words. He thought hard
for a while, then flew off to seek Mr, Oriole and Lucille
smong the shade trees of the coffee plantation.

"Don't you think we have been here long enough?" he said
to his companions. "It would be nice to fly up inte the high
country for a change of climate. There must be many interest-
ing things we did not hawe—time~te see when we flew so swiftly
across it on our way here."

"You would not like to stay in the highlands," said Mr.
Oriole. "Remember the frosty night when we roosted there,

It is colder now, and we would be miserable. Besides, it is
too dangerous for us in that part of the country, where so
many boys carry slingshots to kill birds. Since we orioles
are so bright and easily seen, we run even greater risks than
most other birds. No, I do not wish to go to the highlands.

We should stay here where we have plenty to eat, the nights



are comfortable, and fewer boys have glingshois.

Kenneth had not forgotten how cold and uncomfortable he
had felt when he awoke in the morning on their journey over
the highlands. And both he and his sister had already had
narrow escapes from people who tried to kill them, But he
remembered the story of the swallow and the prince, and how
he had resolved to do something noble like the swellow, even
at the risk of his life. He rdecided to go with Edward, even
if he must leave Mr. Oriole and his sister, and be cold every
night, and be exposed to the slingshots of cruel boys, and
have less food than he enjoyed on the plantation.

When he learned that Edward would be taken toe the high-
lands on the day after tomorrow, Kenneth declared his plan
to go alone.He did not tell Mr, Oriuggih%gcilig reason for
going, because he feared they would call him silly, to under-
go hardships and risk death for a stranger te whom he could
not even speak. Only a boy can appreciate the strength of a
boy's friendship. Kenneth's companions thought that he was
going simply because he desired a change of scene. Mr. Oriole
regretted that he had net insisted upon Kenneth's eating pore
servicé}erry caterpillars, so that he would be more like true
orioles, content to settle down for the winter in one spot
where the climate was agreeable and food abundant,

Neverthelesa, Mr., Oriole felt responsible for the gsafety
of the two children he had changed into birds and brought so

far from their home. He would feel that he had failed in his



duty if he had te go north next spring without both of them.

It would not be fair te the people who lived in the house
beaside the elm tree te lose their children, when these saume
children had saved his own nestlings. Accordingly, when he
knew that Kenneth was firmly determined te go to the high-
lands, even if he must go alone, Mr. Oriole resolved teo ac-
company him, and shield him as far as possible from the per-
ils he would encounter there, and bring him back as soon as
he had enough of it, which he thought would be very soon,

On the second morning after Kenneth had declared his
intention to go, he refused toe fly off into the plantation
+to0 gpeek breakfast, as the orioles always did, but insisted
upon hunting emong the trees in the garden, where he could
watch the roadway in front of the big house., After a while,
Mr, Oriole announced that he was ready to start for the high
country. Kenneth wished to wait a little longer. Mr. Oriole
was growing impatient with his companion, who had insisted
so stubbornly that they visit the highlands, then at the last
minute could not make up his mind to go.

Preasently an automobile was heard approaching along the
road that wound through the coffee plantation. Followed by a
spreading cloud of dust, it shot around a curve with a creak-
ing of strained springs and tires, and with a grinding of
brakes stopped in front of the house, Servants hurried out

Wwith suitcases and stowed them in and about the car. Then



Edward, dressed in traveling clothes but wrapped in a blanket
and very pale, was carried out in his father's armg and gently
set down on the rear seat of the automobile, where he was
propped up among pillows. Mrs. S8here sat beside him, and an
Indian maid entered in front beside the driver, Mr., Shore
kissed his wife and son; doors were shut with bangs; and the
car started down the road.

"Come! Comel" Kenneth called excitedly to Mr., Oriole and
Lucille. "Nowuwe must start., The automobile is on its way.
There's no time to lose."

Then Kenneth flew after the speeding car, with his two
companions, who had not known what was coming and had been
taken by surprise, doing their best to catch up with him,

The automobile went se fast along a straight stretch of road
that the orioles fell behindi but when it wound up a hill-
side, the birds, flying a straight course between curves,
easily overtook it, Kenneth dipped down beside the car to
show Edward that he was coming along., The sick boy, who had
been sitting slumped down in his seat, gloomy and disconsoclate,
brightened up and smiled when he saw Sunglow. All through
that long ride, Kenneth from time to time flew beside or in
front of the car to assure Edward that he wags going all the
way. When he had no doubt that Sunglow was going to the high-
lands with him, the poor boy began to enjoy the journey.

For hours the automobile ground in low gear up mile-
long slopes that rose to the highlands. The road zigzaged

upward to reduce the grade; and by flying straight up the



slopes, the three oricles not only kept up with the car
without great exertion, but even found time to snatch a few
billfuls of food here and there.

After a while the car crossed a rim of mountains and
dropped down to a wide plain through which a river wound.
Now it raced over the level highway so fast that the birds
dared not stop to eat, for fear of losing sight of it. The
dust that it stirred up from the unpaved road floated in
great gray clouds over the surrounding fields, brown with
the stubble of corn and wheat that had already been harvest-
ed. Then theyhcrassad a high mountain whose summit was
crowned with tall pineﬁ'and fir trees. As they wound down
into the broad valley on its farther side, they beheld,
standing in its midst, a swall town with low, white-walled
houses and roofs of red tiles.

Early in the afternoon, the automobile stopped before
a house on the outskirts of the town, The driver honked;
Mrs. Shore got out; a man came out of the house to 1ift up
Edwerd in his arms and carry him inside, while servants took
the suitcases. Mr, Oriole, Kenneth and Lucille flew into a
cypress tree standing beside the house, to rest a while amid
the dark foliage before seeking food, for they were tired as
well as hungry after their long journey.

Edward was happy, because as he was being carried into
the house he saw that all three of the orioles were still
with him. Kenneth was happy because he had seen the look of

happiness on his friend's face, and knew that he would get



well soon if his heart was glad. Lucille was glad that she

had come, too, for she liked Edward. Mr. Oriole was in a bad

humor after this hard, hurried journey to a place he hated,
but he knew that he was deoing his duty looking after his

companions, and so he was not wholly miserable,.



Chapter 15

MISFORTUNE

The walls of the house where Edward had come to dwell with
his mother were low and thick and white. On the roof of
moss-encrusted red tiles a pair of spotted Rock Wrens
chirruped loudly and cheerfully as they hopped around
seeking the ingects and spiders that lurked in the crevices.

Behind the house was a garden, encloged by a high adobe
wall plastered white. Although not as large and beautiful as
the garden on the coffee plantation, it was bright with white
callea lilies, and great dahlias of many hues, and red mont-
bretias, and fuchsiags with dangling blosgsoms like fairy bells
colored red and green. And it was fragrant with roses, and
violets that bordered trim pathways, and the climbing mock
orange that spread its oweet-scented white blossoms over the
wall, and by night with the heavy odor that issued from the
depths of the huge white trumpet flowers of the floripondia
shrubs that grew along the eastern side.

Soon the people in the hougse settled inte a routine much
like that they had followed on the coffee plantation. In the
morning, while the air was chilly, Edward remained indoors.
But in the afternoon, when the bright sun gshone with mild
radiance through the thin, clear air, he would be carried
out and set down beside the fountain in the center of the

garden. Here his mother sat beside him, talking quietly



while she knitted, or reading from a book. Then the orioles,
who all morning had been out foraging over the surrounding
countryside, would return and rest in the garden, Teeling
safer within its high walls than in the outside world with
its many dangers. When Mrs, Shore read, Kenneth and Lucille
perched near by to listen; and often Kenneth rested on Ed--
ward's pillow, close beaide his head.

As Dr. Orellana had predicted, the invigorating air of
this high country little by little restored the boy's shat-
tered health., From his bed he graduated to a reclining chair.
Soon he could sit upright, and in a few weeks more he could
even walk short distances. Steadily the bloom of boyhood re-
turned to cheeks that had been so long pallid and shrunken.

A merry twinkle stole back into his wide, bright eyes. He
was happy with returning health, and his mother's love, and
his Sunglow's unfailing friendship.

For the orioles, life was not as easgy and pleasant here
as it had been in lower and warmer regions. They slept through
cold nights amid the dense, sombre foliage of the cypress tree
that stood in a corner of the garden., When they awoke at dawn,
shivering and unhappy, they looked from their high perch over
the garden wall upon fields white with hoarfrost., They had to
fly far in search of breakfast, because the flower garden did
not supply nearly enough food for them, and the surrounding
country was largely covered by bare stubble fields where they

found nothing., Only the bushy hedgerows between the fields



yielded a few berries and insects, and a mile away a wood
of oak, alder and pine trees offered a richer variety of
foods.

Boys with slingshots were a constant menace to the birds,
who had to be ever watchful to preserve their lives, Hardly
a day passed without their seeing some unfortunate bird
fall a victim to the pebble shot from the elastic catapult
of some urchin. More than once, Mr, Oriole's unfailing alert-
ness saved his companions from the same unhappy fate.

They longed to return to the abundant food, milder air,
and greater safety of lower regions; and Mr. Oriole or Luc-
ille mopewbhan aften proposed that they do so on the morrow.
But Kenneth was glad to see health slowly returning to his
friend, and would not desert him, at the risk of undoing
the good work already accomplished by making him unhappy by
the loss of his Sunglow. He told his companions that they
might go if they pleased, but he would stay alone until
Edward had quite recovered his health and strength. However,
Mr, Oriole and Lucille would no more desert Kenneth than he
would abandon Edward, with the result that all three stayed,

Early one morning, when the three orioles were foraging
in some low elderberry trees along a main road leading out
from the town, Mr. Oriole utitered a sharp cher-r-r of alarm,
for he had noticed a boy standing in the roadway with a sling-
shot. The young rogue had alrsady placed a pebble in the
pocket, and was drawing back the rubber band. Mr. Oriole

and Lucille darted away %to safety; but Kenneth, who happened



to be in the midst of eating a large caterpillar, was glow

to respond te the warning.;ﬁﬁgehble atruck him on the breast.
Gasping, he fluttered helplessly through the branches to the
roadside. Before he could recover his breath, the boy's fin-
gers closed over him, He was captive.

Seized by the greatest terror he had ever in his life
known, Kenneth struggled with the strength of desperation to
break away from the cruel hands that clutched him. But what
is the strength of an oriole to that on an eleven-year-old
boy? For less than a minute, the captive struggled to escape;
then, exhausted and hopeless, he lay still as death in his
captor's grasp. He was sure that his end was at hand,.

