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Poetry is like a bird, it ignores all frontiers.

Yevgeny Yevtushenko
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Be like the bird, 

who, pausing in her flight awhile on boughs too slight,

feels them give way beneath her, and yet sings,

knowing she hath wings.

Victor Hugo
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"Here every bird and fish knew its course. 

Every tree had its own place upon this earth. 

Only man had lost his way."

Margaret Craven
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Welcome to Volume 2 of : Nature's Way, Birds of the Hills. This book was a long time in coming. I started it back in 2016 after the first volume was published, but life and circumstances seemed to get in the way at every turn. But, a promise is a promise So, here it is finally! As with the other book, this is a book about birds living their lives free and clear as birds are wont to do. Good for them, I say.

As with Volume 1, this book is only for you to enjoy their lives as they pass through yours. There is no table of contents nor an index. They appear in this book as they appear in your life: unplanned and unpredictable. 
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As with Volume 1, this second volume is still dedicated to anyone who pauses to look whenever they see a bird, or chooses to listen to its song. But it's most especially dedicated now to the love of my life, Margo Elizabeth Simpson and my loving, caring daughter, Denise. As Margo passed from this life and into another, may her new journey be filled with the songs of the thrushes in her ears and their beauty in her eyes and mind.  
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A Great Blue Heron may have bitten off more than it can chew.
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The symbol of America, the Bald Eagle, 

gives me a proper, proud pose.
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Perhaps one of the most beautiful birds in America, 

The male Wood Duck

[image: image]

Maybe not as varied in coloration as the male, the female

Wood Duck is just as beautiful in her own way.
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If the Robin wasn't as common as it is, it might be considered

an exotic species as this brightly colored male shows.
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Robin's Egg Blue, three times over. 
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Three young Robins yelling for dinner. Well, two of them are yelling.
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This Great Blue Heron tight walks along a railing.
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A Red-shouldered Hawk surveying its territory.
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Crayfish are on the agenda for many wading birds

including the Great Egret.
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Sunflower hearts are preferred 

by this Titmouse. Egret food is not.
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"Where's the kitchen?" cried the Sparrow.
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Shorebirds such as this species, spend an inordinate 

amount of time searching for food
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Sadly, Mute Swans are being slaughtered in the United States by the very state departments that should be protecting them, and for the most specious reasons. They are foreigners, we are told, and are considered invasive by these wildlife departments. A few are hanging on and have managed to avoid certain death. These are a fortunate few who have learned to stay away from humans who get too close. 
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A female Red-winged Blackbird trying to be noticed at a spot 

where she has started a nest. "Come on, boys!"
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A couple of male Hooded Mergansers ignores the

pair of Mallards as they glide slowly by.

[image: image]

As the sun sets, this Hooded Merganser trio 

readies for the night. 
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This female Common Merganser slinks

low in the water and coyly encourages 

the male to mate with her.
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Hooded Merganser in full mating plumage.
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Continuing their migration to parts unknown.
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A Red Breasted Merganser dries its wings a bit.
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A Bright afternoon at the lake for these Red Breasted Mergansers.
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Autumn reflections on the water enhance the beauty of

these two ladies out for an afternoon swim.
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Back from a dive, these ladies make sure the way is clear.
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One of our most visually striking birds is the Baltimore Oriole. 

This male is a near perfect specimen as is his pose for me.
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A Phoebe looks surprised that I would be crawling around under the same bridge where she has built her nest. She doesn't know us photographers very well, does she?
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A mother Kingbird tries to explain why she didn't bring 

anything home for dinner.
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"Well, you see kids, it was this way. 

It dodged right, and I went left."
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A Purple Martin mom tries to feed all her young at once. 

Good luck, Mrs. Martin!
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A Brown Creeper doing what it does best; Creeping

around and de-bugging trees.
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A mother Bluebird flies off on a never-ending mission.

Chasing down food for her new flock.  
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It's difficult to catch Ospreys in the act. Usually, they 

are too far away from me.
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Daddy Bluebird helps with the feeding chores, also.
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Good weather for ducks? Crossing the street in a downpour!

[image: image]

Birds never seem to pose where I'd like them to. 

This Barn Swallow accommodated me.
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This female Red Breasted Merganser 

has an appetizer before lunch.
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"I tell you, Luella, that Crappie was THIS big!" 
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This female Hooded Merganser is

all dolled up and ready to go!
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Hooded Mergansers in flight. 
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Yakkety-yak Red Breasted Mergansers.
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Quiet Red Breasted Merganser.
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Young Bald Eagle trying to run away from home.
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A mated pair of Bald Eagles discussing the future.
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Some pictures just need no captions.
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"Try it. I hear it's mint flavored," said the Oriole. 

(Notice the innovative use of nylon fishing line 

and other man-made material.)
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Female Ruby-throated Hummingbird sharing my butterfly bush.
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Ruby-throat youngster preens near the feeder.
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Female Ruby-throat approaches the feeder.
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Male Ruby-throated Hummingbird guarding its territory.
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A relatively rare visitor to Lake Logan is this Snowy Egret.
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Not rare, but stately, is the Kingbird.
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Hooded Merganser, above, 

Ring-necked Duck, below
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Female Ruby-throat awaits its turn at the feeder.
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A flock of Mallards, above, a single Hooded Merganser, below.
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This is Harry, the Trumpeter Swan. His history is a bit clouded.

Whether he was an accidental or an escapee from Ohio's

breeding program, we'll never know. I named him Harry after another famous trumpeter, Harry James. Others at the lake had their own name for him. He arrived around May 15, 2010, as an innocent, immature young fellow. He got along well with the Mute Swans already there. He also formed a bit of a relationship with me. At times I'd find him following me and tapping his beak against my wallet pocket on the right-hand rear pocket of my jeans, hoping for a corn handout. 
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This was his "Corn, please." look. It
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