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PREFACE

HIS is simply a book of animals and is made
up from the Author’s personal notes and
sketches. All scientific names have been

omitted and big words avoided as far as prac-
ticable, and it is hoped and believed that some of
the notes and drawings may be of value to older
readers for

In nature there is nothing unimportant,
There is nothing uninteresting,
And nothing fully understood!

Hence any careful observer’s notes must be of
value in adding to the general knowledge of the
subject.

What we need and what is coming is an un-
selfish, passionate love of Nature, not for Nature’s
sake, but for humanity’s sake; such a love is whole-
some, manly, invigorating, and uplifting.

Born in an artist’s family, accustomed from in-
fancy to the society of sculptors, painters, and
poets, it was natural for me when a lad to dream
dreams and build castles in the air, but these cas-
tles did not glitter with gold nor was the sun re-
flected from their jeweled turrets and bespangled
domes. The dreams were of the wilderness and a
fairyland inhabited by all manner of wild creatures
and wild people like those described by Captain
Mayne Reid; a country where the towering moun-

Xm



xiv PREFACE

tains wore white caps of snow in midsummer to
keep their heads cool, where the prairies were cov-
ered with crazy quilts of flowers and dotted with

real live buffalo and elk.

If this book succeeds in awakening a love for
wild Nature in even a small portion of the Ameri-
can youth it will be counted as a success. Well
barbered and manicured Nature, closely shaven
lawns and neatly trimmed hedges are perfectly
proper in yards to suburban houses, but contact
with Nature without a hair-cut and unshaven is
what gives strength to one’s muscles, brightness to
one’s eyes, and makes the red blood dance in one’s
veins. Unfortunately there are many who cannot
appreciate mountains destitute of summer hotels,
unbridged streams or solemn dark woods, no more
than the deaf can enjoy music or the blind the
beauties of a sunset, but even the deaf can enjoy
seeing mountains and forests, and the blind feel-
ing the fresh stimulating air of the wilderness, and
this book of random notes is not intended for peo-
ple unable to appreciate the handicraft of the
Creator, or understand what is meant by

“He prayeth well who loveth well
Both man and bird and beast.”

So recent is it, since man has acquired his present
gigantic mental powers, that his moral character is
still infantile in its development and like the giant
baby that he is, he is a menace and a source of
terror to all the rest of creation.

Grand old Mother Nature has long been
misunderstood by her pet child and ever since men
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with prehensile toes, lived arboreal lives capering
among the branches in the primeval forests they
have looked upon good old Mother Nature as an
enemy to be subdued at all hazards and any cost.
In this silly warfare waged against our best friend,
we have denuded the earth of magnificent forests
of valuable trees, unnecessarily destroying and -
burning enough material to supply our descendants
with shade and shelter to the end of the world.

We have greedily sought the oil buried beneath
the ground and wasted enough to supply genera-
tions of men with light and heat.

We have tapped the veins of natural gas and,
like the children that we are, allowed it to burn
continuously because it was too much trouble or
expense to turn it off during the daytime.

We have annihilated beautiful and useful birds
for the trifling temporary income their skins
brought us, when sold to our women to be used as
grotesque and uncanny ornaments for their dear
heads and very much dearer hats.

We have ruthlessly hunted and exterminated
animals of priceless economic value for the petty
price of their pelts or the savage joy derived from
butchering them.

And now we stand with expanded chests crying,
Look at the greatness of man, see how he has con-
quered Nature!

Or we flock to the churches and on bended knees
pray that the floods be abated or entreat that rain
be sent to slack the thirst of our parched fields,
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blaming Providence for results directly caused by
our own recklessness in denuding the earth of its
natural reservoir—the woodland.

Where the banks are covered with forests the
snow melts slowly in the spring, but where the
trees have been cleared away, the waters come sud-
denly and with a mad rush, leaving devastation

and ruin in their wake!

" But do not think that T am pessimistic, for I am
a loyal optimist. What I am trying to show is
that we are prodigal sons, and although we may
yet have to do our stunt as swineherds we even
now have a growing consciousness of our sins and
will repent in time to save some of our great and
incomprehensible inheritance.

Good old Dame Nature is even now patiently
looking forward to our repentance and reformation
and sits waiting the prodigal’s return, with a large
and fatted calf for our delectation.

But we cannot hope to reach this practical com-
mon-sense view of the situation by reason alone.
Sentiment has ever been a more powerful incentive
to action than reason, and I am glad to see that
sentiment seems to be now turning people to a
tardy appreciation of nature and the grand natural
resources of our great continent of America.
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CHAPTER 1

A WILDERNESS IN NEW YORK CITY

BOB-WHITES, WOODCOCKS, MUSKRATS AND OWLS TO BE FOUND
WITHIN THE CITY LIMITS—EMPTY BIRDS’ NESTS REMODELED
AND USED BY WHITE-FOOTED MICE—WHITE-FOOTED MICE
AS PETS—THEIR FOOD AND NESTS

In these days of trolley-cars, for a nickel any-
one can visit the country, and even find small spots
of real wild land.

It is a mistake to suppose that because you live
in a city, a long journey is necessary before you can
see a real wilderness.

On a pleasant afternoon, in the spring or sum-
mer, take a trolley-car and before long you will
probably pass some neglected marshy land; stop
the car, get out and walk to the swamp you just
passed, and, if you are not afraid of wet feet and
torn clothes, enter. 1In five minutes’ time you have
not only lost all traces of civilization, but all signs
of the presence of man.

The trees, whose interlocking branches conceal
the sky, might well be a thousand miles from any
human habitation.

The almost impassable thicket of green briar,

the festoons of cable-like wild grape-vines, the
3
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rushes, the treacherous bog under foot concealed by
a carpet of soft mosses, coarse grasses, and rank
green skunk cabbages, is just the same in appear-
ance as it was when the occasional tracks left by
the moccasined feet of the red man were the only
signs of human life in the vast wilderness of a con-
tinent!

You are face to face with Nature. Not in her
most entrancing form, but always wonderfully
beautiful when unmarred by the hand of man.

Here within sound of the screaming locomotives
the woodcock rears its persecuted family. Here
timid Bob White has found a temporary retreat,
and even ventures to whistle, in a subdued tone,
his well-known call to his dapper little mate as she
sits on her scores of pretty white eggs.

Close by the inoffensive muskrat gnaws content-
edly at a root; the bullfrog bellows forth his
sonorous notes; red-winged blackbirds, robins, cat-
birds, hawks, and owls build their nests and rear
their young undisturbed by the dreaded small boy.
The gray squirrel bounds among the branches
overhead, and the beautiful little flying squirrel
peeps from its hole in the red cedar, all as if the
noise and smoke of a great city were not within
hearing and sight but for the dense underbrush.
Just such places exist inside the corporation lines
of New York City.

The poison sumac and thorny vines form a bar-
rier which leaves no charms for the small boy
and past which few pot hunters venture. The



A WILDERNESS IN NEW YORK 5

local sportsman is content to wait until Bob White
and woodcock families are old enough to venture
out of their retreat and be murdered in the most
approved style of the war of extermination. It is
in such neighborhoods that the

WHITE-FOOTED MOUSE ABOUNDS.

If you visit the swamp early in the autumn when
the white-throated sparrow is whistling his plain-
tive, tremulous call, you will find the scene
changed. Mr. Woodcock and all his family have
left or been killed; Bob White and family have
shared the same fate. The winds have stripped
the trees of their leaves, and the frost has changed
the grass from green to brown. The thickets and
trees are gray and bare in the swamps, and the

EMPTY NESTS

of the blackbird, robin, thrush, and greenlet are
now plainly discernible as dark objects against a
leaden sky.

Did I say the nests were empty? So they ap-
pear at first glance, but an examination will show
that some new tenant has been altering these sum-
mer houses and refitting them for winter quarters,
that is all of them that are not more than five or
six feet above the earth.

In some sections of the country it will be found
that every birds’ nest near the ground is filled
with the down stolen from the cat-tail in the
neighboring swamp, or with dry lichens or moss,



6 DAN BEARD’S ANIMAL BOOK

gathered from the bark and roots of the trees, and
your curiosity will be aroused and you will wonder
what accident filled all these birds’ nests; but, when
you attempt to investigate more closely and by
chance touch the branch upon which the nest rests,
you will probably be surprised to see a little brown
animal pop out of the nest, run up on the end of
the branch and sit there looking at you with his
little beady eyes as if he were inquiring why you
interrupted his slumbers.

Should you care to venture through the cat-
briers and if you are not deterred by fear of the
poisonous sap of the white sumac, you may be re-
warded by seeing many of these nimble-footed,
bright-eyed little tenants of last year’s birds’ nests,
as they leap from their cosy quarters, alarmed by
the rude swaying of the branches upon which their
hanging home rests. If you are a true woodsman,
and know how to assume a pose in which you can
keep perfectly quiet and still for a long time, you
will see little white-footed mice run back to their
homes, where they may easily be captured by plac-
ing your handerchief over the nest and taking the
house and tenants together.

One Sunday I examined twenty or more birds’
nests that I found in the low bushes of a bit of
swamp land, only two of which had not been

REMODELED BY THE LITTLE ARCHITECTS.

I made careful sketches of these nests, repro-
ductions of which accompany this article. One



WHITE-FOOTED MICE AND ROOFED BIRD'S NEST
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nest has been filled with the down from the seed
stalk of the cat-tail. Under this warm coverlid
little White-foot can sleep snug and warm in the
frostiest weather. Another nest that has been
lined and roofed with moss has a doorway at the
top and near the eaves, so to speak, furnishing an
entrance and exit for the occupant.