As soon as the boy had the bird firmly in his clutches,
he ran shouting down the road, delighted with his prize. Mr.
Oriole and Lucille, now recevered from their fright, followed
at a safe distance with anger and despair, to learn where
their companion would be taken. A short way within the town,
they saw the boy burst through a doorway in a low, white wall,
calling in a language Lucille did not understand: "Mother,
Mother, come quickly and see what a beautiful bird I have
caught!"

Through an arched passageway, the boy entered a court-
yard surrounded on all sides by the house and open to the
sky. A fountain and many flowers adorned the court, and beneath
the éﬁes of the portico that ren completely around it hung
eight cages, seven of which contained birds. The empty cage

was taken down by the boy's mother, who opened the door so



that he could thrust Kenneth inteo it. Then the door was
cloesed and secured, and the cage returned to its place be-
neath the eaves.

Kenneth stood, sore and bewildered, on the floor of the
cage, while all the inmates of the house, eight or ten in
number, gathered around to look at him, and talked all at
once., Since they 8kRoke Spanish, he could not understand.
"What a lovely birdl!" they were saying. "What luck to have
caught it alivel!" "Now we have all the cages full," "He's
the prettiest of all we have here." "What is it called?"
"It's a summer chorcha." "How beautiful!" Even if the poor
prisoner could have understood the praise he was receiving,
it could not have made him happy in his present sad plight.

Before long the people tired of admiring their latest
captive and went away, one by one, leaving a few pieces of
fruit on the bottom of the cage, and some water in a narrow
vessel attached to its side. For a long while, Kenneth stood
motionless with drooping wings. He had no appetite for food)
but after a while, consumed by a burning thirst, he swallowed
a little water. From time to time, a visitor to the house was
brought to admire him; but he was too miserable to be inter-
ested in anything except the questions that kept burning in
his mind: "What is going to happen to me? Will I ever see my

home again?"



Chapter 16

CAPTIVITY

Even with the coming of night, which to free birds brings.
kindly osleep and forgetfulness of hunger, cold and misery,
Kenneth was not allowed to forget his sad predicament, for
the lights and noises of the house kept him awake long
after nightfall. But at last his surroundings became quiet,
and the blessing of gleep came to him,

When he awoke at dawn, he felt a dull, throbbing pain
in his breast,; where the pebble had struck him, He was so
hungry that he nibbled at the pieces of banana and papaya,
now gstale and soiled, that had been placed the day before
on the bottom of his cage. This food did not taste good to
him, now that he was accustomed to eating insects and ber-
ries plucked fresh from trees, but it helped to relieve
the terribley gnawing pangs of hunger,

After his meal, Kenneth revived enough te look around.
The flowers in the courtyard were pretty, but in his present
unhappy situation they failed to make him glad, Through the
curtained windows that looked out upon the courtyard, beneath
the roof of the portico, he had dim glimpses of the insides
of the rooms. He wondered in which his hateful captor slept.
If he were his old self again, instead of a miserable captive
bird, he was certain he could beat that beoy in a fair fight.

The morning dragged slowly on. Presently the household

began to stir, and smoke floated up from the chimney at the



rear of the courtyard. After a while, the women who appeared
to be the boy's mother came and placed fresh food in the
bird cages and changed the water in the little vessels.

From time to time, somebody arrived te admire the latest
captive, but already they were losing interest in him as

the novelty wore off. Soon he would receive as little at-
tention as the birds in the other cages.

The cage on one side of Kenneth held a Rose-breasted
Grosbeak, that on the othe?‘i%eslate-colored bird slightly
larger than a sparrow, whose neme Kenneth did not know.

Now and again, one or the other of these birds would utter
his melodious song. Kenneth wondered how any bird could
sing in the misery of a cage.

After a while, he overcame his shyness enough to ques-
tion his neighbors. "Why do you sing?" he asked the bird
with the rosy breast, feeling less strange toward this one
of his fellow captives, since he had known Roge-breasted
Grosbeaks at home., "Why do you sing? I shall never be able
to sing in this horrid cage."

"I ging lest my heart break," replied the grosbeak.
"Sometimes I feel that I must die of grief, and then I
sing. My song carries me far away to the north, over the
mountaing, over the water, over the plains, to the wet wood=~
land beside a lake, where every May I sang emong the willows
and the maple trees. I sang then for the joy that was over-
flowing from my breast., I sang to tell of my love for my

brown mate who sat warming her eggs in an elderberry bush;



end sometimes, as I covered her eggs while she sought food,
I sang on the nest, for I could not contain the music that
was in me., Now I sing to ease my sorrow. I must sing, or I
die."
"How long have you been in the cage?" asked Kenneth.
"Phree years," replied the grosbeak. "Three times has
the sun swung northward since my captivity began; and each
time I tried to break through these bars and follow it, back
to the willows and the red maple trees and the elderberry
bushes asmong which I was hatched. Each time, I felt that I
must die unless I could return to sing in the willow trees
by the lake., But the bars are strong. I sang here, and lived,"
"Wouldn't it be better to die than te live ot?h%rrible
cage?" asked Kenneth, jumping against the bars of his in his
eagerness to be free, "I would rather be dead than live here
another day."
"Hope never dies," angwered the grosbeak patiently.
"Some day the woman who brings us food and water may forget
to close the cage door, as happened last month with the mock-
ingbird. After four years in prison, he was free again."
"Yes, hope never dies while life goes on," gsaid the
alate-colored bird on the opposite side of Kenneth, who hed
been listening intently to the conversation.
"Who are you?" asked Kenneth. "My name 19 Kenneth Colton.
I'm not really en oriole, but a boy whe was turned into one

g0 that he could fly to the tropics.”



“Men call me ‘a~ Slate-colored Solitaire," replied the
bird. "I am related to the thrushes and the bluebirds, I was
snared in the forests of Vera Faz, and brought here to be sold
in the market,"

"And how can you sing so sweetly in this wretched place?"
asked Kenneth.

"I sing because my song carries me back to the dim,
ferny forests of Vera Paz, where I was hatched in a mossy
nest beneath tall sweet gum trees and magnolias. They can
keep my body here in this cruel cage, but they can't imprisen
my spirit. You must sing, too, my handsoume friend. It is your
only means of escape. You must sing, or you will die of sorrow."

After a while, the conversation lagged, then stopped. Ken-
neth started to think. He was not seo sure that singing was
his only means of escape. He was born a gén,:and even now when
he wore feathers, he retained some of man's mechanical sense.—
a sense poorly developed in birds. He examined the fasten-
ings of his cage door, as most of his fellow cf?btives had
never thought of doing. The door was kept closed by a wire
¢lip, and he knew exactly how to open it. He pulled and push-
ed at the clip with his bill, but it would not come undone.

He tried again and again, until he was exhauted by the effort,
but always with the same disheartening result. He had the in-
telligence to open the cage but he lacked the strength.

When he was tired of pushing at the clip, he perched
very still, thinking. While yesterday he thought: "What will

happen to me?" and "Will I ever see my home again?” now he



thought: "How can I get out of this, and how soon?" He was
making progress.

Kenneth thought and thought, and after a while he remem-
bered that Mr. Oriole had told him that when he pulled all
his feathers out he would become a boy again. That was it!l
When he beceme a boy, they could not keep him in the cage.
He would be sirong enough to tear it to pieces,

He plucked a bright orange feather from his breast, It
hurt more than pulling out a hair. He took another in his
bill and pulled it loose. Another sharp twinge of pain! It
promised to be very painful, this business of plucking out
the hundreds or perhaps thousands of feathers that covered
him. But he had heard it seaid that only the brave can be
free. No matter how much it hurt, he would tear off all his
feathers, become a boy again, and be free.

He plucked a feather from his back. It hurt worse than
the others that he had pulled. The pain made him stop and
think. Suppose he did remove all his feathers, would he be-
come a boy immediately, or would it be necessary for Mr.
Oriole to sing a Magic Incantation, as he did when he gave
the children the service-berry caterpillars that transformed
them into orioles? And even if, when featherless, he would
become a boy without the Incantation, could he do so in this
cage that was too small to hold a boy? Would he burst the
cage as he changed from bird to boy, as a cicada splite its

okin as it is transformed from a wingless creeping thing to



& winged insect? Or would the tranaformatioen stop short when
he filled the cage, and he be left as some horrible nameless
creature neither bird nor boy, but midway between the two?

After a while, he became very bored with sitting in that
miserable cage, thinking. Anything would be better than this.
He must take a chance. He would pluck out all his feathers
and see what happened,

He pulled out three more feathers, before the pain made
him stop and think again. What would he do when he became a
boy? He would be naked, and he could not walk through the
town without clothes., He would take some clothes of the boy
who had caught him, in the night when everyone slept. It would
not be wrong te steal from people who had treated him so badly.

But how could he return home, after he became a boy? It
was too far te walk; he did not know the way; he had no money
te buy food on the journey. Mr. Oriole might turn him back
into a bird se thatt@fybould fly north tojgether; but perhaps
here his friend could not find the service-berry caterpillars
that were needed. No, he would go to Edward's mother and bor-
row money to buy a ticket to go home. Or if she would neot
lend him se much, she might give him a sheet of paper, an en-
velope, and a postage stamp to send a letter to his parents,
who would surely come to his aid as seoon as they learned what
had happened to him. Mrs, Shore would certainly help him
Iwhen she knew that he was the oriole who had done se much to

make her Edward well, But ne} she would not believe that Sun-



glow had become a boy. She weuld call him a lying little
beggar, and send him away.

No, even if he could change himself back inte a boy, his
troubles would not be over., Maybe they would just be starting.
The more he thought, the mere perplexed he became, Finally,
it occurred to him that, even if he plucked all the feathers
from his wings and body, he could not remove those on his
head and neck., 8o what was the use of thinking about it any
more? He sat dejectedly in his cage and did nothing, while
the grosbeak and the solitaire, and the other captives in
their cages across the courtyard, sang to egcape in apirit
even if they could not set their bodies free,.

Thus the morning dragged by, and half the afterncen. Ken-
neth was growing more and more gloomy, when he heard his
name called in a familiar voice. His heart took a big leap.
Looking up, he saw Mr. Oriole and Lucille perching on the
ridge of the roof across the courtyard.

"Everything clear? Is it safe for us to come down?'called
Mr. Oriole,

Kenneth loaked around, and saw the mother of the boy who
had caught him watering the flowers on the opposite side of
the court, where his friends could not see her from their
perch on the roof,

"Not yet," Kenneth called back. "Wait until I tell you
all is well."

