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LOCKED into an artificial and arbitrary calendar in our human

way, we tend to think of summer as over after Labor Day. Not so with

the birds, whose more finely tuned senses and cycles keep pace with

eternal, celestial and meteorological phenomena. Our first warning

that summer is on the wane comes from the passage of the shorebirds.

This slowly commencing, vast exodus is, of course, best observed

along the Atlantic Coast on the sandy beaches, in the tidal marshes

and fresh ponds,and on the O~f~shore islands. In Western Massachu­

setts, being almost equi~distant from the Connecticut and Hudson Valley

flyways, we witness only token signs of this magnificent migration.

* * *

HERALDED by the lesser yellowlegs, the hegira began in the first

week of August. 'We watched a graceful three score of these waders

dabbling in fertile pools at the pittsfield sewage treatment plant at

the edge of the Housatonic before midmonth. Belled in by native

killdeer, others are still coming and going.

This bird is so briefly on its Hudson Bay breeding grounds that

eggs incubated in June hatch young that are fully grown and ready to

migrate without leadership in July. Oldtime gunners called it the

"summer" yellowlegs because it appeared throughout the United States

extremely early in contrast to the later greater yellowlegs.

Shorebirds in general are a fine example of how nature designs

to the despair of art. One would not suppose that a bird with ungain-
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