Like their cousins, the flying squirrels, these lit-
tle mice can not stand wet and cold, and, after a
driving rain, they are not infrequently found dead
upon the ground. Consequently, when the damp
snow covers the top of their nest and the sun be-
gins to melt the snow the mice crawl out and make
their winter homes under the roots of trees and the
stone walls.

Tt sometimes happens that some mouse is more
ambitious and more ingenious than the rest of his
kind. In the Borough of Queens I found a nest,
shown in the corner of the accompanying leaf
from my sketch book, which had been roofed over
with . 35

A THATCH OF RUSHES

and a door made on one side for an entrance and
exit of the little squatter. This nest is in the
National Museum at Washington, where I sent it
some years ago, and, as far as I know, is unique.
Usually the little rodents are satisfied with

COVERING THEMSELVES WITH A WARM HEAP OF
CAT-TAIL DOWN,

moss or the finely shredded inner bark of the cedar
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trees; in this warm material they sleep during the
daytime and occupy their homes until the first snow
comes. -

Although Audubon describes nests made by
white-footed mice “with nearly as much art as
the nests of the Baltimore oriole,”” I am quite
certain the little four-footed artisans in my imme-
diate neighborhood seldom, if ever, take the
trouble to build their own houses, much preferring
that some other architect shall do it for them.

I have found white-footed mice occupying the
nests of flying squirrels in red cedar trees; have
seen them scamper from all kinds of birds’ nests
that are located within arms’ reach of the ground;
have found their storehouses in the hollow rails
of a fence; have dug the little animals out of the
burrows of other small creatures; and have even
caught them housekeeping in the walls of a round-
topped muskrat’s hut situated in the center of a
frozen pond. Central Park probably shelters a
number of these little animals. A very superficial
survey disclosed one catbird’s nest that had lately
been occupied by deer mice. Unlike the common
house mouse,

THE WHITE-FOOTED MOUSE HAS NOT BEEN
DEGRADED
and contaminated by living with the lords of
creation; on the contrary, it avoids the habita-
tion of man, preferring the sweet nuts, seeds, and
berries of the woods to the refuse of the kitchen.
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Although it will eat Indian corn and grain of all
kinds, such material appears to form but a small
part of the mouse’s diet. I have examined many
storehouses of the white-footed mouse, and never
yet discovered either wheat or corn in them, not-
withstanding the fact that the stores examined
were many of them located in the thickets border-
ing both corn and wheat fields.

When Indian corn is left standing in stacks late
into the fall or winter, I must acknowledge that
the good judgment of the deer mouse often causes
it to select the stacks for a place to locate its
winter residence; the perfect shelter, abundant
food, and soft silk for nestmaking offer induce-
ments not to be overlooked by such a practical
mind. The damage done the farmer, however, is
so slight as not to be worthy of attention. As a
pet the white-footed mouse will be found to pos-
sess a timid and gentle nature, which, combined
with his small, agile, form, brown back, white
belly, delicate pink and white feet, and large, lus-
trous eyes, will seldom fail to win the affection
of any one who cares for him. The pair that were
captured in the muskrat house made willing cap-
tives, and lived contentedly in a high narrow cage
built for them of wire netting.

A NEST OF THE SUMMER YELLOW BIRD

still resting in the fork of maple in which it was
originally built, was fastened by wires to the side
of the cage near the top. The mice took imme-
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diate possession of the nest, and used it as a
dormitory until spring; but while the buds in the
orchard and woodland still imprisoned the blos-
soms, and before the first swallow had made its
appearance, my little captives destroyed the bird’s
nest and gnawed off a portion of the window cur-
tain that accidently fell against the cage, and with
the material thus obtained they built a globular
house on the green sod at the bottom of their cage.
In the subcellar of the new dwelling an interesting
family of little ones was born. The instinct, rea-
son, or automatism of the mice taught them that
the bird’s nest would be too small for a larger
family, and with commendable common sense they
erected a more commodious, though less poetic,
abode on the ground.

The ingenuity that the deer mice display in
adapting and remodeling such shelter as they hap-
pen to find, to suit their own wants, is to me more
wonderful than the common instinct which teaches
the Baltimore oriole to reproduce the same nest
year after year automatically like the bees when
they build their geometrical honey cells.



CHAPTER II

ALONE IN A ROOM FULL OF RATS

THREATENED BY A RAT, NOISY RATS, ENGLISH RATS, BAD RATS,
DANGEROUS RATS, SEWER RATS—POLL PARROT WHIPS RATS
IN FAIR FIGHT—SINGING MICE—THE FAMILY OF BEAUTIFUL
PESTS, FLYING SQUIRRELS, THEIR NESTS IN A STOVE-PIPE,
IN TROUSERS AND IN BOOTS—FLYING SQUIRRELS IN WINTER
—AN ALBINO FLYING SQUIRREL WITH PINK EYES.

Being curious to know how and for what pur-
pose the Norway brown rat, which infests our sta-
bles and houses, makes such a terrible rumpus
after dark, I visited a certain summer kitchen, one
night, that had the reputation of being haunted.
The room had a brick floor, board walls, a com-
mon iron sink with hydrant, and a flight of wooden
steps leading from the house proper, to the paved
floor.

There was a gas-jet in the summer kitchen. After
lighting this, I seated myself upon the steps and
waited for the ghosts to appear; I had long
since learned that by keeping quiet and immovable
one can disarm the suspicions of the most timid
creatures, and I reasoned that since ghosts never
appeared in daylight and always fled at the crow
of a rooster, they must be exceedingly shy. I had
not occupied my seat very long, before I saw a

3
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bewhiskered nose peeping from one of the numer-
ous rat holes, where the board walls met the paved
floor.

As I had anticipated the ghosts lived in rat
holes. But before any of them emerged there
were numerous small vibrating noses to be seen at
the entrance of many of the dark passages, which
led into the earth, below the bricks. For some
time the ghosts were content to keep their stations
in their doorways and watch the big intruder with
their beady black eyes. At length, right from
under the steps where I was sitting, a great grizzled
old male rat appeared; he was evidently a veteran
and the scars about his face and ears told in an un-
mistakable manner the tale of many a fight.

THE GRIZZLED OLD WARRIOR

not only showed no fear, but was impudent enough
to openly threaten me; he did this by making short
jumps toward my feet, all the time emitting a
noise which I can only imitate by placing my
tongue against my front teeth and sucking it away.
The nearest I can come to spelling the sound is
s-t-u-t.. Several times in fear, that the pugna-
cious rodent might really attack me I shook my
foot, and caused him to retreat. My attention had
been so occupied with this impertinent old rascal
that I had entirely forgotten the ghosts, until the
noise made by the upsetting of a tin basin re-
minded me of their presence and caused me to look
around the room. I was amazed at what I beheld.
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It was a sight that would have pleased the Pied:
Piper and warmed the cockles of his heart. The
room fairly swarmed with rats. There were big
rats, little rats, and half-grown rats. For an hour
or more [ sat upon those wooden steps and
watched the circus. The boisterous play of these
creatures made me understand how it is possible
for such small animals as rats to make so much
noise in an attic or a vacant room.

One rat ran up to the top of the broom handle;
the broom was standing in the corner by the sink,
resting partly against the sink and partly against
the wall and no sooner had the rat done this
than another rat followed. Then all the rats
seemed to be possessed by a desire to occupy the
pinnacle of the broom handle and so they swarmed
up and up until the brown mass at the top made
the broom topple and fall. In falling it hit a lot
of cooking implements and a large dish-pan and
brought them down with a bang and a crash upon
the brick floor, but the rats seemed to take this as
a matter of course and showed not the least alarm.
As soon as they landed on their feet they imme-
diately set about finding some other means of en-
tertainment. They pulled every movable thing
over the floor, back and forward; they took an old
newspaper and yanked it from one end of the sum-
mer kitchen to the other. One of them found a
chicken bone and then ensued a wild race around
and around the kitchen. They indulged in phe-
nomenal leaps; they tried to scale the walls by run-
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ning up them at the corners; they upset more tin
pans, and only disappeared when I clapped my
hands and stamped my feet. The big old male rat
being the last to enter his hole, did it only after a
slow retreat and a continuous scolding, stut! stut!
stut !

ENGLISH RATS.

An old gentleman in speaking of his school
days at the celebrated Eton school in England,
said that sixty years ago, the sixth form boys were
accustomed to eat their supper in the “Long
Chamber,” where the rats were very plentiful and
would come trooping out at supper time from their
holes in the wainscot to feed on the food thrown
to them by the boys.

WHEN THE RATS BECAME TOO NUMEROUS

the boys, while the rats were feeding, would send
their fags to stop up their holes with stockings, so
as to trap the rats in the following manner: after
the stocking foot and leg was thrust in the hole
and the opening at the top of the stocking care-
fully spread open and fastened there and all was
ready the boys would stampede the rats. The
rodents, of course, would make for their holes and
dive into the fags’ stockings, which were then
withdrawn and the rats killed by banging them
against the bed-steads; after which the poor fags
put on the stockings and wore them.
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During the summer of 1858, while school was
“closed, workmen tore up- the floor of the “Long
Chamber” and removed two large cart loads of
bones which the rats had carried down their holes
and deposited beneath.

RATS ARE DANGEROUS

under certain conditions. Every one is familiar
with the expression that ‘‘even a rat will fight when
cornered,”’ but from all accounts it does not seem
to be always necessary to corner the animals in
order to make them fight. When I was in the city
engineer’s office of Cincinnati, the sewerage en-
gineer’s office adjoined ours. The surveyors
from the latter office frequently had to enter the
sewers and they never did so without going armed
with revolvers to protect themselves from the big
rats which infest these places.

