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CHAPTER L

HOW SPRING WAS COMING.

Ag) (fALLO, old Vellowbill! what's brought you
P out so early ?’ said a fine fat thrush, one

eed W bright spring morning, stopping for a mo-
ment to look at his companion, and leaving the great
broken-shelled snail he had rooted out of the ivy bush
curling about upon the gravel path. * Hallo, old Yellow-
bill! what 's brought you out so early '

“What's that to you, old snail-crusher " said the black-
bird, for he was in rather an ill temper that morning,
through having had a fright in the night, and being
woke up by old Shoutnight the owl, who had been out
mousing and lost his wife, and sat at last in the ivy-
tod halloaing and hoo-hooing, till the gardener’s wife
threw her husband’s old boot out of the window at him,
when he went flop into the laurel bush, and banged and
bounced about, hissing and snapping with his great bill,
while his goggle eyes glowed so angrily that the black-
A
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bird's good lady popped off her nest in a hurry and
broke one of her eggs, and, what was worse, was afraid
to go back again till the eggs were nearly cold ; and
then she was so cross about it, that although the broken
egg was only a bad one, she turned round upon Flute-
throat, her husband, who had been almost frightened to
death, and told him in a pet it was all his fault for not
picking out a better place for the nest.

So it was no wonder that Flutethroat, the blackbird,
turned grumpy when neighbour Spottleover, the thrush,
called him * Yellowbill ;* for of course he did rot like it
any better than a man with a red nose would like to be
called Hot-poker., But it was such a fine morning, and
there were so many dew-worms lying out in the cool
grass that the neighbours could not stop to be crabby.
S0 Spottleover flew off with his snail, and Flutethroat
soon had hold of a thumping, great worm, and set to
work, tug-tug, to draw it from its hole, and then pulled
and poked it about till it was easily to be packed in a
knot, when he took it in his hill and flew off to the
laurel bush, where Mrs. Flutethroat was busy sitting
upon four green speckly eggs, and waiting very impa-
tiently for her breakfast,

Just then the sun cocked one side of his great round
face over the hill, and looked down upon Greenlawn
garden, where all this took place, and tried to make the
dew-drops glitter and shine upon the grass and leaves;



