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mountains in
naturalist, and
mosquitoes, sandflies and a stray erocodile or two.

[Photo.—A. J. Marshall.

Mud flats and
collecting ground for the

Jutcher-Bird, which occupy very eminent
positions on the avifaunal ladder. There
is a surprise awaiting the southerner
around every corner. For example, after
studying the White Ibis in the open sun-
lit swamps of the Riverina, who would
associate it with the sunless brushes of
the tropics? Yet in every swampy portion
of the scrubs one is almost certain to
flush a White Ibis. I will ever remember
the regret felt when I first heard the
¢all of the delightfully coloured Blue-
winged Kookaburra, the tropical cousin
of our own familiar “Laughing .Jack”.
Far surpassing in beauty his southern
relative, he of the blue wing possesses not

the attractive guffaw of the southern
bird: instead, he emits a most blatant
vell, quite out of Kkeeping with his

magnificent appearance.
Mangos, custard apples, guavas, paw-

paws, and coconuts grow wild in the
streets and paddocks of the northern
townships.  The exquisitely perfumed

frangi-panni flourishes everywhere, as do
also hibiscus and many other beautiful
shrubs and flowers. How the dainty Sun-

Bird and the numerous nectar-loving
lorikeets and honey-birds revel among
the wealth of blossoms! In the depths

of the scrub one sometimes finds orchid-

distriet.
it is difficult to resist such an attraction despite

The mangrove swamps are a rich

festooned tea-tree swamps. Tere we find
a great variety of honey-loving species
disporting themselves among the white
flowers. The vivid scarlet raiment of the
“Blood-Bird” appears particularly attrac-
tive against the snowy Dblooms, but its
Joyous lilting seems strangely out of place
to one accustomed to hear it in Sydney's
shale lands. '

But all memories of the jungles are
not pleasant ones. I remember stalking
a particularly elusive (‘howchilla
through a riot of stinging trees, lawyer
vines, spiny palms, and other unpleasant
growths, when a frond T brushed came
in contact with the pendent nest of a
particularly vicious brand of black and
vellow  wasps. I would never have
imagined it possible for a human being
to progress through such scrub in SO
short a time! I finished up minus my
shirt and part of my shorts, and plus
several painful stings and many raw
patches due to violent contact with malig:
nant jungle growths. Leeches  wert
embarrassingly numerous, and venomous
snakes were in fair numbers, Though
not to be included in the latter category,
the gigantic North Queensland Rock
Python, as well as its smaller relative the

Carpet Snake, were also noted. (ne
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decapitated python I examined on the
Tableland railway line was at least
fifteen feet in length.

But many were the compensations for
such unpleasantries as snakes, leeches,
and wasps. In particular [ might mention
the discovery of the nest and young of
the tiny Large-billed Warbler (Gerygone
magnirostris), a species known to rela-
tively few ornithologists. The pendulous
swaying home of this sombre-clad sprite
was discovered suspended in a flowering
tea-tree growing by a lily-bedecked pool
at the fringe of the scrub. The nest con-
tained several young, which squeaked
lustily whenever the female approached
with food. She was most assiduous in
her attention to the young, whereas the
male came only at irregular intervals to
feed the babies. The song of the “Large-
bill” T found to be very beautiful: a suc-
cession of descending double liquid notes,
suddenly changing to a series of lilting
triple notes, sometimes followed by a low
musical chatter. Yet a pioneering ornith-
ologist has described the song of this bird
as an “extremely weak twitter”.

SWAMPS.

THE COASTAL

How exceptionally diversified can even
the smallest stretch of far northern coast-
line be! Within an area of half a mile,
one may sometimes discover an interest-

ing mangrove swamp, a mud-flat teeming

with both marine and bird life, a delight-
ful sandy beach, and an extensive area
of frowning weed and mollusc-clad rocks.
Often a small distance inland, shallow
though large salt-water lakes will be
found, the 1ompm'|1\ haunt of myriads of
the small migratory waders, and the more
permanent feeding grounds of thousands
of the larger local wading birds. Sunset

each evening presented a remarkable
sight, countless egrets, herons, ibis and

other species ﬂvm;,, silently and steadily
inland, singly, in pairs, in dozens, and in
hundreds. If I remained motionless,
those approaching in my direction would
fly straight across, some at a great height,
but the majority low enough for me to
perceive the yellow bills of the egrets,
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the straw necks of the ibises, and the
spotted necks of some of the White-necked
Ierons.

If, however, I
Ymy??
swerve sharply across to one side.
birds kept going across until dusk.