THE BITE OF A RAT

is exceedingly dangerous, probably because the
rat’s teeth are coated with all manner of vile stuff
which produces blood poisoning. My brother,
James Carter Beard, was once bitten by a Norway
brown rat through the finger, and his arm be-
came very much inflamed and swelled, from the
hand to the shoulder, to the serious alarm of our
parents and physician.

THAT RATS WILL ATTACK YOUNG CHILDREN

is only too true. Recently two children of Bos-
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ton were bitten by sewer rats, probably fatally, and
a little baby boy in Brooklyn, four months old,
had his finger badly chewed before his mother
could rescue him. Instances are not wanting
of full grown men being bitten while asleep or
even attacked while awake by rats.

A man in Washington who attempted to sleep
in a cellar, only escaped from the hungry rodents
after he had received more than a hundred wounds.

A man in Philadelphia entered a brewer’s grain
pit and before he could be rescued from the rats
his body was covered with bloody wounds.

A farmer’s boy of East Berlin, Pennsylvania,
uncovered a lot of rats while tearing up the barn
floor, and although he succeeded in killing a dozen
or more, the rats made a fierce fight, and when
friends found the boy he was unconscious from loss
of blood.

A policeman in New York was badly bitten on
the leg by a big sewer rat which he attempted to
hit with his club.

A man in Brooklyn made a kick at a rat he saw
running across the sidewalk, and when the ugly
creature fastened its teeth in his leg he learned to
his sorrow that rats will sometimes fight. The
newspapers of the day have frequent accounts of
rats fatally or seriously wounding human beings
and, after making due allowance for the ‘‘en-
thusiasm”’ of reporters, there will be still sufficient
evidence to rank the rat among dangerous animals
and to induce us to use due caution when forced



WATER-COLOR SKETCHES FROM NATURE

1.—Left hind foot of cominon house mouse.
2.—Left hand of common house mouse.
3.—Common house mouse.

4.—White-footed mouse with young.
s.—Left foot of white-footed mouse.
6.—Left hand of white-footed mouse.
7.—Side view of white-footed mouse.
8.—TFront view of white-footed mouse.
9.—Under side of white-footed mouse.
10.—White-footed mouse after being drowned in a plate of soup.
11.—Common ‘“Norway’” Brown Rat.
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to come in contact with the disgusting rodents
which inhabit our cities and houses.

A Flushing rat made the mistake of his life in
attacking a parrot belonging to a neighbor of mine.
There was a terrible rumpus.

POLLY USED VIOLENT LANGUAGE

and more violent measures to defend herself. She
lost some feathers and got some scratches, but she
must have ripped that rat up in a heart-rending
manner, for the cage was bedaubed with blood
and a trail of gore led across the dining-room floor,
through the kitchen to a large rat hole where it
ended. It was a record, bearing mute testimony to
the ability of Polly to take care of herself even
when attacked by a midnight marauder.

Mice are more interesting than the big dirty
rats and when one meets

A SINGING MOUSE

one has indeed a novelty.

A correspondent to the London Daily Mail
writes about a singing mouse; he says that it has
“been warbling just like a canary.” Another man
writing to the Indianapolis News tells of a sing-
ing mouse which he caught and kept in captivity.
A dispatch to the Cleveland Plain Dealer tells of
another man who also caught a mouse which he
claimed “whistled and sang like a canary.” Per-
sonally I know of only two singing mice, one was
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in a house of a relative of mine in Ohio, and one
in my own home on Long Island. It is claimed by
some writers that singing mice are afflicted with
bronchitis and that what we call singing is only
the wheezing of the invalid mouse. Whatever the
cause may be the noise they make, as I remember
it, has stronger claims to be called music than have
many of the so-called songs of our native warblers.
From various reports it appears that,

LIKE GREY SQUIRRELS AND LEMMINGS, RATS
SOMETIMES MIGRATE.

In 1904 reports came from Illinois that certain
rural districts had been visited by swarms of rats,
one farmer having killed on his own place, three
thousand four hundred and thirty-five of them
without apparently diminishing their number. Rats’
skins are reported to have some value, and when
tanned are said to be used for the thumbs of fine kid
gloves, while the whiskers of mice are used in
manufacturing expensive flies fancied by anglers.
But if these rodents were of any great wvalue
we would soon find means of exterminating
them. The good they do as scavengers is
hardly of enough importance to entitle them
to a credit mark, and, on the contrary, the harm
they do in spreading the plague and other diseases
is in itself sufficient reason for a war of extermina-
tion. We may exterminate beautiful birds, the
dainty prong-horned antelopes, the magnificent
and stately bison, but rats and mice will probably
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last as long as the human race——safe because of
their lack of commercial value.

Both the house mouse and house rat are dis-
gusting degenerates, and while every living ani-
mal is a thing of interest, it is the wild creatures
of the wood and field that excite our enthusiasm
and not the parasitic animals which infest the
cities.

All of us who spend part of our time living in
the woods know that fairyland is around us and
that we have for neighbors

REAL LIVE BROWNIES

who work strange deeds at night in the sleeping
woods.
From her hole in the old chestnut tree

FANNY FLYING SQUIRREL

watched the sturdy lads ‘‘snaking” logs through
the grove, and she saw them roll the logs up skids
until ‘the pile took on the form of a house; the
little squirrel waited until the house was all
finished, and then she passed the word to the wood
brownies, and they all moved in! The bats took
up their quarters between the logs of the second
story; the red squirrels between the logs of the
first story, the white-footed mice and large wood
rats in all unoccupied nooks.

The Phoebe bird took possession of a projec-
tion over the kitchen door, the robin built its nest
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THE WOODCHUCK UNDER THE HOUSE

on the soap shelf by the towel rack; the black-
tailed hornets defied the paper trust and built them-
selves a paper balloon under the apex of the eaves;
the woodchuck satisfied himself with a home under
the kitchen floor; the bumble bees occupied an °
auger hole in a log of the areaway, and Fanny Fly-
ing Squirrel found a fine place on top of the frame
of the bedroom window.

All seemed to think that the log cottage was
built especially for them, and at first resented
human intrusion; but after a while, even the hor-
nets would fly about in the most friendly manner,
catching the flies on the dinner table or even pick-
ing them from off one’s nose or hands.

None of the wild creatures can be taught the
sacredness of property rights; they are all born
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SWEET DEATH OF A MOUSE

communists, and believe that all forms of wealth
are public property. This belief often produces
dire results to the brownies themselves, for in-
stance morning after morning the milk was given
to the dog, because he was the only one of the le-
gitimate household who had no objection to

MILK WITH A DROWNED WOOD MOUSE IN IT.

You see the little brownies thought the milk was
for them and jumped in to drink, but the pans were
deep and the sides were slippery and so they
perished.
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Once the strained honey was poured out on a
flat stone for the benefit of the wild bees, because
a white-footed mouse had gnawed a hole through
the lead covered cork. The mouse had then fallen
into the honey and perished, but its remains were
preserved by the sweet liquid.

The wood mice did not eat our fish, but they
often took them from the plate in the cellar and
hid them where they could not be found untii our
noses told the secret of the hiding place. The lit-
tle brownies once unwound a ball of twine and
draped it all around the room, making a half hitch
or two on a hunting knife and a pipe, without
dislodging these objects from their insecure perch
on the narrow edge of a board. They also took
all the tacks from a new package and neatly stowed
them away in the egg shells kept for settling the
coffee.

But it was when the offspring of Fanny Flying
Squirrel filled the house that the real trouble be-
gan. :

THE MOTHER SQUIRREL

was content at first with making her nest from
the tufts of cotton nibbled from the mattresses.
This first nest she made over the bedroom win-
dow. Determined to evict the little nuisance, I
climbed on top of a kitchen chair, which was in-
securely balanced on an unsteady washstand, and
looked into the little home.

The mother squirrel poked up her pretty head
inquiringly from beneath the soft nestling material,
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and when I gazed into the soft big eyes of the
little animal, all the annoyance and anger in my
heart melted away. The chair tilted as I at-
tempted to descend, and I came down with a
crash, smashing a mirror, spraining my wrist and
barking both shins, but I left Fanny Flying Squir-
rel in undisturbed possession of her claim.

That was the greatest mistake I made about my
log house. The flying squirrels have multiplied
and increased, and continued to increase in num-
ber, in spite of the fact that each year I capture
as many as I can and send them away to friends
in different parts of the country for pets. Flying
squirrels make most beautiful pets, but they are
worse in a house than the so-called Norway brown
rats. Rats can’t fly.

One season, in company with a friend, I fished
the brooks on the way to Wild Lands. My friend
said he would clean the fish if I would be cook.
The house had been closed all winter and after
opening the doors and windows I split some wood
and built a fire and then ran outside to breathe, for
the smoke filled the room. My friend said that
the chimney was cold. He said as soon as it got
warm the smoke would go up. In the meantime
the smoke refused to go up, but filled the kitchen,
and when that was full, streamed out of the win-
dows and doors. But never a whiff went out of
the chimney. My eyes and throat smarted, my
lungs were raw, tears bedewed my cheeks. T was
covered with ashes, and my face was blackened;
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WILD LANDS—THE HOME OF FANNY FLYING SQUIRREL

in desperation I climbed to the roof and, with a
long pole, felt for the obstruction in the chimney
—there was none there.

