








Dave Newns and [ had a little téte-a-téte recently. He lamented the unrelenting paucity of suitable
contributions to the Newsletter, unindated was the dubious but totally appropriate word he used to describe
the number of replies to his oft repeated Editorial pleas for material. Helpful as ever, [ aspired to do my bit
by submitting something informative, interesting and perhaps a little humorous, unfortunately this being a
deficiency of mine, I've settled for something I'm more comfortable with, namely, an update on the occurrences
in my garden.

Ramblings of a Woollyback.

A fleeting glimpse of a goldcrest last week, topped the recent spottings (and spurred me to write),
the woodpecker has made a couple of appearances along with a grey wagtail and my old favourites the
long-tailed tits are now daily visitors. Greenfinches, chaffinches and occasional goldfinches and coal tits,
frequent the hawthorns now that I've resumed feeding them, the birds that is.

During the summer it's not necessary to feed the birds owing to
the ample supply of insects and other foods, however the ungratefuls do
tend to disappear as soon as I stop, that is with the exception of the old
faithfuls ~ robin, blackbird, wren, dunnock and great and blue tits.

The dunnock is probably the most miss-identified and overlooked
common bird. It is usually assumed to be a sparrow (often called the hedge
sparrow), it's behaviour, hopping about the ground like a wren gives the "\)
game away and on closer inspection a slender little beak, the mark of an \
insectivore distinguishes it from the wedge-beaked finch family, to which
the sparrow belongs.

If you wish to attract finches you should put out sunflower seeds,
peanuts attract most birds especially the acrobatic tits and an apple will
keep a blackbird happy for ages. Robins love cheese chopped finely and
suet may attract a woodpecker providing of course you live near trees. If
you are lucky the thrush will make an appearance, once very common in
the garden they now tend to frequent the parks and open spaces, though
the presence of snails in a back yard could do the trick. So, if you want to
see feathered visitors in your garden, yard or window sill, just put some
food out and be patient.

Yet anothey talent

[ have a drystone wall in my garden, I built it myself. It's not a large wall, in fact it's a minuscule
wall and only vaguely resembles the majestic examples so often encountered on our walks. Nevertheless
it's a drystone wall, higgledy piggledy it's true, resembling one left in the wake of a lost rambling group.

Anyway, one day last Summer, after a taxing hour or so reading in my Torygraph about the latest
exploits of our masters in Westminster, I was pondering a difficult clue in the crossword and idly scanning
the garden when I spotted a little brown something or other scuttle into my wall. Probably a toad I
thought or maybe a mouse. Consumed with curiosity, I uncharacteristically separated myself from the
armchair and set off to investigate. Peering into a gap in the wall, not an easy evolution for one of my
shape, when the object of attention is so close to the ground, I discerned a little feathered thing stuck as
far in as it could possibly go and desperately attempting to penetrate further. Fearing that my tugging
on the delicate rear end of the bird would dislodge tail feathers, I with a little applied logic and great
effort raised myself from my inelegant position and studied the other side of the wall. Sure enough, deep
within a tiny gap a tinier head and beak peered back at me- thus confirming the presence of a bird. After
weighing up the options of : a) returning to the crossword or b) pulling
the bird out, I chose a very cunning option c). Taking advantage of the
very nature of drystone walls, which are free of mortar, I was able to move
a couple of stones, whereupon a young Jenny Wren scampered out,
dodged between the flower pots and flew off without so much as a
thankyou~so ungrateful. The wall is now, of course (or of courses), just
that little bit more

higgledy piggledy. N

Don't miss, in the next Newsletter, the incredible tale of the arboreal mouse.
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