The woman seemed to take an unreaseonably long time to

water her flowers, but finally she finished and went inside,



leaving the courtyard free af»hwg;ggigéu$ﬂnm6%

"Come now!" Kenneth called up to his friends on the roof.
Lucille and Mr, Oriole flew deown with their bills full
of measuring worms that they had found in the garden of Ed-
ward's house. Kenneth swallowed two of them eagerly. How good
they tasted, after more than twenty-four hours without his
accustomed fooed! Then he remembered his poor fellow prisoners,
who were watching him eat, and had not tasted such foeod for
a much longer time, "Take the rest to Mr. Grosbeak and Mr.
Solitaire," he said generously. "I'm net hungry just now,
I've eaten too much today."

"It was Lucille's idea te bring them,"

explained Mr,
Oriole, when he had emptied his bill by delivering the cater-
pillaras to the grosbeak and the solitaire. "We knew where you
had been taken, because we followed you here yesterday. But
we were afraid to come until we were sure the boy had gone
away. We saw him on the road with his slingshot just now,
then we hurried to you with food we thought you would like."

"What is to become of me? How can I get out of this?"
Kenneth pleaded. "Would I become a boy again if I plucked
all my feathers out now?"

Mr. Oriole looked down and saw the feathers that Kenneth
had pulled out, lying on the bottom of the cage. "No," he
said sadly, "it's ne use trying. You cannot turn back into

a boy unleas I sing the second part of the Magic Incantation

in the same spot where you became an oriole; and you need



more space than you have in this cage.”

Just then a door opened, and the boy with the slingshot
came through the passageway that led inte the courtyard from
the street. A little black-and-yellow bird hung limply in
his hand.

"We must go now. Be of good cheer. Your friemnds have not
forgotten you," Mr. Oriole whispered hurriedly, as he and
Lucille flew up over the roof and away.

Although nothing had been said about how he was to be
set free, Kenneth was comforted by the Knowledge that his

friends knew where he was, and had not forgotten him.



Chapter 17

DISCOVERY

"What can have happened to Sunglow?" Edward asked his mother
on the afternoon of the day fellewing Kenneth's capture. "He
did not come with the other orioles yesterday afternoon, and
he hasn't been here today. I do hope nothing has befallen
him"

Edward, much improved in health and appearance, was rest-
ing in a canvas reclining chair ameng the rosebushes in the
garden, while his mother sat beside him with her knitting.

"It's still early," replied Mrs. Shore. "Let's be patient.
He'll probably show up a little later." She, too, felt miso-
givings about Sunglow's failure to appear, for until yester-
day he had been in the garden with them every afternoon. But
knowing how important the oriole was to her son's happiness
and heﬁlth, she tried to hide her uneasgsiness from him,

= L |

é@LﬁQ&ﬁJremainad silent; but his eyes roamed restlessaly
over the garden and the topa of the trees standing outside

its walls, searching eagerly for a glimpse of the well-
loved orange-and-black bird. After what seemed a long while,
his heart beat faster as a brilliant male Baltimore Oriole,
followed by a duller female, flew inte the tall cypress tree.
But in e moment he recognized these as the two birds who al-

ways accompanied Sunglow, while hig particular friend failed

to appear, Bitterly disappointed, he lay listlessly watching



the birds in the garden. Soon he noticed that, instead of
eating the caterpillars they found, the orioles held them in
their bills, as though collecting food to take te nestlings.
Presently they flew over the garden wall and vanished with
their bills full of caterpillars. Later they returned, fill-
ed their bills with food again, and departed in the sanme
direction. Edward called his mother's attention te what he
had gseen.

"Can it be that they have a nest and are carrying food
to their nestlings?" he asked.

"Perhaps," she replied evasively. She knew that this
could not be, because Baltimore Orioles do not nest in the
tropics; but she did not wish to alarm her son with her sus-
picion that Sunglow had been caught and wes in a cage, to
which his companions were taking food.

"I'm going to try to follow them and learn where they are
taking the food. Then maybe I can find Sunglow,” said Edward,
rising from his chalr.

"No, Edward, you must net," said Mrs, Shore firmly.

"You are astill toe weak, and if you overexert yourself now,
all your improvement of the last month will be wapted, and
you will have to stay in bed again.”

"Oh, Mother!" exclaimed the boy, almost in tears.

"] have an idea," said Mrs. Shore with feigned galety.
"We'll send Benito to find out where the orioles are taking

the food."



Benito was the Indian lad who brought firewood and took
care of the garden. Mrs, Shore called him and explained what
she wanted done. She promised him a quetzal if he discovered
whare Sunglow was, three quetzales if he brought the bird
back alive and unharmed. A guetzal is a coin worth a dellar,
and this was Benito's wage for a week. Three quetzales seemed
to him a magnificent reward, for he had never in hig life
been able to save so much,

The following morning, bright and early, Mr, Oriole and
Lucille began teo collect food in the garden for Kenneth.
Although they might have found food more easily elsewhere,
they had a good reason for gathering it here. Benito was
present, and following the oriele's line of flight, in less
than an hour he learned that they were taking the food into
the courtyard of the big house belonging to Don Ramén Mar-
tfnez, a short way inside the town.

This much had been easy. But for a peoor Indian lad in
gsandals to enter the courtyard of the Martinez house would
not be easy; and to obtain the oriole, if it were indeed
within, would be still harder.

Benito sat by the roadside to think, an activity which,
from lack of practice, he found much harder than carrying
firewood or weeding the garden. How could he get intoe the
home of the rich Martinez family? Well, he might go and say
that the cook was his aunt, and he had a message for her from

his mother. This plan, which Benite hit upon after fifteen



minutes of hard thinking, at first pleased him greatly; and
he decided to carry it out at once. He walked up the stireetl
te the house, and was on the point of rapping on the door,
when a serious objection occurred to him and stopped his hand.
The cook might be an ill-tempered old Indian woman, who would
box his ears fer his impudence. Or she might be a white wo<
man, which would be still worse. He decided that he was tak-
ing too great a risk, and sat down on the curbstone to think
some more,

At last he had it! He would bring something to sell.
What would it be? His mind ran over the possible items.
Oranges or some other fruit? He would have to buy them first,
which would reduce his profits, Ocote, the resinous pinewood
used for kindling fires, which he could cut from a pine tree
on the mountainside? No, that would not do; it was so light
that they would take it from him at the door, and he would
not have a chance to go inside. But the mountain suggested
firewood, which would be just the thing. He would take a
great bundle of firewood to the front door; and if he were
lucky they would ask him to take it right inte the kitchen,
which he supposed would be situated on the second courtyard
at the back of the house, He would have te pass through the
house to reach it, and as he went he could look for the bird.

He took his axe and his rope and headband for carrying
the wood after it had been cut. It was a long walk up to the
mountainside where the pine and oak trees grew. But Benito

could walk all day, even with a heavy load, without tiring,



and he arrived in the fragrant woods fresh enough to begin
work at once, He found a fallen oak tree, and fer an hour
plied his axe mightily upon it, making the chips fly and send-
ing resounding echoes through the woodland., Soon he had a good
pile of gplit firewocod cut to the proper length. Then he sat
on a log to rest and eat his lunch of tortillas well seasoned
with fiery chili. His meal ended, he tied up the firewood

with the rope and slung it on his back, where it was held up
by the leather band over his forehead, across which a loop

of the rope passed. Then he started down the mountain for the
town.

Soon after midday, a dusty Indian boy, bent under a great
load of firewood, knoecked on the front door of the big Mar-
tfnez house. A servant opened to him,

"Buy firewood?" Benite asked.

"How much?®

"six cents for the bundle, It's good, hard oak wood.,"

"Wait a moment, I must ask the sefiora."

The servant disappeared into the house, closing the door
in Benito's face while he stood beneath his heavy buarden.
After a few seconds, the door opened again.

"Four cents, the lady says," reported the servant,

"No! Look what a heavy bundle, what fine, hard woed!"
whined Benite. "We must go far for firewood now. Give me six
cents,"

"Not"

"Well, five cents then."

"I must ge and ask the gsefiora."



Again the servant went inside, closing the door behind
her. Soon she returned.

"Well, five cents then, but it's a rebbery," she said,
"Take it around to the back door."

"py! let me take it through., It's so heavy, and I've
carried it so far," pleaded Benito.

"Bring it through, then. You are small to.carry such a
big load," said the old servant compassionately.

Benito entered the great double deors with the load of
firewood on his back, As he passed through the first court-
yard, he managed to drop two pieces of firewood from his
bundle, which he had purposely left lese. They fell with a
loud clatter on the tiled pavement. With an exclamation of
surprise, he eased his heavy load to the pavement and bent
down to replace the Tallen sticks and tighten the Topé.

Then he straightened up, and stood a minute as though to
rest, wiping his brow with the back of a dirty hand and look-
ing around. While bent beneath his load of firewood, he could
see little except the ground in front of him. There in a
cage, hanging in the center of the left end of the court-
yard, was the beautiful oriole he had so often seen in the
garden where he worked!

Benito carefully fixed in his mind the position of the
cage, then slowly bent down te 1ift his burden, beneath which
he passed into the second courtyard through an arched passage-

way oeparating it from the first. He deposited his load in



the big kitchem, took his five cents, and left the house by
the back way.

Kenneth had recognized Benito while he stood resting
above the firewood. He knew that Benito worked all week for
the Shores, and was not in the habit of selling firewood.
Either Benito had lest his job;, or he had followed Mr,
Oricle and Lucille to the house where Kenneth was held in
a cage, The boy-oriole preferred to believe that Benito had
been sent 1o look for him, and fell asleep that night with

a new hope.



Chapter 18

RELEASE

Benito hurried home with his axe and rope, eager to report
his discevery. He would have liked very much to bring Sun-
glow with him and claim three quetzales as his reward in-
stead of one, but he did not dare teo run off with the cage

in broad daylight. He had theught of climbing over the roof
into the courtyard at night when everyone slept, and opening
the cage. Then Sunglow would escape at daybreak and fly back
to the garden alone, and ne one could accuse Benito of stedl-
ing. But this would be difficult and dangerous to do, because
of the risk of falling frem the loose tiles, and the likeli-
hood of waking the people in the house when the tiles rattl-~-
ed beneath him, and so getting caught.

Benite found Mrs. Shoere in Edward's reem, with Dr.

Rivera, who had been hurriedly summened frem the town, because
the boy had grown worse during the day. For twe days he had
been worrying about Sunglow's disappearance, and his consti-
tution, weakened by long illness, could not stand the strain.
The decter looked grave. Mrs. Shore needed all her self-con-
trol to held back her tears.

Benite came ti the doorway of Edward's reom with his bat-
tered straw hat i%his hand. "Sefiora, I have found the oriele,”
he called softly.

Mrs. Shere ran to the doorway. "Where?" she asked eagerly.