After building a dozen fires and extinguishing
them again, I called my friend, and together we
took down the stovepipe and found that the space
from the elbow of the pipe for three feet was

PACKED WITH FINE CARDED WOOL

made from raveling gnawed from the dining room
rug. In this warm, smoke-proof nest we found
Fanny Flying Squirrel, and as usual there was a
family of little ones with her. We spared the old
mother and nursing babies, dumping them care-
fully into a cracker box. It was nine o’clock that

>



28 DAN BEARD’S ANIMAL BOOK

night when two hungry men at last sat down to a
feast of crackers and trout. 3

- Not long after this adventure, the log house at
Wild Lands was filled with a merry company of
city people—people with all

THE CITY FEAR OF SOLITUDE

and a firm belief in the existence of terrible
blood-sucking bats, long-toothed venomous ser-
pents with a miraculous power of charming their
intended victims, implacable hoop snakes and
poisonous swifts.

As night approached the fear of these things
crept over the guests, and they retired to their
cots trembling. Through the chinks they could
see the stars twinkle and they knew that a hypnotic-
ally inclined snake would choose just such an open-
ing through which to reach its victims.

Scarcely had the visitors closed their eyes for
slumber when some live thing fell with a sickening
thud on the chest of the most timid guest; it is
fortunate her heart was sound or it would have
ceased to beat.

Hardly daring to breathe, much less to scream
for help, the frightened urbanite lay quiet. How
heavy the serpent’s coil seemed to be! Gradually
her eyes became accustomed to the darkness, and
then she saw that the cause of her fright was only
pretty Fanny Flying Squirrel squatting on the cov-
erlet washing her face with her little hands.
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Every summer evening, after the sun ball has
sunk behind the hill across Big Tink Pond, and
the hoot-owl and whippoorwill have begun to talk,
a shadow-like object is seen to sail from the apex
of the roof down into the gloom; more phantoms
follow, until at times there are several in the air

-at once, and we know that it is Fanny Flying
Squirrel and her living parachute descendants de-
parting for the night and we may sleep for a while
in peace.

But with

THE “WOLF’S BRUSH,”

that pale gleam of light which precedes the dawn,
on the eastern horizon, the bright-eyed little
aeronauts return from their night's frolic and
thump! thump! their bodies strike the shingles
overhead and patter! patter! go their little feet
scampering over the roof.

Within five or ten minutes from the first thump
heard on the shingles the last little imp has re-
turned, and one may hear them in all the gloomy,
mysterious corners rustling about as they settle
themselves for a long summer’s day nap. They
wake up again at dusk of the following evening,
when, if it is fair, they sally forth, but on rainy
or stormy nights they do not go out.

An ordinary rat trap will not confine a flying
squirrel, for so flat is its beautiful little body that
by using the force of its muscles it can spread the
wires apart far enough to escape. I always use
my hand, usually protected by a glove or some
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similar object, and catch them with that. I caught
nine, in that way, in one night.

Sometimes I have turned down the bedclothes
and jumped into bed to alight upon a bunch of
cracked nut-shells, acorns and seeds.

A recent writer in a popular out-doors magazine
says that the flying squirrels hibernate, but this
very winter, with the mercury at times fourteen
degrees below zero, the flying squirrels were lively
as crickets in my log house and their tracks could
be seen in the deep snow on the roof, where they
plumped down from a chestnut tree and then
scampered to the opening in the roof by the chim-
ney. A few years ago I saw a flying squirrel hop-
ping across our lawns in Flushing, during a driv-
ing sleet and snow storm and afterward found its
dead body in a hollow shade tree.

One summer the mistress of Wild Lands took
on one of those spasmodic fits of cleaning peculiar
to her sex, and seizing a pair of canvas trousers
she and the maid began to give them a vigorous
shaking. The blood curdling screams which fol-
lowed brought every one within hearing to the
spot, and they saw mistress and maid facing each
other and doing a wild fantastic dance, accompan-
ied by a swinging of their arms and ear-piercing
shrieks.

A dozen or so frightened little flying squirrels
were scrambling over the bodies and heads of the
dancers or sailing across the intervening space
from maid to madam and from madam to maid.
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There were four pockets in the trousers and each
pocket contained a flying squirrel nest. That night
the maid put

PEPPER AN EIGHTH OF AN INCH DEEP OVER ALL
THE RUNWAYS

frequented by the squirrels, but the only effect was
to make the little imps keep us awake with their
high-keyed sneezing.

A SNOW-WHITE FLYING SQUIRREL

One afternoon while sitting on my front piazza
in Flushing, I noticed that the people passing
seemed to be interested in some object on one of
the large maple trees in front of the house. At
last my curiosity was so much excited that I got up
and went out on the street to investigate and dis-
covered a couple of flying squirrels scampering up
and down a tree trunk. Flying squirrels are, how-
ever, too common among the shade trees of old
Flushing to cause much attention, that is, ordinary,
every-day flying squirrels, but while one of these
was of this sort the other was as white as the
driven snow, and had pink eyes. The two squir-
rels played among the trees all that afternoon
from about five o’clock until after dark. They
would sail from the top of one tree diagonally
across the street to the trunk of another tree, run
up that and launch themselves into the air for a
long tobogganing slide down that thin substance
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until they struck another tree 150 or 200 feet
away. I ran upstairs and got a landing net from
my fishing tackle outfit and attempted to capture
the beautiful little animal, but soon discovered that
I was giving it a fatal notoriety, for, like magic,
small boys appeared and with sticks and stones and
baseball bats engaged in the chase. As soon as
I realized the increasing danger I put up my land-
ing net and calling the boys over to the house
distracted their attention by showing them certain
other things of interest to boys. In the meantime
the flying squirrels disappeared in the shadows of
the tree top. A night or two afterwards a man
living several blocks away set traps in an old oak
tree, a very old oak tree, the only survivor of the
group which shaded the Quaker Fox when he
preached on Long Island. The next morning
the man found the albino squirrel in his
trap and taking it down to Manhattan sold it
to the former editor of Recreation. The animal
was placed in an ordinary squirrel cage near by
one occupied by an albino fox squirrel. The win-
dows of the editorial room were left open as the
weather was warm and in the morning the flying
squirrel had made its escape. What was the final
fate of the beautiful little creature, I do not know,
but it was probably killed by some prowling city
cat.



CHAPTER III

HAIRY-TAILED PACK RATS

ORIGIN OF THE NAME—THEY LOVE NOISE AND MISCHIEF, EXCITE
FEAR AND MURDER—TRADE, WOOD AND MOUNTAIN RATS—
JIM THE TRAPPER AND HIS FOUR-FOOTED FRIENDS—PRANKS
OF PACK RATS—THE LEGEND OF PADDY PACK RAT’S TREAS-
URE TROVE

There is a big hairy-tailed rat to be found in the
Rocky Mountains which is one of the most inter-
esting little animals in America. Scientists call it
a Neotoma, but it is locally known as the

PACK RAT,

mountain rat, wood rat, and trade rat.

To explain the reason for this first name to the
Eastern readers, it is necessary to call their atten-
tion to the fact that in a new and unsettled coun-
try baggage and luggage of all kinds must be car-
ried on one’s own shoulders, or on the backs of
animals. Of course one cannot carry things on
one’s back without making them into some sort of a
bundle or pack, hence the men on the trail who at-
tend to loading the horses and mules are called
packers, while the animals themselves are known

33
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as pack animals, from this it is an easy step to
substitute the word pack for the word carry.
Thirty years ago, in all parts of Kentucky, the
word pack was commonly used for carry and the
people packed their bundles and baskets. Even
the school children packed their books to school,
the pack having survived from the time when Ken-
tucky was first settled and when household goods
and personal baggage were brought into the
state on the backs of men and animals. The word
may not now be generally used in this sense in
Kentucky, but it still is in the Rocky mountains
and through the Southwest and Northwest.
Wherever the hunter or prospector is found the
word pack is used in the place of carry, hence,

A PACK RAT IS A RAT THAT CARRIES THINGS.

The trappers hate these little animals because
of their mischievous pranks and they one and all
kill the rats at every opportunity. I could fill this
book ‘with the wonderful stories that are told
about this rodent. One trapper, a friend of mine
named Jim, has a snug little shack in the Cascade
mountains, and Jim confided to me that he had
not killed a pack rat in a long time.

This was not because of the scarcity of pack rats
in his neighborhood, for every night they pulled
his things about or selecting a loose spot in his
roof they would stamp on it with their little front
feet and make the big shingle rattle with a loud
noise. Next to packing things about, if there is
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DEAD PACK RAT, OUTLINE TRACED FROM THE ANIMAL,
AND LIVE PACK RAT WITH FEET IN A TRAP

anything these rats do love better than their own
little souls it is to make as much noise and racket
as they possibly can; still Jim the trapper would
not kill the rats. When Jim found his boots filled
with an assortment of pebbles, and garbage in-
termingled with the buttons from his clothes, he
would say things which should never be repeated
much less printed, but still the rats lived in his
shack unharmed.

This conduct on Jim’s part was so divergent
from the character of the man, as I knew him, that
it needed some explanation. I do not mean that
it was at all unusual for him to use strong lan-
guage when the spirit moved him; but I do mean
that it was very queer that this man, who spent
his life killing things,
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SHOULD HESITATE TO KILL VARMINTS LIKE PACK
RATS.

In due course of time I learned from the trapper
himself the reason of his strange forbearance. It
seems that the winter shut down on the moun-
tains and caught Jim the trapper short of a supply
of tobacco. There was a party of government
surveyors camped near him in the mountains who
kindly gave Jim a chew of tobacco whenever he
asked for it, but they refused to sell or give him
any considerable amount of the weed and would
not under any circumstances supply him for his
winter needs. The surveyors were many miles
from the trading post and only had enough for
their own use, and they did not expect to visit a
post before spring time.

