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harmony of bird notes; no clear individual notes were heard:
only the silver bells seemed to ring more loudly, as though
trembling in stronger winds or swung faster by invisible hands.
As the listeners returned to sleep again, that wonderful orchestra
of small green singers of the steep ranges and deep gullies was
still sending louder and louder waves of music up to the God
of the world they lived in.

Until the sun rose, the song went on. Then it rapidly died
away, and once more the small, bright-eyed bell-birds were going
about their daily business of life, calling their short, monotonous
notes as they moved from tree to tree in search of food.

It is their morning song which is so wonderful and which
should be heard by everyone who can do so. Nothing more
surprising or so incongruous, considering the size and appear-
ance of the birds, and their daytime music, can be imagined.

WHEN THE VANDAL GOES ABROAD.

JOHN MASEFIELD’S DENUNCIATION.

The brilliant poet and novelist, John Masefield, had occasion
recently to denounce the type of vandal who desecrates the
natural beauty of woods and waysides.

“We have seen,” he said, “a great growth in this country of
masses of hideous buildings which we miscall cities, and, as a
consequence, hordes of men and women who have to live in these
cities are shut away from Nature, are starved of Nature and
hardly know what Nature is. In the last generation of men,
machines have made it possible for these Nature-starved people
to flood into the country, and, like little children when marvellous
toys are placed before them for the first time, they pillage and
sack and defile and cle-flower Nature hardly knowing what it is
they do. As a consequence it has become necessary to have a
Society for the Preservation of Rural England; to preserve rural
England for those who mind and love it more than they expected.

“I suppose in course of time this nation may become a user
of rural England, and when that happy day comes, I have no
doubt that rural England will be preserved as in the days of our
fathers. Until that day comes along, sanctuaries are very neces-
sary, as when the cities began to become big, arms of precision
became possible and also cheap. As a consequence, every parish
in this kingdom has at least one shooter who will blast into
eternity every strange and beautiful bird that happens to come
his way.”