"He is in a cage in the courtyard of the Martinez house,



where they have many birds. Ferhaps they would gell him. If
you give me some money, I will try te buy him."

“How much de you think they will want?"

"Who knows, Sefiora? Maybe little, maybe much.”

"Dr. Rivera," said Mrs. Shore, turning te the physician,
"Benite says he has found the oriele whose loss is making
Edward worse, It is in a cage in the house of Sefior Martinez.
Do you think we could persuade them te sell the bird?"

"I+ will not be necessary te buy the bird, Seriera., The
Martinez are my good friends. When I tell them it is a tame
oriole, and your sen is grieving over its less, I'm sure
they will give it to you gladly. They are kind-hearted
people.”

"Oh, Dector, when will you go?" asked Edward. If I have
Sunglew back, I won't need any medicine. Can't you go now?"

Dr. Rivera looked at his wateh. "It's only four o'clock,
1T we-arrive there in half an hour, it will net be too late
for a vigit. I would like you te accempany me, Mrs. Shore,
if it would be convenient for you. You ought te knew the
Sefiora de Martinez, and this weuld be an excellent oppertun-
ity te introeduce you."

Mrs. Shore went to her room te dress for the visit,
while Dr. Rivera, whe had studied medicine in Paris, gsat by
his patient's bedside te entertain him with amusing steries
of his student days. Edward was already looking brighter as

e result eof the goed news,



Meanwhile, Kenneth was perching in his cage, bored and
despondent after nearly three days of captivity. He was
thinking of the story of the prince and the gwallow, and
how he had wished to perform noble and generous deeds like
the swallow, even if they cost him his 1life. But being shut
up in a cage was gsomething he had not counted on, He felt
that he could not endure such misery another day. It would
be better to die as the swallow did.

le was saved from being wholly miserable by the occas-
jonal visits of Mr. Oriole and Lucille. The would stand upon
the ridge of the roof, where they were not likely to be not-
jced, with food in their bills; and when Kenneth called to
them that nobody was in sight, they would fly down and pass
ij4 to him through the bars. At such times, they would have
words of cheer for him, telling him that they were certain
he would soon be released through the efforts of his friends.
But these visits to the prisoner were risky, for atl any mom-
ent the boy with the slingshot might appear. Kenneth tried
to persuade his sister and Mr. Oriole to stop exposing them-
selves to danger for his sake. They promised to come less
often, and to be very careful.

This afternoon, in obedience to Kenneth's entreaties,
they had come only once, bringing him berries and cater-
pillars. They reported that they had not seen Edward in the
garden all day. They feared that he had become worse.

This news left Kenneth more miserable than ever., He

sat with wings drooping and head drawn in between his shoul-



ders, feeling that his life was ebbing away.

Presently he heard knocks at the front door. The old
servant shuffled through the courtyard to open it. This hap-
pened so many times in a day that Kenneth had lost interest
in it. He did not expect that his deliverance would come
that way.

After a few moments, he heard a whisper: "Cheer up, Sun-
glow! You'll gsoon be free." He had been so absorbed in his
gloomy thoughts that he had not noticed Mro. Shore's approach.
But now, otarting up of a sudden, he saw her standing with her
face almost touching the cage. He also recognized Dr. Rivera,
whom he had sometimes seen attending Edward. He was so over-
joyed that he uttered a loud, clear gong, the first that had
escaped from him since hia captivity began. On hearing himn,
his neighbors the grosbeak and the solitaire, and birds in
the more distant cages, raised their voices in sympathy. For
a moment, & chorus of joy sounded through the courtyard, Then
it died away as abruptly as it had begun,

The servant showed the visitors to seats on the portico,
where they were in sight of Kenneth. In a few minutes, Mro.
Martfnez appeared dressed in black, looking tall and digni-
fied. Her visitors rose to meet her; and she shook hands with
Dr. Rivera and then with Mrs. Shore, to whom she was intro-
duced by the doctor. Then all sat down.

They talked a long while in that language Kenneth did

not underatand, which he thought was Spanish. Apparently



their conversation was of many things, not all about him,

He was beginning to fear that he was being forgotten, and
was growing gloomy again, when he heard the doctor utter

the word "chorcha®,and all looked in his direction. The doc-
tor was telling of the friendship that had grown up between
Edward and Sunglow; how the bird had followed the boy all
the way from the coffee plantation, when he was taken up to
the highlands for his health; how his patient had grown
worse when the beloved bird failed to appear.

Now Mre. Martinez was talking, in a low voice and very
rapidly. She was apologizing for what her son had done, say-
ing she would have brought the bird to Mrs. Shore at once,
if she had known hoﬁ important it was to her sick son.

But how could she know that this chorcha was different from
any other chorcha?

Soon the visitors rose to go., Mrs. Martinez lifted down
Kenneth's cage and called a boy who worked in the house, in-
structing him to follow Mrs. Shore with it. If it had not
been almost dark, Mrs. Shore would have opened the cage door
and released the oriole then and there.

S0 Kenneth was carried back to the Shore house by the
Indian lad along the darkening highway. Beyond the walls of
the town, they heard the Whip-poor-wills calling their names
in the open fields, in voices loud and clear. They passed the
dusky figures of men, women and children entering the town

to attend the weekly market, which would open early the fol-



lowing mo:ning. Some were bent under baskets of vegetables,
sacks of grain, bundles of firewood, or great stacks of many-
colored blankets that the women had woven in their smoky cabins.
Others led squealing pigs, or carried chickens hanging head
downward from a pole, with their feet tied together.

At the door of her house, Mrs. Shore took the cage from
the boy and gave him a coin. Then she went softly into Ed-
ward's room and found him sleeping. She set the cage on a
chair beside the bed, turned on the light, and went out,.

Soon the light shining in his eyes roused the boy from
his fitful slumber, He lay a few minutes gazing vacantly up-
ward, then, turning, he noticed the cage beside his bed.
"Poor Sunglow!" he exclaimed. "What have they done to you?"
With thin white hands, he tore open the door.

Sunglow hopped out and came to stand on the bedspread,
where Edward, smiling, gently stroked his back with two
fingers.

Kenneth slept that night on the back of a chair in

Edward's room. Free at last-= free and with a friend!



Chapter 19

EDWARD'S NEW PLAYMATES

Now began a happier time in the lives of the orioles. After
Sunglow's return, Edward grew stronger every day. Soon he
could come into the garden to enjoy the cool, invigeorating
morning breeze, as well as the balmier air of afternoon.

To make it possible for the birds to spend more time in the
garden, instead-of hunting food outside where they were ex-
posed to so many dangers, Mrs. Shore had a shelf nailed up
againat the trunk of the cypress tree, and each day she
placed there food for the orioles. Soon birds of other kinds
discovered the table.

The variety of foods placed on the board was gradually
inereased to satisfy different guests. There were seeda for
the Rufous-naped Sparrows and the Yellow-throated Sperrows,
nuts for the crested Steller's Jays, fruit for the bluebirds
and thrushes with rufous collars. Finally, Mrs. Shore alkmo
tied up a small tube of sugar water, with its mouth surround-
ed by a circle of red paper to make it resemble a flower.
Soon the hummingbirds discovered this and hovered before it
on wings beating too fast to be seen, while they sipped the
sweet liquid. Before long, the garden had more kinds of birds
than any one would have expected to find in a neighborhood
where they had so many enemies.

One day, when Edward was reading a book while Kenneth



rested near by, a gust of wind whipped away the slip of

paper that he uged for a bookmark, Quick as a flash, Ken=-
neth darted out, caught the paper in his bill, and returned
it to Edward's hand.

This event suggested a game for windy afternoons. Edward
would gather a handful of plumy down from tall purple thistles
that grew in some waste land near the house. Then he would
toss a thistle-down plume into the breeze, and Kenneth would
try to catch it before it was wafted away. Usually he suc-
cesded, and brought the down to Edward's hand, like a dog
retrieving a thrown atick.

This simple sport soon developed into an execiting com-
petition., Edward would toss a whole handful of thistle down
into the air, and Kenneth and Lucille would vie to asee who
could catch more plumes before they were blown away. Some-
times each caught four or five. They delivered the plumes
to Edward, who counted them and ahnounced the winner, Mr.
Oriole, the father of a family, was too dignified to play
this game often; but sometimes, when he was in the mood, he
would join it. It was thrilling to watch these brilliant
birds dart and twioct and weave through the air as they chased
the floating white thistle down.

To reverse the game, and give Edward exercise, too, Ken-
neth or Lucille would take a billful of matchsticks or light

twiglets and drop them high above the boy's head. Then he



would catch as many as he could before they touched the ground.

Soon Edward was strong enough to walk about the country-
side with his mother. Now in February peach trees were bloom-
ing, covering their nearly leafless slender twigs with pink.
Tall alder trees were putting forth new leaves of tender
green, while their long boughs were prettily tasseled with
yellowish catkins. The orioles flew through the treetops
while their human companions walked below. Mrs. Shore would
allow no boy with a slingshot to come near, The birds could
delay, searching for focd among the tender opening leaves,
and still fly into the top of the next tree before their
slower wingless companions reached itis foot.

One afternoon, while they sat in the garden, Mrs. Shore
said to Edward: "Sefiora Martfnez is coming to visit us to-
morrow afternoon; and I asked her to bring Carlos and Elensa,
her son and daughter. Carlos is not much older than you, and
will be a nice playmate."

"Carlos io the villain who knocked down Sunglow with his
slingshot and put him in a cage. I shan't have anything to
do with him."

"Why, Edward, I'm surprised to hear you talk that way!
Carlos Marifnez is a likeable boy, and it will be good for
you to practice your Speanish with him, If he goesa shooting
birds with hig slingshot, it is perhaps only because nobody
has ever told him how wrong and foolish it is. Not long ago,

the United Stat
boys in England and H;nﬁgu_ ' gntroyed birds and their



negts as wantonly as they do in Guatemala today. Now they
have been taught better; and in those countries only ignorant
or wicked children injure birds and other wild creatures; but
it was not so when your grandfather was a boy. Perhaps when
Carlos seea how much more pleasure we have with the orioles
and other birds here in our garden than he with his sling-
shot and cages, he will not use it so freely in the future!l

"All right, Mother, I'll talk to Carlos then; but let
him leave his slingshot at home,"

"I'"1l see that he doesa," Mrs, Shore assured her son.

Kenneth, who was perching in a cypreas tree, overheard
this conversation, Feeling confident that his old enemy
Carlos, would be on his good behavior in the garden, he re-
golved to be present, to show Carlos what beautiful friends
ship existed between birds and boys in that garden. He hoped
in his inmost heart that Carlos might even be persuaded to
release his acquaintances, the grosbeak;: the solitaire, and
all the other poor captives in that courtyard of unhappy
memory.