One day Jim was desperately hungry for a bite
of tobacco, but consoled himself with the thought
that as soon as he reached camp he could beg a
chew; but what was the trapper’s dismay upon
arriving home to find that the topographical men
had departed during his absence, for parts un-
known. Several days had passed since the sur-
veyors had left, during which time Jim had
chewed the bark from numerous sticks of red wil-
low, but it failed to satisfy his cravings and he
was growing desperate. He had about made up
his mind to take the long solitary tramp necessary
to reach the trading post, but before doing so he
thought he would set some traps in the bed of a
stream. To protect his feet from the cold slush



B e - ..,._.‘

i

SKETCHES OF PACK RATS MADE AT LAKE CHELAN, WASH.

37



38 DAN BEARD’S ANIMAL BOOK

and mud he took down a pair of rubber boots
which had been hanging for months to one of the
rafters over-head. Jim was not at all surprised
upon discovering that one boot was unusually
heavy—he was accustomed to have the pack rats
fill his boots with any material they could find—
so with a muttered something which was not a
prayer he dumped the contents of the boot on the
floor.

The sight of the contents of the boot caused the
old sinner to dance around the shack and shout
for joy. The pack rats had taken all the sur-
veyors’ plug tobacco and packed it neatly away in
the long hip boot, giving Jim a bountiful supply
of his dearly beloved weed and more than enough
to last him through the long winter months. I
do not vouch for the truth of this story, but from
what I know of rats it does not seem an improb-
able one. They will steal a man’s box of pills,
carry them to a neighboring camp and leave a
dead bird in their place. They have been known
to carry off every kind of small article to be
found in mountain camps and cabins. The reason
they are sometimes called

TRADE RATS

is because of their habit of leaving something in
the place of the thing they take away.

A great many stories have originated from this
habit of the pack rat and many writers pretend
to believe that the hairy-tailed rats are really bent
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upon making an honest trade, but of course this
is not true, the rat finds some object, picks it up,
and starts to carry it away; during its journey it
comes across some other object, which, for some
unknown reason, appeals to its fancy, so it simply
drops the thing it has and takes up the other ob-
ject and thus gets the reputation of being too
honest to steal. and of making an attempt to pay
for everything it takes. Here are a few reports of

PACK RAT PRANKS:

A paste pot was left over night in the assay
office of the Silver Queen Mine; when the office
was opened in the morning the paste was gone, but
the pot was filled with a number of articles,
among which was an unbroken glass funnel, the
end of a stick, a bit of rope, some scraps of wire,
and numerous other similar articles. The pack
rats had been busy that night.

A man who was building a shanty in Pueblo
sent to Denver for a keg of nails, he knocked out
the head of the keg and let it stand over night. In
the morning the keg was filled with table knives,
spoons, a lot of pebbles, fragments of a buckskin
glove, a set of false teeth, and a tin saucer, but
there was not a nail left in the keg. The man who
lost the spoons found his floor strewn with nails;
the man who had lost the buckskin glove found in
its place a woolen sock, and the prospector who
left his false teeth in a cup of water found in their
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place a cup full of nails. The proprietor of the
nail keg by diligent work got back about half his
original supply of nails.

This all sounds very funny and humorous, but
in the early days when men were quick with
their guns, a thief’s life was often a short
one, but not always merry. The hills were full
of men who came there to search for gold
and who had never heard of or seen a pack
rat. It is said that many a bloody tragedy
was probably caused by the pack rats taking things
of value from one cabin and depositing them in
another, and the poor victim with the stolen goods
in his shack was given no time for explanation.

Superstitious people have been so

FRIGHTENED BY FOUR-FOOTED MIDNIGHT
MARAUDERS

that they have been known to sell valuable claims
for trifling amounts in order that they might make
their escape from the uncanny neighborhood. It
would be interesting to know how much of our old
superstitions and beliefs in ghosts, witches, gnomes,
and fairies could be traced to the pranks of small
animals. But the prettiest legend that I ran across
in the West is the one that I heard told as we sat
around a camp fire on the shores of the Arrow
lakes. I had heard references to it in many parts
of the West, so I am led to believe that there is
probably a foundation of truth in it. I will tell
it to you as I remember it.
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A PACK RAT’S TREASURE TROVE. A LEGEND OF
THE LAKE CHELAN COUNTRY.

Paddy, the pack rat, and all of the little pink
brothers and sisters were born as blind as art
critics and as bald as college professors, but, un-
like the latter individuals, young pack rats learn to
see, in time, and age cures their baldness. Not
far from the rats’ nest, in a steep bank of treach-
erous slide rock, there lived a rattlesnake, dec-
orated with dark stripes and spots, the skin of this
same snake or one like it is a conspicuous object on
my study wall, but its markings approach so
closely to the color of the sun-baked stones that
a live rattler of this kind is scarcely distinguishable
among the slide rocks. :

How it happened that the snake ever discovered
the rats’ nest is uncertain; however, I am inclined
to think that, dog like, it used its nose to follow
the trail of the mother rat. Even such devoted
little creatures as

MOTHER PACK RATS

cannot provide against all accidents, and accidents
sometimes happen to their helpless offsprings.
Oldtime prospectors and trappers do say that pack
rats in the gold mining districts of Arizona pro-
tect their nests from snakes by barricades built of
prickly cactus.* That this plant does not grow in

*[t is possible that the rats do carry the cactus to their nests, but it is
also more than probable that if they do so they do it as they would a
watch, nails or any other object without any idea of defe-se.
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i R R g
HOUSE IN WHICH THE PACK RAT WAS CAUGHT IN AN
UNBAITED TRAP
the Chelan Mountains near Paddy’s home may ac-
count for the ease with which the slide rock rattler
inserted its body into the cleft in the cliff where
the nest was located. By some unexplained acci-
dent little Paddy’s life was spared, but when the
mother rat returned to her home it was to find the
graves of all her other children marked by an egg-
shaped swelling in the living body of the reptile,
which resembled in appearance a Christmas stock-

ing.

The most relentless and bloodthirsty foe of all
wild creatures is man and such is the terror usually
inspired in their hearts by the presence of a hu-
man being, that it is seldom we have an oppor-
tunity to witness
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THE REAL NATIVE COURAGE

of our wild brothers in furs and feathers. If the
old mother rat’s body trembled violently and her
chisel-like teeth chattered at the sight of the
,venomous snake, it was not with fear but rather
with righteous wrath. With her eyes fixed upon
the intruder the old pack rat’s body seemed to
swell to abnormal proportions. She swayed slowly
from side to side and stamped the earth menac-
ingly with her little hand-like feet.

I have often witnessed a snake strike with a
rapidity beyond the power of the human eye to
follow; but quicker than the movement of the
snake was the spring which transferred the mother
rat to a perch on the squirming body of the rat-
tler. All in vain did the rasping rattle sound its
dry vibrating threat of death; such was the fury
of the onslaught that the rodent’s teeth not only
severed the snake’s backbone, but the reptile’s
head was stricken from its writhing body with the
dispatch and skill worthy of a professional heads-
man.

The initial motive instinct or thought still con-
trolled the snake’s body with its dire purpose, and
devoid of head, brains or weapons, the horrid
thing coiled and struck the rat again and again
with the bloody stump of its neck!

Such was the tragedy which left little Paddy
sole heir to the horded stores of its parents. When
Paddy’s eyes were opened he viewed with satisfac-
tion the soft hair which had begun to grow from



HE KILLED PADDY PACK RAT’S BROTHERS AND SISTERS

the tip of his nose to the end of his tail. Pack
rats have tails like chipmunks, as you may see by
referring to the illustrations, a peculiarity ob-
served by Lewis & Clark’s men on July 2, 1804,
when they found the first one of these animals ever
seen by civilized man. Comparatively few civi-
lized men have seen any of these creatures since
1804, for the reason that only hunters and miners
frequent the haunts of the pack rat and the rodents
themselves seldom venture out until after dark.
The illustration on page 37, drawn from life,
will possibly give the reader a better idea of this
animal’s appearance than a printed description.

It is not its bushy tail alone which makes the
pack rat interesting, for its
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QUAINT ECCENTRICITIES OF CHARACTER

overshadow the peculiarity of its appearance. No
sooner does a camper, prospector or trapper erect
his tent, shack or cabin in the rat country than the
pack rats are on hand eager for a chance to trade,
as I have already said; not only do they exchange
their bric-a-brac for food, but any portable object
has a value to them, finger rings, pocket knives,
buttons, revolvers, iron bolts, pocket compasses,
cartridges, watches and keys are irresistibly tempt-
ing to pack rats.

As the summer advanced Paddy moved further
up the mountain side, where he began a famous
collection of curios. About this time it was noised
about in ratdom that a prospector’s cabin had been
erected near Paddy’s new home. It is not safe to
state just how

THE RATS PASSED THE WORD

around, for it would be certain to be contradicted
by my good friend, John Burroughs, but it may
be stated that after sunset there was a great
rustling among the dry leaves and a swaying of
the fringed gentians and Indian paint brushes,
showing that the little mountain folks were about
that night.

The next night it was very evident that the
word had been passed. Scarce had the sun set
behind the snow-covered peaks before the little
mountain folks assembled to break the dull
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monotony of the lonely prospector’s life. There
was a rat from Lake Chelan with the head of a
ling in its mouth; there was a rat from Railroad
creeck with a half plug of Battle Axe tobacco,
another from the Indian settlement with a bunch
of blue beads, a rat from the trapper’s cabin, five
miles over the mountains, with a Canadian half
dollar, eager for trade.