The following afternoon was mild and clear, with brilliant
sunshine yet no oppressive heat. At three o'eclock, Mrs. Mar-
tinez arrived with her two children, Carlos and Elena, who
wag a girl of nine, with rosy cheeks, beautiful big deep brown
eyes, and black hair hanging over her shoulders in heavy
curls. Edward at once liked Elena, and might have liked Car-

los, who had bright mischievous gray eyes, if he had not

known that Carlos had mistreated Sunglow.



At first they all sat on garden chairs, talking in that
language Kenneth and Lucille could not underctand. The orioles
found it dull to watch the proceedings from perches overhead.
While the people talked, a constant streanm of birds visited
the board where food was placed. Thrushes pecked into the
strawberries; sparrows ate the seeds; Jjays carried the nuts
up into the trees to open them with strong bills; hummingbirds
hovered on wings vibrated into a mist while they sucked sugar
water from the tube made to resemble a red flower. Soon the
visitors stopped talking and watched the birds,

"I had no idea there were so many birds in this neighbor-
hood," remarked Mrs, Martinez. "And how tame they all arel”

"That's because we keep no cat, and nobody here ig per-
mitted to disturb them," said Mrs. Shore.

"Phey are all so much brighter than our birds in the
courtyard," continued Mrs. Martinez.,

Free animals are nearly always cleaner and brighter than
poor, spiritless captivesn.

Perhaps Carlos was itching for his slingshot, with so
many attractive targets all around him, but he was too well
bred to say so0.

Soon tea and cake were served. Edward placed some crumbs
in the palm of his hand and held it out toward Sunglow, who
perched on his friend's finger and ate a few tidbits. Since
becoming an oriole, Kenneth had lost some of his former de-

light in cake.



Elena, imitating Fdward, also held some cake crumbs in
her open hand. Lucille came down to eat them, to Elena's
great delight, But Carlos did net try to feed the orioles
in this fashion. Perhaps he felt guilty, and certainly he
spared everyone embarrassment,

After tea, a breeze was blowing, and Edward thought it
would be good fun to show his guests the thistle-down ganme,
He cast handfuls of down into the air, while Kenneth, Lucille,
and even Mr, Oriole outdid themselves to catch as many plumes
as they could. Once Mr., Oriole caught eight from a single
throwing; Kenneth broke his previous high record with seven;
while Lucille managed to retrieve six., Soon Elena and Carlos
were also throwing thistle down into the air for the orioles
to catch., The game continued until the birds tired of it.

Then the children played ping-poﬁg on the porch, while
their mothers sat talking in the garden. The visitors enjoyed
their afternoon so much that it was nearly dark when they
left. Both Edward and his mother asked them to come soon
again,

pefore another week had passed, Carlos formed the habit
of coming to visit Edward almost every day, sometimes with
his sister Elena,Often, too, Edward went to Carlos' house,
They played ping-pong and caught ball, and when tired of
these active games, they would sit on the porch and entertain
themselves with dominoes or parchesi, or looking at picture
books. Or else they would wade in a little willow-shaded

brook that flowed not far {from the house. They started to



build a dam across the stream, to make a swimming pool, but
this ambitious project was never finished. And when a good
breeze blew, they played the thistle-down game with the
orioles. These exercises made Edward grow steadily stronger.
Carlos never went out with his slingshot now; he seemed to
have forgotten it.

dne morning, when the children were in the garden with
Mrs. Shore, Carlos announced all of a sudden: "We have de=-
cided to open our cages and set the birds free. Mother says
it is much more pleadant to have free birds around the house
than birds in cages, and it is not so much trouble to take
care of them.,"

"Why not bring the birds here in our garden to release
them? They will be safer here than in town while they learn
to take care of themselves again," suggested Mrs. Shore,

That afternoon, qix of the birds that had lived a9 cap-
tives in the courtyard \of the Martinez house were placed in
one cage and carried toltha garden., The other captive birds
were canaries, who had been raised in cages for so many gen-
erations they could hardly live outside. lrs. Martinez, Car-
los and Elena, Mrs., Shore and Edward, were present in the
garden to witness the liberation. The winged children and Mr.
Oriole were resting amid the shrubbery, where they, too,
could watch.

The cage with its gsix prisoners was hung from a low
bough., Carlos opened the door. Gradually, one by one, asg

they discovered that they were free, the birds hopped or flew



out. The Rose-breasted Grosbeak alighted in the shrub where
the orioles rested, In a few weeks he would fly northward,
even as they would, after three weary springs when he beat

in vain against the bars, unable to obey his strong instinect,

The solitaire with the slate-colored plumage flew to the
top of a hawthorn tree, looked for many minutes over the
countryside,then winged away to the east, toward the dim,
ferny forests of Verd.faz, where he was hatched. The black
thrush with the bright yellow bill, who had a wonderful
ability to imitate all the other birds, flew straightway off
to the foreat of oak and pine that darkly crowned a distant
mountaintop he could see over the garden wall.

The gray mockingbird lingered in the garden a few days,
then venished. The Yellow-tailed Oriole gradually worked his
way down to the warm lowlands, where he was at home. Only
the little Yellow-throated Euphonia, who had been taken
while still a nestling and had never known freedom, was
afraid to leave the cage. After a while, he gathered courage
to venture forth and explore the garden, but every evening he
returned to the cage through its open door and slept in it .-
poor, broken-spirited birdl

As the prisoners came forth and flew away, free again and
able to find their own food, Mrs. Martinez felt relieved of
a bd%ﬁgﬂ%ghe responsibility, and Carlos was eased of a burden
that had been weighing on his conscience since he had beconme
Edward's friend. Everyone was glad to see the captives freed,
but most of all Kenneth, who had known the misery of being

shut up in a cage.



Chapter 20

TAKING LEAVE

By the end of March, Edward was well and strong enough to
return to his home on the coffee plantation. When Kenneth
heard Mrs. Shore making arrangements for the journey to the
plantation, he told Mr. Oriole, feeling sure that his friend
would be glad to leave the highlands and return to the lower
country where there was more foocd and less cold.

Mr, Oriole would not hear of flying southward to the
plantation. He was pulled too strongly in the opposite dir-
ection, over land and sea to the elm tree where he hoped to
meet his mate, where each year she built her nest. Now he
sometimes sang a few notes, as though practicing for the
longer songs he would be singing from the swaying boughs in
front of the Colton's housgse far away in the north.

Kenneth and Lucille were happy with the thought that they
would soon be safe at home with their parents, after meeting
so many adventfires and narrowly escaping so many dangers,

On the morning set for their departure, Kenneth found
Edward walking alone in the garden. He alighted in a shrub
in front of the boy and sang a sweet song, then he flew north-
ward, as though to show Edward that he was about to go that
way, but he circled around and returned to the shrub to
sing a longer song.

Poor Kenneth! His heart was full of the things he wished



to say to Edward, if only for a minute or two he could utter
human words again, yet he could only sing. He wanted to tell
Edwerd how much he loved him, how he had enjoyed his company,
how he hoped they would meet again, and that he would write
as soon as he regained human hands. But he could only sing,
and Edward would not understand what he had to say.

Yet the song expressed what Kenneth wished to say better
than any words he might have used as a boy. Like other boys,
he could compose in hig mind a fine speech for such an import-
ant occasion; but when the time arrived to make the speech,
self-consciousness and embarrassment would have cut it short.
Had he been a boy without feathers at this moment, he would
only have mumbled a few words, and perhaps pressed Edward's
hand, and gone away without having said half of what he
wiched to say.

As for Edward, who was a boy with human speech, he could
only kiss the oriole's head, and stroke him softly on the
back, and muitter: "Thank you, Sunglow, thank you."

Measnwhile, Mr. Oriole and Lucille were flitting about in
the top of the cypress tree, impatient to be off. Kenneth
now joined them, and all flew high into the air, turning
their faces northward. With teara in his eyes, Edward watched
until they were three dark specks against the blue. In another
minute they had vanished, leaving Edward with a lump in his
throat and a heavy weight in his breast.

Poor Edward! Poor boys and girls everywhere, of all col-



ors and races and lands! Sooner or later, all learn that few
of their most rewarding experiences begin without doubts and
fears and misgivings, and few end without sorrow and regret
and the emptiness of parting,

Mrs. Shore, coming into the garden, found her son. look-
ing sad and lonely. "What's the matter, Edward?" she asked
gently, laying a hand on his shoulder.

"Sunglow and his companions have gone and I'm sure they
won't return. Sunglow sang to me as though to say good-by,
then they flew off that way, higher and farther than I ever
gaw them fly before," he said, pointing north.

"They are going north to greet the spring in the land
where they were hatched, far away beyond the Gulf of Mexico.
It is good for all of us to return from time to time to the
land where we were born, and be for a while among our own
people., Tomorrow we return home to the plantation, and then
next month Father and you and I will leave for England, where
he and I were born. There you will see the trees putting forth
new foliage in the springtime, and the hawthorn in bloom, and
daisies and buttercups in the meadows, and Westminster Abbey
where the poets rest. And if all goes well, we shall remain
until the leaves fall in autumn, and lakes freeze over, and
snow covers the fields with a blanket of white."

‘w she bent over and kissed her son's forehead.,
q



Chapter 21

A TREETOP VILLAGE

Flying by easy stages, the orioles crossed high, cold,
mountaintops where pine and juniper trees grew, then drop=-
ped down into low, hot country,covered with great forests.
I+ was much like the country they had known when they lived
on the banana plantation where they slept in the tall grass
beside the river, only here it was much wilder.,

One morning, the orioles flew into the crown of a huge
tyee that stood alone, somewhat apart from all its neighbors,
beside a broad, shining river. As they approached this tree,
it appeared to the winged children to bDe laden with scores
of brown fruits that hung from the ends of the branches like
huge gourds, only these were larger than any gourds that they
had seen. But soon they noticed that birds were flying in
and out of the gourds through an opening in the upper end.
These seeming fruits were nests skillfully woven by the birds,
like oriole's nests, but many times longer than those that
Mrs., Oriole built each May in the elm tree.

The birds eniering and leaving these nesis were much
bigger than the orioles, mostly of a beautiful chestnut color,
with bright yellow outer tail feathers, black heads and necks,
and sharp black bills with orange tips. On each cheek was an
oval patcﬁzf bare, pale blue skin that gave them a peculiar

appearance., As the orioles flew into the nest tree, the big



birds bowed politely and made them welcome,

"These are my cousins, the Montezuma Oropendolas," said
Mr, Oriole. "You may remember that we met some of them before,
on the banana plantation.”