Rap, rap, rap! went their front feet on the
loose clapboard over the prospector’s bunk, but
the tired man only mumbled in his sleep and turned
over in bed. Rattle-te-bang went a powder can
from the rafters to the floor, awakening the
sleeper, who reached for his revolver, but seeing
nothing, turned to sleep again.

Next morning there was plenty to see—fish
heads, chips, bones and pine cones, etc., in place
of his knife, fork, spoon and tin cup which he
had left on his rude table; but worst of all was the
sight of the battered oil can in which he had
packed his cartridges. No ammunition was now
visible, but in its place was

A CAN OF DIRTY LOOKING PEBBLES.

The angry man kicked over the can and as he
did so made use of very many uncomplimentary
remarks concerning rats.

With petulant rage, he viciously struck the of-
fending objects with his prospector’s pick. As the
pebbles flew from the blow the man’s expression

suddenly changed; he dropped the pick, and for
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the moment seemed to fear to move, then he sud-
denly fell upon his knees, and with hands which
shook with excitement, gathered up a handful of
the dirty looking pebbles and examined them at-
tentively; after which he gave a wild warwhoop,
sprang to the door and fired six shots at the un-
offending sky.

Paddy witnessed these antics with the utmost
interest and astonishment, and his curiosity was so
great that he crept from his hiding, place to the
unoccupied bunk and was peering cautiously over
its side when he found the man’s eyes fixed upon
him. The man laughed a wild, naughty laugh,
which sent the chills down Paddy’s back and took
from him all power of flight.

When last seen the miner and the rat were
inseparable companions; they no longer lived
at the edge of the snow fields in the Cascade
mountains; a wonderful change had come about,
for foolish people had given the lonely prospector
houses, lands, cattle and horses in exchange for the
dark-colored pebbles which they called nuggets,
but Paddy Pack Rat had given these little lumps
of gold in exchange for some brass cartridges, and,
strange to say, neither Paddy nor the prospector
ever regretted the trade.

IF THERE IS ANY ONE WHO CAN TELL

why the bower bird ornaments its playhouse with
bits of bright ribbons, broken glass, and pretty
pebbles; why the crow and magpie devote so much

£
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L . - P 2
PADDY PACK RAT'S NEST IN AN OLD POWDER CAN INSIDE

A GOLD MINE
of their time to stealing and hiding silver thimbles,
scarf pins, and trinkets of all kinds, things which
they cannot eat or wear, things which, as far as
poor human intelligence goes, are absolutely useless
to the birds, as useless in fact, as a billionaire’s
billions are to him; if any one can tell why these
birds and men collect these useless things, they
may possibly give us a reason for the pack rats’
eccentricities.

One pack rat’s nest found in an empty house
was built of heavy iron spikes, mixed up with
forks and spoons, and three large hunting knives,
this was not all that was in the pile, for there
was a éarving fork and steel, several augers, the
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parts of a watch, numerous plugs of tobacco, and
minor articles too numerous to mention, making
a substantial fort if not a soft nest. But the pack
rat is

NOT THE ONLY RODENT WITH MISCHIEVOUS
HABITS.

Ordinary brown house rats have been known
to build a nest as large almost as a bushel basket
composed entirely of expensive cigars, and in Con-
necticut the muskrats robbed a tobacco plantation
of growing plants in large quanities. In an old
house in Pennsylvania some ten years ago, a rat’s
nest was found containing a Mexican dollar of the
date 1774, a Mexican quarter of the date 1772,
and some papers of 1770. A rat in New Jersey
was detected in the act of carrying away a thou-
sand dollar bill.

One rat’s bed was found in an old house. The
nest was composed of money in denominations
from $5 up to $1,000. A workman in tearing
down another old house discovered a rat’s nest
made of ‘“‘butter money” issued by the Bank of
Orange County at Goshen, some time before the
great Civil War. The nest was at least fifty years
old. )

But in these cases it must be remembered that
the money and even the tobacco and cigars were of
real service as good material for the manufac-
turing of nests—all except the Mexican silver dol-
lar and quarter of a dollar, these must have been
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taken by the house rat for the same reason, or lack
of reason, which prompts the pack rat to commit
its thefts. In this last case, however, it was not
the work of the common brown rat, for back

IN 1770 IT WAS THE BLACK RAT WHICH IN-
FESTED OUR HOUSES,

a rat which the brown rats have since almost ex-
terminated.

Even mice have been known to rob a till, and
the Florida rat seems to have precisely the same
traits as the pack rat. It took a lot of Florida
1ats only six nights to carry two bushels of shelled
beans thirty feet and replace the beans with the
empty seed pods. A lady in Florida was dis-
mayed to find a number of seeds in the place of
the diamond earrings she had left on her bureau,
she knew where the seeds came from and there
found her missing ear-rings, but the best joke was
on the gambler who found his supply of poker
chips replaced with a string of prayer beads and
a small crucifix. The devout priest who occupied
the next room, however, was greatly shocked to
find in place of his rosary a heap of sinful poker
chips. '

Strange to say the most pestiferous and an-
noying wild things often make the most delightful
and amusing pets. Mr. Charles Frederick Holder
once owned a tame pack rat which was allowed the
freedom of his room aad which he told me was
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one of the most amusing of pets. Unfortunately
the pack rat from which I made these sketches was
so injured by the trap that I had it killed to pre-
vent it from useless suffering. But this is a story
in itself and I will tell you about it in the next
chapter.

Since the first edition of this book was printed
the author has been thoughtless enough, on two
occasions, to gather up the double handful of
lint and fibers, composing the white-footed mouses’
nest, and throw it in the open fire. On both occa-
sions the nests contained thirty-five high-power
Winchester cartridges which were not discovered
until the bombardment of exploding ammunition
began and sent us all fleeing from the room.

Since then all mice nests found in camp are
carefully examined before being burned.



CHAPTER 1V

JIM THE TRAPPER OF LAKE CHELAN

SKETCHING A MISCHIEVOUS GNOME—NEEDLESS CRUELTY IN
SPORT, SCIENCE AND ART—VICIOUS STEEL TRAPS—HOW I7
FEELS TO BE CAUGHT IN A TRAP—A MAN IN A TRAP—HOW
TO FIX A STEEL TRAP WITH PADS—CHARLES DANA GIBSON,
THE ARTIST, AND LANGDON GIBSON, THE ARCTIC EXPLORER,
AS NATURALISTS—A SHORT-TAILED MEADOW MOUSE
THAT NEVER MISSED A CHANCE—HABITS OF THE MEADOW
MOUSE—CATCHING A MUSKRAT BY THE TAIL WITH
HAND-—BIG RATS IN CAMP—A DANGEROUS CAPTIVE

In the last chapter the Cascade Mountains were
mentioned as the place where the particular pack
rat, from which the accompanying studies were
made, was captured; but it really happened in a
wing of the Cascades, known as the Chelan Moun-
tains.

This range is split in twain by a huge crack and
between the two halves, at the bottom of the crack,
lies Chelan Lake, a long, narrow, deep body of
water with steep and often precipitous sides spring-
ing up from the water and forming the shore.
Wherever a mountain torrent finds its way to the
lake it makes a delta at its mouth, composed of

boulders of all sizes. These deltas form the only
: s
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land level enough for the purposes of a camp or
house.

t was in such a place that a trapper had built
his little log cabin, a photograph of which, repro-
duced on page 42, serves as an illustration. There
is perhaps no form of playground and romping-
place which is more irresistible to a pack rat than
a deserted log house, so when I asked

JIM THE TRAPPER

where I could procure a live specimen; I was not
surprised when he pointed . out the little log
house on the shore of Lake Chelan, at the same
time saying that he would himself put some traps
in the cabin and catch a rat for me.

I always did hate steel traps; they have such a
vicious, cruel look and all the appecarance of in-
struments made especially for torture. I asked Jim
if he could not set a box trap, but he only laughed
at my tenderfoot ideas and said he would get me
a rat all right and would not hurt him either. He
set some unbaited traps in the old fire-place and the
second morning when I paddled up the lake to the
deserted cabin and landed among the boulders, I
could hear the steel trap rattling around the cabin.

Upon entering the little hut, I saw a large pack
rat hopping backwards and dragging the trap after
him. Taking the rat and trap to a convenient
place, I sat down to make a water color sketch of
it. About this time Jim the Trapper came along
and detecting a look of pain in my face inquired
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with much solicitation if I was feeling ill; I told
him that it was not I, but the pack-rat, that was
feeling ill and while I was exceedingly anxious to
-make a drawing of a live pack-rat, I could not
work while the creature was suffering so much.
Both its little hands, as the reader may see by

. LITTLE CHIEF
the photograph, were held by the vice-like jaws of
the trap. Jim threw back his head and laughed
boisterously. ‘“Why,” he said, ‘“‘that don’t hurt
him a bit, it only benumbs his paws so that there
is no more feeling in them than there is in your
toes when your foot’s asleep.”

But half convinced, I sat down and made care-
ful drawings of the poor little animal after which
Jim knocked it in the head and killed it, and its
distorted skin, upholstered by a taxidermist, now
occupies a position of honor along with another
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unfortunate of the same species on the top of the
grandfather’s clock in the corner of the dining-
room adjoining my studio where I am working;
but I have not yet recovered from the guilty feel-
ing I kad while sketching that poor rat.