The child-orioles were greatly interested in these big,
beautifully woven nests. Going to the doorway at the top,
they cocked their heads to one side and peered down into the
dim interior with one eye. Far down at the bottom, on a bed
composed of many small pieces of dead leaves, rested two
white eggsa, or two nestlings that had hatched from them,
From all sides arose the whining cries of nestlings clamor-
ing for food.

' tree waa full of life and movement. i™

The oropendolas
The orioles delayed among its boughs, resting and enjoying
the bustling activity of this strange village in the treetop.
Some of the hen oropendolas were still building their nests,
and returned to the tree from the forest with long pieces of
vines or strips of palm leaf trailing behind them as they
flew. Then, perhaps after catching her breath upon a neighbor-
ing bough, each would enter her unfinished nest at the top
and, hanging head downward, weave in the new material at its
lower edge. Thus their nests grew like the sleeve of a knitted
sweater.

Some of the oropendolas were lazy, and instead of flying
far for more strips of material, they tried to pull away those
that dangled loosely beneath their neighbors' half-finished

nests. Grasping the end of a fiber in her bill, the thieving



bird closed her wings and hung upon it with all her weight,
and sometimes she succeeded in tearing it free., Once, while
one hen oropendola rested, holding in her bill some fine,
strong strips of palm leaf that she had laboriously gathered
in the forest, one of her neighbors seized the loose ends and
tried to pull them away. The rightful owner, poor bird! codld
not even open her mouith to complain about this shameless con-
duct, If she had opened her bill, she would have lost every-
thing, like the crow with the cheese in the fable, when he
heeded the flattery of the scheming fox and tried to sing.

Other oropendolas, who had finished weaving their hanging
pouches, were taking in billfuls of dried leaves for the lin-
ing. Still others were quietly incubating their eggs. Every
so often, one of these incubating birds would become hungry,
and leave her negt to fly into the foébt for food. Her neigh-
bors, feeling or hearing her departure, would leave their eggs
and join her, and all would go together. The hens who had
started their nests earliest were busily bringing food to
hungry negstlings.

Before they had been long in the treetop village, the
winged children noticed that the male oropendolas, who were
much bigger than the females, did not help to build the nests,
warm the eggs, or feed the young. They were gentlemen of leis-
ure who seemed to take themselves very seriously. Now and
then one bowed so deeply that he seemed in danger of falling
forward from his perch. Raising his wings above his back and

opening his sharp bill widely, he sent forth a far-carrying,



melodious, liquid gurgle that Lucille and Kenneth loved to
hear. Sometimes the male oropendolas delivered this call while
perching on a branch, sometimes while c¢linging, head downward,
to the side of a nest.

The big male birds often chased each other, but it look-
ed like a game, for the one chased always retreated with dig-
nity and avoided a fight. The hens who tried to steal mater-
ial from each other and to weave nests tco close together
bickered more than the males but.n;;er seemed to hurt each
other. After a brief squabble, two hens would continue to
weave peacefully side by side, Perhaps it was better that the
males did not help the hens to build nests and care for nest-
lings. There were so many more hens than males in the colony
that every hen could not have had a partner.

Among the oropendolas were big cowbirds with glossy blwack
plumage and bright red eyes. Mr. Oriole told the winged chil-
dren that they were also distant cousinsg of hig family, but
he appeared not to be proud of the relationship. These Giant
Cowbirds lurked in the treetop, watching the industrious oro-
pendolas weave their nests. When t;; nest was finished, they
would try to slip in and lay an egg. Then the black intruder
would go away, leaving the oropendola to hatch it and raigse
the nestling along with her own. Sometimes an alert oropendola
would notice the deception and throw bgb cowbird's egg from
her nest with her bill, but most seemed unable to distinguish

the cowbirds' eggs from their own.



The oropendolas often tried to chase the skulking cow=-
birds from their nests; but the black parasites would double
back and, watching their chance, sneak into a nest unseen by
its owner and leave the unwanted egg. Kenneth wondered why
the oropendolas, bigger and more numerous than the cowbirds,
did not band together and drive the black pests far away.

Lucille noticed that one of the oropendola's nests,
with two nearly feathered nestlings, had almost torn away
from the supporting twig. It hung insecurely by a few thin
strands; and each time the mother bird returned with food for
her young, her weight tore it down a little more, When the
Kgav¥%ale oropendolas foolishly jumped on the side of the
pouch to bow and sing, it seemed on the point of breaking
loose. 'he nest promised to fall to the ground before another
day had passed. 1t would drop the height of aﬁgight-story
building, and the poor nestlings could not yet fly.

Lucille worried so much over the nestlings' plight that
she could hardly take her eyes from their pouch., She thought
that the mother bird would surely make repairs before it tore
more; but when the oropendola came again and again with food,
vet did nothing to strengthen the nest and save her nestlings,
Lucille at last plucked up courage to speak,

"Pleage, Mrs., Oropendola," she said, "why don't you mend
vour nest before it fallg?"

"Oh, dear me!" exclaimed the oropendola. "How shall I

mend it? We oropendolas build our nests once, as carefully



and stirongly as we can. Usually they remain hanging until
our youngsters have flown from them-—= and many months more,
But if for some unaccountable reason they break away and
fall, what can we do about it?"

"I could mend your nest," said Lucille,

"Oh, could you? I would be ever so grateful if you did.
What can I do to help?" asked the oropendola eagerly.

"You could bring me some of those long, strong strips of
palm leaf, or whatever it is; and with them I could repair
your neat gso it would not fall,"” replied Lucille.

"Wait just a little while," said the oropendola, and
flew over the forest. In five minutes she returned with some
fine long fibers dangling from her bill.

Lucille took the strands in her own bill, and twisted
and knotted them around the twig that supported the nest.
Then she wove the lower ends of the same fibers into the
nest's wall, The oropendola might have done all of this her-
self, for it was just the kind of twisting and weaving she
had already done when she made her nest. But, like many birds,
she had less mechanical sense than a bright child of ten.
She needed Lucille to recognize how insecure her nest was,
and to show her how to save it,

"We need many more strips. I'll go with you this time,"
announced Lucille when the first strips had been firmly bound
to the nest and the supporting twig.

The big bird and the small one flew off together, and

soon returned with bills full of material. The new strands



were fastened above and below like the first ones, with the
additional precaution that all were twisted and woven toget-
her to form a strong supporting band. When the oropendola
saw what must be done, she helped with the weaving. For an
hour the oropendola and the oriole worked together, bringing
more and more strips of palm leaves, and weaving them in %o
strengthen the support.

"There! I'm sure that nest will hold up until your chil-
dren can fly," said Lucille, when the repairs had been made
to her satisfaction.

"I'm certain it will," replied the oropendola, "and if
it shows signs of weakening again, I shall know how to mend
it. How can I theank you enough?"

' gaid Lucille.

"You are very welcone,

"And now, if you will excuse me, I must hurry off and
find food for my nestlings, who have become very hungry."
Aind with this she flew away once more over the treetops.

"Come, now we must be going," Mr. Oriole called teo his
companions.

Regretfully they said good-by to the oropendolas and

flew down the river.



Chapter 22

FRIENDS AND ENEMIES
The following morning, the orioles found breakfast among
the trees along the shores of the same great river. While
they were busily searching the foliage, two small birds flew
past, voicing such queer grunty notes as they had never heard
a bird utter before. Lucille was so interested in the strange
birds that she flew after them, calling to Kenneth and Mr,
Oriole to follow,

The strange birds alighted on barkless stubs of branches
of a tall, decaying tree standing on the shore. High in the
trunk were gseveral holes with round doorways, carved into
the wood by those industirious little carpenters, the wood-
peckers, It was clear that some of the holes were new, for
their doorways were surrounded by light-colored wood that
appeared to be freshly cut. Others, which had been made by
woodpeckers in earlier years, had doorways discolored by the
weather and irregularly enlarged by decay. As the strange
birds alighted in the tree, a woodpecker stuck his head
through the newest of the doorways to see what was happen-
ing outside, He had a high, bright red crest, a white stripe
on each cheek, and a sharp, chisel-like, whitish bill.

The orioles perched in the dead tree close beside the
strange birds, who were about the same size as themselves,
but stouter and with shorter tails, making them appear more
chubby. One, who seemed to be the male of the pair, was a

handsome bird, dressed moatly in white, with a pearl-gray



mantle over his back, black wing plumes, and a black band
across his tail, He had bare, bright red cheeks, like no other
bird that Kenneth and Lucille had seen, and a short, thick,
black bill. His mate was darker, with grayish brown on her
back and dull white on her breast, but her cheeks were bare
like his.

The brownish bird carried some pieces of dry leaf in her
bill, while the handsome male held a short, thin stick in his,
After a short rest, the bird with the pieces of leaf took them
into an old woodpeckersa' hole in the top of the dead tree.
Meanwhile, the one with the stick flitted among the branches,
flirting his wings and twitching his tail, grunting and ap-
pearing impatient. After a minute, the browniash bird came
out of the hole and flew over the forest. Her mate rushed
after her, still carrying his stick.

"Who are those birds, Mr, Oriole?" asked Kenneth.

"They are the Tityras," replied the oriole. They are
related to the bellbirds and the lovely blue cotingas. Mr.
Tityra wears elegant plumage, but he is rather stupid.”

Presently the tityras returned, this time both with bits
of dry leaf, Mr, Tityra went first to the hole, as though to
add his pieces of leaf to the nest that his mate was building
inside. But while he clung in front of the doorway, something
in a neighboring tree caught his attention. He looked around,
at the same time opening his bill and permitting the leaves
to flutter slowly to the ground. It certainly seemed that he

could not keep his mind on what he was doing. When he left



the doorway clear, Mrs., Tityra took her material inside. Then
both flew away together.

When they came again, Mrs. Tityra brought a twiglet for
her nest; her mate had nothing. Then they went off once more,
and both returned with pieces of leaf, This time Mr. Tityra
took hisgs into the hole,

A little later, Mrs., Tityra came alone to the dead tree
with more pieces of dry leaf, After adding them to her nest,
she rested on a neighboring branch and seemed in no hurry to
go. Mr.,Oriole took this opportunity to introduce his friends
t;her.

"What a pity my husband is not here just now to meet you;"
she said. "He is a faithful companion, even if he is not very
bright."

"We saw how he dropped the leaves that he should have
put into the nest, and carried away the stick," said Lucille,
to make conversation.