There is a great deal of needless

CRUELTY EXERCISED IN THE NAME OF SPORT,

more in the name of science, and some in the name
of art, but whatever name you may apply to the
act it can neither lessen the pain inflicted, nor
modify its cruelty. :

HOW IT FEELS TO BE CAUGHT IN A TRAP

After a trip on the lake, another in a stage
coach and an exciting one by steamer down the
Columbia River, we reached the railroad at We-
natchee and took the train going East. At one
of the stations, where we stopped, an old gentle-
man came aboard and as soon as he secured a seat
he threw up the window sash and stood with his
hands on the sill smiling at his family of grown-
up daughters, as they stood on the platform of the
railroad station ready to wave him an adieu with
their handkerchiefs.

- As the train started, the car gave a lurch and
down came the window, catching the old man’s
fingers on the sill. A half-dozen of us rushed to
his assistance; we struggled and sweat and pulled
at the window sash in vain, the old gentleman’s
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CRUELTY EXERCISED IN THE NAME OF SPORT
fingers wedged the sash so tightly that it was im-
movable. Thinking of the pack rat I turned to
ask the man if his fingers were ‘“numb,” but one
look at his white face and agonized expression, told
me only too plainly that he was on the point of
fainting from extreme pain. All this time the
train was speeding on its way.

At last we liberated the victim’s fingers by using
some walking sticks and umbrellas as levers, with
which we pryed up the sash. When he was released
the old gentleman would have fallen had I not
supported him. A commercial traveler saved him
from fainting dead away by giving him a glass of
something from a bottle; as it was he suffered so
much pain that he got out at the next station,
where we left him holding his hands over his head
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PARTS OF A JUMPING MOUSE’S ANATOMY

1.—Left hi-d foot—natural size. 3 —Left hand.
2.—Erlarged hizd foot. 4.—Left hand enlarged.
5.—Section of tail

for relief, while waiting for a train on which to
return home.

After this experience it is needless to say that
no one can convince me that a steel trap does not
inflict excruciating pain upon the unfortunate ani-
mal caught by its steel jaws.

HOW TO TRAP WITHOUT INJURING THE TRAPPED.

Since then I learned from another trapper how
to bind the jaws of a trap with rags until their hard
edges are transformed into comparatively soft
cushions. A trap, treated in this manner will hold



58 DAN BEARD’S ANIMAL BOOK

the leg or foot of a small animal without inflicting
serious injury or causing an undue amount of suf-
fering. Enough of this painful subject—I am glad
to say that there are other ways of capturing ani-
mals for study or for pets, and that the pack-rat
is the only animal shown in this book which was
captured by such a cruel method.

Charles Dana Gibson, the artist, and his brother,
Langdon Gibson, the Arctic explorer, were my
companions on many long tramps through the
fields, woods, swamps, and over the soft meadows
and I only wish that I could remember half of the
interesting things we saw or the discoveries we
made. Nothing escaped the keen eyes of these two
boys. It was vain for the wild creatures to attempt
to conceal their whereabouts.

We knew the location of every crow’s nest,
where the red-tailed hawk built, the holes in which
the screech owls hid and the grove where the black
crested night herons reared their families of fiend-
ish looking offspring. Sometimes we would re-
turn with our pockets full of turtles and frogs,
or strange and interesting insects, or plants. At
other times we would have our handkerchiefs tied
together enclosing in their folds field mice, and
other living creatures.

A SHORT-TAILED MEADOW MOUSE

which I brought home from one of these excursions
proved to be a very savage pet. The white-footed
mouse’s cage of wire-netting with a tin bottom, I
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arranged for the new comer. In the bottom I
planted green sod to make the mouse’s home as
near like nature as possible and here it lived con-
tentedly for many months, but every visitor who
carelessly put his or her hand against the cage
withdrew it with an exclamation of pain and sur-
prise, for the blunt nosed little mouse was always
on the lookout for an opportunity of this kind and
never missed a chance to sink its teeth into the
fingers that came within its reach.

A YOUNG MEADOW MOUSE

which 1 once captured proved, however, to
be a very gentle little creature and could be handled
with impunity. In captivity these little animals
make their nests in the form of hollow balls of the
dried grass cut down by them while eating the
roots. Meadow mice are given to migration, as
are the lemmings, and instances of such occurrences
are mentioned by Homer, Herodotus, and the
Bible. Armies of meadow mice are not unknown
in Europe. They have appeared at Vienna and
many parts of Germany, and they have been re-
corded as visiting many different parts of England
at intervals from 1648 to 1867, but here in Ameri-
ca they seem not yet to have adopted the migra-
tion fad. They are probably content with the dam-
age they can do near home. There are at present
about one hundred and sixty-five kinds of meadow
mice on record and we have our share of them,
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America being represented by seventy-eight species
and sub species.

Some meadow mice live in the dark shade of
the forest, some in high and dry places, and others
make their runways and little homes of dry grass
on the salt meadows subject to the overflow at
every high tide. Some kinds live like moles, have
long galleries under the ground and some swim and
dive in 2 manner which entitles them to be called
aquatic, but they all bear a general family resem-
blance to each other and the one in the illustration
is typical of the family.

MUSKRATS WHEN CAPTURED YOUNG

make interesting and gentle pets; but full grown
muskrats are too savage to handle with safety.
This rule, however, is true of most animals, al-
though I have tamed full grown gray squirrels, red
squirrels, flying squirrels and chipmunks.

The last-named animal makes a gentle little pet
and it is interesting to note that one which I have
kept all this winter did not hibernate, although it
slept late on very cold or stormy mornings, but on
bright days it would sit in the sun and chatter and
chortle in a low, self-satisfied, comfortable manner.

A few years ago my wife and I were in camp

AT THE HEAD OF FLATHEAD LAKE.

We were trout fishing and I had climbed over a
lot of whim sticks, which is Chinook for the dry
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drift wood logs piled on the shore by the torrents,
to a point of vantage where a tangle of these whim
sticks extended over where dark waters whirled in
a spiral, collecting a lot of suds like foam, and
keeping it twisting around in the center of a minia-
ture whirlpool. It is in just such places big trout
love to lurk and I was intent upon casting my flies
over this spot when a low whistle from my wife
signaled me. Looking up I saw that she was point-
ing to some object under the edge of an overhang-
ing bank. Noiselessly clambering back over the
smooth logs and cautiously approaching, I peered
over the edge of the bank, and with some difficulty
discovered the

TIP OF A TAIL.

I felt assured that there must be some sort of an
animal hitched to the other end of it, and so climb-
ing down the bank and cautiously removing drift
wood and rubbish, I rolled up my sleeves, got down
on my knees and quietly slipped my hand close to
the place where the root of the tail should be. I
was not at all surprised upon pulling the animal
out of its hole to discover that I had

CAPTURED A MUSKRAT.

Oh, me, oh, my! what a big one it was! and how
vicious! It appeared to be almost as large as a
beaver, and was very heavy. It was, in fact, the
largest muskrat I had ever seen. I started for
camp with Mr. Rat, for the very good reason
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JUMPING MOUSE (LIFE SIZE) TAKEN FROM INSIDE OF A
RATTLE SNAKE

that I did not know how to let go of it. Not only
did I have to hold the animal away from my legs
to prevent it biting me, but also had to be con-
stantly on the alert to frustrate its efforts to double
up and catch me by the wrist with its long yellow
teeth. The rat would attempt to do this by swing-
ing its body in such a way as to gather momentum
and at the same time imparting to it a twisting
motion that would most certainly have enabled it
to swing up and reach my hand if I had not per-
sistently twisted it in the opposite direction, thus
unwinding the animal, so to speak.
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I had discovered that it is one thing to catch
a wild animal by the tail and it is an entirely dif-
ferent proposition to let go of him again. When
I reached camp the rest of our party were inside
their tents. Audubon says that muskrats may be
handled with safety, but I would not advise my
readers to trust them. '

Some previous campers had brought some straw
upon which to sleep and had left it in a heap where
their tent had been pitched. This offered me a
means of getting rid of my

SOMEWHAT DANGEROUS CAPTIVE,

so I held the rat down until its front paws reached
the straw and was glad to see that it immediately
made an effort to crawl into the old bedding to
hide. As soon as I was sure of its purpose, I care-
fully let go of the tail, jerked away my hand, and
the rat immediately disappeared under the straw.

I stood for some time rubbing my tired arm, for
I had carried the rat a considerable distance. Then
I called to the other campers and as they came out
of their tents, I told them that I wanted to break
camp, that I did not like the place at all, that it
was infested with rats.

“Rats!” they exclaimed. “Why there are no
rats here.”

The heap of straw was directly in front of my
own tent which was located on a high bank over-
looking the Swan River; the campers were all
standing around the straw. I told them that I did
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not know what they might call the animals, but
I called them rats.

“Where are the rats?” they inquired.

“Everywhere,” I replied.

“Show us one,” laughed one of the ladies.

“Why,” I exclaimed, “there are probably some.
in your tent now.”

“Mercy!” cried the ladies in alarm.

“Oh, he is crazy,” whispered a small boy.

“Come, Mr. Beard,” said one of the gentlemen,
kindly taking me by the arm, ‘“you have been
dreaming, show us a rat.” !

“Well,” I replied, looking thoughtfully around,
“likely as not there are some in this straw.” With
that I kicked the straw away and out jumped the
frightened muskrat.

There were screams from the ladies, some ex-
plosive remarks from the men, and the place was
incontinently deserted.

In less time than it takes to tell it the rat went
over the edge of the bluff, scrambled and rolled
down the bank, splashed into the water and swam
away. But the campers had shown more speed
than the muskrat in making an escape.

Picking up my trout rod, I went back to the river
to get the big trout I knew must be lurking in the
whirlpool amid the tangled heap of “whim sticks.”
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the writers have allowed their imagination to run
riot regarding the habits of the beaver, that I think
I might say that this animal fed upon roast beef
and pudding without exciting much surprise.

But if the information is incomplete regarding
what rodents eat, we all know that they themselves
are not a bad article of food. Beavers’ tail is a
historic delicacy of the backwoods.

MUSKRATS

are regularly served at the table in some parts of
this country, and not unknown in New York City,
while squirrels and chipmunks have been looked
upon as delicate articles of food ever since this
country was settled.

I have been told by two gentlemen who lived in
a certain rural district in England that it has been
the custom from time immemorial in that particular
place to

DINE ANNUALLY ON RATS;

but both men were very careful to explain that
they did not eat ‘“house” rats, using only those
which were trapped in the granaries and hence not
garbage fed; ‘“‘granary” rats they declared to be
clean animals.

As far back as the time of the Casars, a Mr.
Bambonselvergius (the man who is credited with
inventing sausages), wrote a treatise in a very
learned manner, telling how to fatten dormice for
the table. In those days they had dormouse
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fricassee, dormouse on toast, dormouse soup and
dormouse hash, and dormouse served with a sauce

made of a mixture of poppy seed and honey.
In the North Woods

THE INDIANS EAT PORCUPINE,

boiled porcupine occupying the place of Thanks-
giving turkey among the Northern Indians. I
: have never eaten porcu-
pine and the one I pre-
pared for cooking was
left at Sin-Yale-A-Min
Lake in the Mission
— Mountains when we
broke camp to hit the
trail  for McDonald
Lake. I am told by Mr.
’ Belmore Browne, the
artist, hunter and wilderness man, that this ani-
mal should be boiled in not less than two or three
waters or it will be too strong for white man’s
taste. If the reader should want to know

HOW TO COOK A PORCUPINE

he can learn from the Indians by watching them
as they prepare a porcupine for the table, but for
fear that all my readers will not have this oppor-
tunity or like “Injun” cooking, it may be well to
say that the first thing to do is to suspend the
animal over a blazing fire, or throw it bodily into
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the fire and turn it over with a stick until the quills
are thoroughly singed; then roll it in the grass to
brush off the burnt quills.

With a short knife slit the skin up the middle
of the belly from the tail to the throat, peel off the
pelt, cutting off the feet as you come to them. It
is

THE RULE OF THE WILDERNESS

to always burn porcupine skins, but scientists do
not always follow this rule and tenderfeet do not
know of its existence. Professor Elrod, of the
biological surveying party, carefully preserved the
skin of the porcupine killed at Sin-Yale-A-Min
Lake so that it might be stuffed and mounted for
the university museum. During the process of pre-
serving the skin a number of the spines became
detached and lay around upon the ground where
we were accustomed to sit when we gathered for
songs at the evening camp-fire.

After this occurrence, I spent six weeks in camp,
and during all that time I wore the same hunting
suit, only changing it for ‘“‘store” clothes when I
came East. When the trout season opened the next
year I put on my same old camping clothes and
went out to fish in a brook in Pike County, Penn-
sylvania. At noon time I selected a mossy-stone
upon which I might sit while I ate my lunch. Pike
County is infested with rattle-snakes, so I looked
carefully around before taking my seat and al-
though I saw nothing suspicious, I sprang from
that stone with a yell, under the firm belief that I
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had seated myself on a snake and had been struck
by its poisonous fangs; upon putting my hand to
the wound I found there a quill of the Sin-Yale-A-
Min porcupine!

This long spine had remained hidden in my
trousers during  the
whole time I spent in
camp, only to reveal its
savage purpose a year
afterwards in a part of
Pennsylvania which is
245A8 frce from porcupines
Iﬁ \\and two thousand miles
away from Sin-Yale-A-

Min Lake.
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THE PORCUPINE MAY BE BOILED OR ROASTED.

The latter is done by suspending the animal by its
forelegs and roasting it over a bed of hot coals.
When properly cooked its meat is said to be as de-
licious as any that can be found in the wilderness,
and

THE TAIL, IN PARTICULAR, IS MOST SAVORY,

is very meaty, and, like beef tongue, the meat is
full of fine bits of fat. Split the tail, take out the
bone, and roast the meat over the hot embers.
Cooked in this manner it is known by the suggestive
name of Yum-Yum.

But enough of this, it is not my intention to fill
a book with accounts of dead animals or of cook-
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ing recipes. One live animal is more interesting to
us, and of more real value to humanity than a
carload of dead ones. We have abundance of do-
mestic animals to supply us with meat, and it seems
outrageous that beautiful little creatures, like the
gray squirrels, for instance, should be killed to sup-
ply our table. I once owned

A GRAY SQUIRREL NAMED CUDJO.

It was during the war time, my room was in
the third story of a brick house, and, like the pack
rat, I filled my nest with all manner of useless
things. The walls were decorated with the junk
from the camps and at one end of the room hung
a pair of glazed leather boots. They were broad-
toed, after the fashion of the day, they had big
bulging calves to allow room for the baggy trousers
which were then in fashion, the boots were cut
away under the knees to allow free play of the
man’s joints, in front they. extended up above and
protected the knee by rounded tips.

They were in fact full dress officers’ military
boots of the war of '61. One of these boots was
selected by Cudjo for his home and down in the
foot of it he slept during the night.

He spent the days in romping around the room
or sitting in the window with one foot on the sash
and the other curled up under his body while he
watched, with evident interest, the boys at play, or
the passing of regiments of soldiers and the six-
mule team government wagons, but whenever a
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dog ran by, the squirrel became very much excited
and kept up a continuous scolding as long as his
enemy remained in sight. The scolding consisted
of a continued repetition of its own name, Cudjo!
Cudjo! Cudjo!

It has always been my habit to rise early, but as
a regular custom I awakened earlier while

CUDJO AND 1

occupied the same room, than I hav- before, or
since. This was because Cudjo himself was a very
early riser. How he knew when daylight came
while he was down in the dark toe of
that boot, in the dark end of the room, is
a mystery still unsolved, With the first light upon
the eastern horizon Cudjo would awaken, and,
climbing to the top of the boot leg he would poise
himself on the edge of the leather, give a mighty
spring and alight upon my chest with a resounding
thump.

Cudjo knew me to be a kind master, a boy with
a gentle, even temper, but he had also learned that
it is not always safe to awaken suddenly even a
good-natured boy by jumping with all four feet
on his chest, so, no sooner did he knock my breath
from my body than he was instantly off again,
and while I lay in bed and said things, Cudjo the
squirrel, from a safe distance on the mantle-piece
or the top closet shelf, would sit and chatter back
volubly in squirrel language.
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There can be no mistake regarding the object
of the squirrel’s thump on my chest. Cudjo meant
to awaken me and in this he never failed. If my
chest happened to be an inconvenient place for him
to land, he had no hestitancy in landing on my
head. After being once awakened, if I fell asleep
again the squirrel would climb back to the boot
and make another jump and he would repeat this
operation until he compelled me to get up. As
soon as I arose Cudjo would begin to romp around
the room, run up my leg, sit on my shoulder, and
in every way express his joy in a manner as un-
mistakable as that of a dog when wagging its tail.

Cudjo was very considerate in some things, and
unlike most rodent pets, he refrained from gnaw-
ing the boots, furniture, or woodwork in the room.
But he did delight in creeping down between the
sheets and hiding a lot of walnuts and hickory nuts
there. It was my habit as a boy, when retiring for
the night, to undress as hastily as possible, throw
my clothes on a chair, put out the light, then in the
dark hastily pull down the bed clothes and with one
bound alight in the middle of the lower sheet.

Cudjo would place the heap of nuts just where
I would strike them when springing into bed.
This, to my boyish fancy, he did purposely, though
of course the position of the nuts was entirely ac-
cidental.

The sensation caused by sitting down very hard
on rough shelled ‘walnuts and pointed nose hickory
nuts, when one is in one’s thin night-clothes, is
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such as to cause unpremeditated and ungrammatical
remarks. It gives me pleasure to be able to say,
however, that I was a moral and clean-minded boy
and did not use ‘‘swear” words on any occasion,
but I am afraid the emphasis with which I made
my simple statements and expressions of feeling
sounded to the squirrel much the same as real bad
‘“‘cuss” words would, because even though he
could not understand my language, he did under-
stand -the meaning conveyed by the tone of my
voice—and he seemed to enjoy my irritation.

But this was probably imagination. Cudjo was
never savage or ill natured, and although he would
not allow me to take hold of him with my hands,
he would sit on my hand, wrist, or shoulder, climb
into my pockets in search of peanuts without the
slightest fear, nor would he resent it if I stroked
his back. In this particular he was unlike

ROBIN THE RED SQUIRREL

before he took to drink. - Robin was caught in a
box trap set in a swail, where the high ferns grew
and the yellow moccasin flowers and baneberries
bloomed, on the shores of Big Tink LLake. Robin
proved to be a veritable savage, he was as ferocious
as a diminutive tiger might be. He would spring
at the bars of his cage and savagely bite the
wires whenever any one approached him. We
kept him for several weeks and although he ate
what food we gave him, we had to be constantly
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on guard to prevent him from biting our fingers
while we were placing the food in his cage.

One day all of us got in a wagon to drive
to the nearest market town, and left Robin
to watch the house. When we returned it was
dark and rainy, Robin was forgotten and the poor
fellow’s cage hung all night exposed to the cold
drizzling rain. In the morning we thought he was
dead, but upon removing his wet, dank a<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>