"That's not the worst of it," continued Mrs. Tityra.
"Last year, before our nestlings hatched, he brought a big,
green tree cricket and tried to feed it to the eggs. And
later, while our nestlings were growing up, he brought a
billful of leaves, as though we were still building the nest,
and gave them to our little ones to eat. I was worried, fear-
ing they might suffer acute attacks of colic; but happily
all our family have always enjoyed sound constitutions, and
they were scarcely upgset. But my poor partn;r gives me many

a scare. He simply cannot keep his mind on what he is doing."



"] cannot understand why an intelligent bird like your-

self took such an incompetent partner,”

remarked Mr, Oriole,
trying to sympathize with her.

"Oh, but he has the best heart'!" said Mrs. Tityra, rally-
ing to her husband's defense when she heard his character dis-
paraged by others. "And he is such a gallant gentleman, so
attentive to me, following me wherever I go. He is so handsome

and distinguished looking, and so brave. I certainly never

deserved such an excellent partner, But sssh! Here he comes,.

He must not hear us talking about him."

Mr. Tityra flew into the tree as though in a great hurry,
bearing a twiglet in his bill. While he clung in front of the
doorway, he dropped it, and this time it fell into the hole
instead of outside.

"See! He is a great help to me., And after our nestlings

hatch, he always brings much food to them," Mrs, Tityra
whispered aside to her new acquaintances.,

Just then s toucan flew into the dead tree. He was a bird
three times as big as the orioles and the tityras, dresged in
dull black, with a bright yellow breast, a white patch on his
rump, and a red one beneath his tail. His enormous bill, long
and thick, was beautifully tinted with nearly all the colors
of the rainbow. Upon his arrival, all the other birds in the
neighborhood became greatly excited, for they knew that this
great-billed thief was hunting their eggs and nestlings to

eat. While he perched in the dead tree, slowly turning his

hesd from side to side to look over the situation, a pair of



yellow-breasted flycatchers, who had a nest in a near-by
tree, darted past him again and again, crying and angrily
onapping their broad, flat bills when nearest the green-faced
intruder. The tityras Tlew about in great distress, swooping
down toward the toucan but always veering aside while =

cshort distance away. Like all omall birds, they feared that
great, brilliant beak, which was opened threateningly when-
ever they came near.

The toucan went to the tityras' hole and stuck his head
ingide. The owners dacshed at him from behind; and once, when
the dreaded bill was in the hole where it could not readily
be turned against him, valiant Mr. Tityra siruck the big bird
lightly on his right wing. Finding nothing edible among the
dry leaves of the unfinished nest, the toucan left this and
dropped lower to examine the hole in which the woodpecker
with the red crest was brooding his nestlings. As the toucan
approached, the woodpecker drew down into the cavity where
he could not be seen. The intruder pushed his big bill caut=
jously through the doorway, and the woodpecker struck it a
loud blow with hig own powerful beak. The toucan promptly
flew away, without having found a aingle egg or nestling to
devour.

While the big-billed bird flew across the river, alter-
nately rising and falling in a wavy course, he weas pursued
by one of the yellow-breasted flycatchers, who buffeted him
and plucked a feather from his back. In the air, the toucan
could not use his bill to defend himself from such an attack.
He had to endure the flycatcher's assault until he alighted

in a tree on the opposite shore, where he could again turn



his menacing beak against his assailant. Then the flycatcher
prudently withdrew.

Later that same day, while the orioles rested in a tree-
top beside the river, they were aroused by loud, sharp cries
floating up to them from the bushes below. Peering down through
the foliage, they could see nothing. The cries continued, becon-
ing louder, until the orioles could no longer contain their
curiosity and dropped down te the tangled groéﬁ along the
river bank to learn what it was all about,

A tanager had built a nest in a bush that overhung the
stream., Now it held two fine, vigorous nestlings just begin-
ning to become feathered. A slender green snake about a yard
long, lying quietly among the green foliage that concealed
it so well, had seen the parent tanagers fly back and forth,
bringing food to their hungry offspring. The snake was at
that moment sliding steadily through the tangled vines toward
the nest, while the parent tanagers flitted above it with
cries of distress.

The complainis of the anxious parents had drawn other
birds besides the orioles. Soon a dozen birds of seven kinds
had gathered around the tanagers' nest, each screaming and
scolding and protesting in its own language. Together they
raised a babel of discordant sound - no sweet bird melodies
at a time like this! Some of the bolder birds, including the
yellow-breasted flycatchers, darted close to the serpent's

head, snapping their bills when nearest it,. A1l were greatly



excited and disturbed, but none dared to meet the snake
face to face and try to stop its advance,

Now the snake's green head was less than a foot from the
tanager nestlings. The poor mother bird, usually so timid,
summoned all her courage and flitted up to peck the long,
thin body near its middle., The snake appeared not to notice
the peck. Again the brave tanager pecked the serpent so much
bigger than herself, but still it slithered toward her nest-
lingas. It was so intent upon its prey that it appeared not
to feel pain,

Kenneth was by this time so excited that. he, too, dashed
in to give the snake a good peck with his sharper bill. The
serpent stopped long enough to turn and strike at him, He
darted away and avoided the snake's teeth, Then the snake
turned back toward the nest, now only a few inches away.

ow & shorter, sharper call rang out, a bird's cry of
alarm at the approach of a hawk. All the varied crowd of birds
jmmediately scattered into the densest tangles of vines and
branches, as a black figure swboped down from the sky, rap-
idly looming larger as it approached, until it appeared of
immense size to the small birds, For a moment, each lived
in terror lest it wad been the one singled out to be the
hawk'a vietim.

When the first surge of terror had passed, and the birds
peered out from their places of refuge, they saw the big

black hawk rising into the air with the long green anake

i



writhing and twisting in his strong talons. When he was high
enough, %the hawk circled around, screaming shrilly in triumph,
then flew off over the treetops to bear his prey to his mate
and little hawklets in their bulky nest of sticks,

The parent tanagers hurried back and found their two
nestlings crouching unharmed in their round cradle. The
hawk had unintentionally rescued them from the very jaws of
death. Now they were hungry, and kept their parents busy for
the next hour filling them with food.

Lucille had been so frightened when the hawk dashed down
that five minutes passed before she recovered the use of her
voice. Then, feeling a great need to express her pent-up
feelings, she turned to a tiny, shmrp-billed bird with a
yellow breast who happened to be perching near, and exclaimed:
"Oh, what a scare. I thoughE‘that my end had come for sure.

I am so dreadfully afraid oagawks."

"Well, it certainly pays to be wary of them at all times, "
said the Bananaquii. "Some kinds of hawks are dreadful, but
others are among the best friends that we birds have, for
they destroy the snakes that eat our eggs and nestlings, and
would swallow us alive, too, if they could catch us. The best
of all the hawks is the Laughing Falcon that wears the black
mask, It eata hardly anything but snakes, and has never been
known to harm one of us. I never budge from my perch when a
Laughing Falcon flies by. The Common Black Hawk, too, des-
troys many snakes, and is not likely to molest a bird when

it can find other food, But keep a watchful eye open for that



horrid little black falcon with a white throat and chestnut
belly. He is a perfect fiend, with the heart of a snake and
the speed of a swift. God help the small bird that the white-
throated Bat Falcon sees flying far from shelter!'
Then the talkative little bird flew to & cluster of
fluffy white florets and pushed in his sharp bill to suck

the sweet nectar.,



Chapter 23

THE HOMECOMING

Now that the sun had swung northward across the equator and
each day at noon stood higher in the sky, a call went forth
over all the northern continents and islands: Rise up: Come
forth! Grow! Perfect yourself! Multiply your kind! For six
months ithe southern half of the earth has enjoyed the favor
of my constant presence, 1 distribute my blessings impartial-
ly to the hemispheres. Now is the turn of the North,"

From Mexico to Alaska, from India to Kamchatka, from
Morocco to Lapland; by the Mississippi and the Susquehanna
and the Columbia; by the Yangtze an@ the Amur, the Lena and
the Ob; by the Volga, the Fo, the Tagus and the Thames; in
the Faeroes and the Aleutians and Newfoundland and Sakhalin,
a myrian myriad living things heard the summons and began to
stir and prepare themselves for the great event, Not one
that was truly alive could fail to hear the command; not one
that heard dared disobey: for the call was the call of the
lord of all the life that we know, the voice was the voice
of the sun,

Millions of millions of infant leaves, tightly packed in
their winter cradles on untold millions of trees, felt the
kiss of the returning sun and started to swell and push apart
+he little bud scales that had protected them well through

long snowy months, Myriads of tender herbs, which all through



the winter had slept soundly in the frozen soil, beneath
fallen leaves and snow, heard the summons of the sun, and
drowsily stretched themselves, and prepared to push their
green shoots and lovely flowers above ground in the first
mild spring days. No northern plant was too great or too
small to receive and obey the sun's firm command. The oak
and the elm and the tulip tree heard no less than the violet,
the spring beauty. and the anemone. The towering pine and
the spiring spruce and the slender larch obeyed with the
same unquestioning faith as the twinﬁflower, the trillium
and the little goldthread. Lilaca heard, and lovely rhodora,
and redbud and dogwood and arbutus.

The great bears heard and bestirred themgselves in the
remote dens where theybéigpt away the months of cold and
hunger, no less than the lithesome little chipmunks in their
snug burrows, Frogs heard where they lay dormant in the mud
at the bottoms of ponds, and newts and salamanders received
the call beneath the stones in the clear flowing rivulets.
Countless millions of insects of countless kinds senged the
kindly voice; butterflies heard in their cozy cocoons, and
dragonfly nymphs among the waterweeds. Soon the air would
be full again of filmy and scaly wings. And in the vast
oceans and all the lakes, Tishes and crabs and snails and
worms, and a multitude of creatures unnamed by common men,
heard the clear command no less than the creatures of the
land.

Even in id¥e parts of the northern halfl of the earth that



never knew snow nor ice nor great cold, the return of the

sun to a higher course through the sky brought great changes.
Trees that had been green throughout the year now covered them-
selves with bloom, golden or lavender or pink or blue, Birds
who had never suffered from hunger or cold, who had never

been an hour's steady flight from their birthplaces, broke

into renewed song after months of silence. New nests appeared
in chrubs and trees that throughout the long year bore fol-
iage to shelter them,

Perhaps it was because he now heard so many birds singing
blithely on all sides that Mr, Oriole thought more and more
about the elm 4tree where his own gsong was best. Perhaps it
was because he saw so many birds carrying straws and twigs
for their nests, or sitting quietly on their eggs, or bring-
ing food to nestlings, that he remembered it was almost time
for his own mate to weave her nest and lay her eggs., However
that may be, now that the sun was swinging northward, he felt
more and more strongly the pull of the Northland. Now and
again he whistled a few clear notes, as though practicing
for the fuller song he would soon send forth from the elm
tree. And many birds of other kinds, who would make the same
long journey as the orioles, began to sing while still one or
two thousand miles from the placecrwhere they would neat.

Then, one warm night in mid-April, after the orioles had
gone to roost in a tree beside the great Usumacinta River,
where Guatemala lay on the east and Mexico on the west, the

pull of the Northland became too strong to resist. Last Sept-



ember, Mr, Oriole could think of little except the wind in
the palm trees, awq the sweet nectar of the white banana
flowers, and the delights of a verdant land where snow never
falls. Now, seven months later, with these delights all
around him, he thought of apple blossoms and cherry trees,
and stately elms with fresh, expanding foliage, and he was
ready to undertake a long, dangerous journey to return to
them., Thus do our needs change with the flight of time!

mf. Oriole roused Kenneth and Lucille, and the three
soared up into the mild night air, and turned their heads
northward., Homeward bound at last, facing the last perilous
passage that separated them from their loved home; home-
ward with their memories stored with so many unforgettable
sights and adventures!

Northward they flew, in company with a multitude of other
small travelers, over the land, over the water, then over
the land once more. At this season, there were no terrible
hurricanes to blow them from their course and threaten to
overwhelm them far out at sea, Flying steadily all night and
into the following day, they crossed five hundred miles of
open water from Yucatdn to Louisiana, where they stopped for
rest and refreshment.,

Then they flew over fields freshly plowed, and woodlands
stirring with the spring awakening, and gswamps from which
the peeping and croaking chorus of ten thousand frogs arosa.
By day they searched for food among fresh, tender, unfolding

leaves, or ventured into orchards to seek tiny creatures amid



the massed white blossoms of apple or pear, or visited sone
fine old garden lovely with lilac and mock orange and rhodo-
dendron and the last golden blossoms of the early forsythia.

They enjoyed a glorious journey, northward into this
broad awakening land, with short, easy stages by night, and
all day to revel among bright new foliage and opening flowers.
The early robins caroied joyoualy among the trees; bluebirds
warbled softly as they roamed over freshly plowed fields;
and cardinals made streaks of flame as they flew among the
boughs, exulting in the return of warmth and sunshine after
enduring long months of bleak and snowy weather.

Each day brought the orioles nearer home. They looked for-
ward to & swift and safe return, when of a sudden, out of the
northwest, rushed fierce icy blasts, shriveling tender new
growths, blighting the blossoms of fruit trees, numbing and
killing early ingects.

The late blizzard caught the birds as they flew northward
through the night, making them gseek refuge from its stinging
force among the treea. Dawn revealed a thin blanket of sgnow
over all the land, Miserably cold and wet and hungry, they
tyied to find breakfast among the snow-laden branches and
blighted, wilting foliage. But insects were scarce, for most
had fallen frozen to the ground, Here and there they discov-
ered a torpid, motionless caterpillar or a frozen spider,
but they could not find enough of this food to satisfy them.
They needed more nourighment than usual to keep them warm in

this cold weather, but they found much less. Finally, they



were forced to eke out their meal with such peer dried and
shriveled berries as they could find still hanging on bushes
and vines, poor remnants of last autumn's bounty.

Cardinals, chickadees, titmice, and nuthatches did not
seem to be distressed by this unseasonably cold weather, ' -
During the past winter they had lived through days much
bleaker and snows much deeper, The difficulty of finding
food only made them search more actively among the trees.

And in the top of an oak tree, the orioles saw a crow sitting
calmly in her bulky nest of coarse sticks with a fringe of
gnow around its rim, keeping her eggs warm through all the
bad weather,

But the poor little phoebes, who had plastered their
nests of mud beneath bridges and in old abandoned buildings,
where they expected they would be sheltered from tde harsh
weather, were forced to let their eggs become chilled while
they searched for enough food to keep themselves alive.

Worst of all fared the newcomers f{rom warm lands far to
the south, most of whom had never felt such cold. And of
these the little wood warblers, so prettily clad in varied
colora, were the hardest hit. Before noon, the orioles notice
ed many sitting forlornly with their feathers fluffed out,
too weak and discouraged to search for the food they needed
desperately to preserve life. Before nightfall, brightly col-
ored warblers were lying cold and stiff on the snow. How sad,

thought Kenneth, to come so far, with such high hopes, only



to die! As "he went to roost early that evening, cold and
weak with hunger, a chilling fear stole over him. Would he
drop dead from his perch during the night, after traveling
so far and overcoming 5o many perils?

Just as the winged children were forgetting hunger and
cold in the kindly drowsiness that crept over them, they
were aroused by Mr. Oriole. "Come!" he called. "We must con-
tinue onward."

"Oh, please, Mr. Oriole, not tonight," pleaded Lucille.
"This one night let us rest. We're so tired and cold."

"Yes, do let us rest tonight," added Kenneth. "We've
had so little to eat all day that I don't feel strong
enough to fly now."

"It's just for that reason that we must go now, " said
Mr. Oriole., "If this cold weather continues tomorrow, by
tomorrow night we shall be much weaker, and we shall most
likely drop dead of cold and starvation. But if we travel
hard tonight, by daybreak we should vreach home, where you
can get into your warm beds, and find all the food and rest
you need,"

Weary and miserable as they were, Lucille and Kenneth
were cheered by the thought of being so near home. The pros-
pect of being again with their parents by dawn gave them new
hope and courage. But they did not fail to think about the
welfare of their guide who had shared so many dangers with
them.

"Oh, good, Mr, Oriole!" exclaimed Kenneth, "You nmust



stay in the house, too, where you will be warm; and we'll
give you all the food you need, until the weather improves
and spring returns.”

"Come, then, let us be off!" said Mr. Oriole, springing
into the air,

A1l that cold night they flew stubbornly northward, seek-
ing refuge from the snow in a region otill colder. They becanme
so weary that they ceased to feel weariness any-more, ams 80
cold that cold no longer troubled them., Onward they flew, and
onward, over woodland and fields,over hills and rivers and
sleeping villages., Toward morning, the last thin sliver of
the waning moon rose into the sky and shed a glimmer of light
over the snow=whitened countryside. By its palg beams they
could see that they were approaching a city that looked
familiar. They recognized the big dome of the city hall, and
the high school, and the park with the river winding through
it. Their hearts and their wings beat faster as they came in
sight of well-known landmarks. A few minutes more, and they
dropped down to rest in the elm tree in front of their own
home, their long journey safely finished.

They rested a minute among the nearly naked boughs,
shivering with cold. "I hope a window is open somewhere,"
said Lucille,

They flew around the house to the back, where their own
bedroom looked out upon the big oak tree. Yes! there was the
window standing open, just as they had left it so many months

ago. The wan moonbeams were falling into the room through the



the open window. The birds were glad to follow the moon-
beams and escape the cold outside. By the dim light within,
they could hardly distinguish their two beds, made up with
the coversa turned back at one side, standing ready for them
after so long an absence.

"Get into your beds now, under the covers, and I shall
maeke you human children again," commanded Mr. Oriole,

"How cen we thank you enough for all you have done for
us?" asked Kenneth,

"Is it going to hurt when you pull our feathers out?"
asked Lucille.

"Where is Mrs. Oriole? Hasn't she returned yet? Aren't
you worried about her?" Kenneth asked.

"You won't forget to stay in the house where it 1g warm
and we can feed you until the weather improvea," said his
sister.

Now that they were about to lose the ability to speak to
Mr. Oriole in his own language, they wished to say go many
things, and so little time remeained!

"No, I'm not worried about Mrs. Oriole, for she usually
arrives a few days after I do. And it won't hurt when I pluck
your feathers out, for you will be gound asleep. and I1'll be
glad to stay indoors and take your food until I can find
enough outside,” said the oriole, trying to answer all their
questions at once. "Now lie down and close your eyes while I
sing the csecond part of the Magic Incantation., Dawn is break-

ing, and we have no time to wadte., Good-by, my friends. Soon



the weather will be fine and warm, and I shall sing to you
from the elm tree, as I did last summer."

"Good=by, dear Mr. Oriole," gaid the brother and sister
together.

Then they crept between their sheets and closed their
eyes, while Mr, Oriole sang a low, rapid warble, strange and
sweet. They were both so weary that they were fast asleep
before he was halfway through the Magic Incantation.

"Come, children, you stayed up too late last night, lis-
tening to Mr. Fargo, Now it's late and your breakfast has long
been ready. I've given you peaches with your cereal this morn-
ing," said Mrs. Colton, as she shook Kenneth and Lucille to
waken them,

They opened their eyes and saw the room filled with day-
light. They must have slept a long time, but astill they felt
drowsy.

"Do let us sleep a little longer, Mother,"™ pleaded Ken-
neth. "We've gone so far, and seen éo much, and are very %tired.,”

"Yes, let us rest a little longer, Mother, then we'll tell
you all about it," muttered Lucille drowsily,

"And, Mother, please give aome food th Mr., Oriole," said
Kenneth, as his eyelids fell together again.,

Mrs., Colton spread a comforter over each of the children,
for the August night had suddenly turned cold and wet, and

smiled, and left the room, closing the door softly behind her,



An hour later, Kenneth awoke, and the first thing he
thought about was the bright feathers that Mr, Oriole had
plucked from his body when he was turned back into a boy.
They would make a splendid souvenir of his journey. He
turned down the covers and looked beside him in the bed,
but not a single one remained there. He looked under %the
bed, and on the bureau, and in the wastebasket, and out the
window; but not one oriole feather could he find, He called
Lucille, who searched for the feathers that until this morn-
ing had clothed her, with no better success than her brother.

Had the oriole carried all the feathers away? However
that may be, he had left the children memories of their

journey with him, to treasure through the coming years.



THE MAGIC INCANTATION
(Sung by Mr. Oriole to Kenneth and Lucille)
Part I

Like migrant birds, let Fancy fly
To strange lands far away,

Wing forth across the boundless aky,
And suffer no delay.

Let her go forth o'er land and sea,
Eyea keen, and spirit bold,
Explore each vital mystery,
Each beauteous sight behold.

River and lake and snowy peak
Spread out beneath her view;
Palace and temple she will seek,

And cities old and new.

Then let her rove through forests tall,
Their mystic spell discover,

And seek their creatures great and small,
Their secret ways uncover.

Part 11

Like migrant birds, let her wing north
Ae her long journey ends,

To that dear land which gent her forth,
To home and kin and friends;

Bring back the treasure she has anatched
In strange lands far away

To that firm tree where she was hatched
Upon a summer's day.

Let her turn homeward, then, at length,
Ere travel lose its pleasure,

For home alon# will give her strength
To grow in fullest measure.

THE END
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