“Where do they go?” I inquired of g
local resident. *Inland, a bit, to roost”,
he replied, in that delightfully brief, if
vague, manner of the north. At the s mdv
and sparsely weeded lake marging,
Asiatic waders of many species abounded
all in their sombre migration plumn;_:;v:
which renders specific identification diffi-
cult. Whimbrels, Stints, Greenshanks and
(‘urlew-Sandpipers, were noted, some in
vast flocks and others in pairs or small
parties.  Stilts of the same species as
those previously noted in that delightful
western oasis, were here found courting
their chaste reflections in the salt-water
coastal lakes.

incautiously moved,
section of the contingent would
The

Large areas of tall cane-grass skirt the
salt lakes, and amid the grasses safe and
congenial homes are found by the Tawny
and Little Grassbirds, various species of
finches and that huge non-parasitic
(‘uckoo, the Pheasant Coucal. The low
vibrant drumming of this singular bird
may always be heard in the north. When
flushed from the reeds or grasses, it flies
with a heavy lumbering flight some fifty
yvards or so and once more seeks I‘l.'fllg‘l'
in the grass.

On a grassy plain just a few miles
inland a flock of approximately three
hundred Brolgas (Native Companions)
were feeding. The car approached within
forty yards of the nearest birds before
they stalked away in that calm dignified
manner peculiar to the species.

THE

AMONG MANGROVES.

There is a peculiar fascination about a
mangrove swamp. To the marine zoologist
the mangroves have ever provided an in-
exhaustible field for study, and to the
student of birds, also, these apparently
drab areas offer endless opportunities,
harbouring, as they do, some of the most
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winsome and distinetive of our tropical
avian population.

I count some of my “mangrove
ambles” in the far-off Cavrdwell district
among the real high-spots of my northern
experiences. Perhaps the presence of the
dreaded Estuarine Crocodile lent added
zest to the rambles, but what ornithologist
could see such intriguing species as the
Black Butcher-Bird (brown phase), Man-
grove Kingfisher, Mangrove Robin, Broad-
billed Flycatcher, and the several species
of golden-voiced Honey-eaters, which
visit the mangroves in search of nectar
and insects, without feeling exhilarated?

My note-hook, dated late in March,
reads as follows: “Mangroves, dense and
high, with tall and spreading roots, skirt
the shore further along the bay. and
these in turn are flanked by belts of low
scrub  intersected by mangrove-lined
crecks. At the fringe of the mangroves
I halted and whistled. A couple of
Yellow Honey-eaters came immediately
and stayed peering at me whilst I con-
tinued to call; a Sunbird next flashed up,
a little beauty, who inspected me from a
distance, and then dashed disappointedly
away. A Yellow-spotted Honey-eater
the ‘Jacky’ of Beachcomber Banfield of
neighbouring Dunk Island—also arrived,
as well as a bevy of Dusky Honey-eaters,
some Brown Ioney-eaters, and a saffron-
breasted Northern Yellow Robin.

“I heard a beautiful, though somewhat
mournful note, once repeated, come from
the depths of the mangrove swamp, so,
just on chance, I offered a speculative
whistle. To my delight a Mangrove Robin

—— % 1953
flew silently up, and perched Withiy g
fow feet of my face. I would havye hpp;}
quite unaware of its presence haqd | no
been facing the direction from whiey, i
appeared. It has the familiar Yoy,
Robin’s trick of sitting quietly and alm
motionless on a bough, though this fe]|g,
flutters his wings at times. It remaijneg
silent during its stay with me, thougl |
did my best to provoke it to furtle
vocal effort.”

Sand-flies and mosquitoes were iy
millions, but the results of my visits intg
the mangroves always convinced e
that they were well worth any such slight
inconveniences. In the scrub and among
the cane-grass behind the mangroves, |
frequently  flushed  Wallabies,* large
reddish fellows with white underparts,
which bounded away at my approac,
sometimes directly through the jungle,

though often escaping by way of the
mangrove swamps.
The  butterflies, large, multi-hued

beauties, floating languidly from blossom
to blossom, were a never-ending source of
delight. Each night the fireflies came out
and moved eerily through the vegetation,
whilst the mournful, yet not unbeautiful,
all of a night-bird invariably came from
the swamps. It was on such nights as
these, with a huge saffron moon riding
serenely across the darkened waters and
adjacent islands, that I would lie hqurv
the camp-fire and pack specimens, Wrii
home-letters, and make notes on the days
work.

* Probably the Agile Wallaby (Macropus ayilis):

In the last issue of this MaGaziNe Mr.
W. Boardman contributed an article upon
leeches. Several readers who have lived
or been occupied in leech infested dis-
tricts have written to express their appre-
ciation of this contribution. Omne, a sur-

veyor, says that he obtained immumt
from attack by freely lathering the parts
of the body exposed to attack “"_“l
common laundry soap. He further .m'
timates that he has heard that smearil
with eucalyptus oil or carbolic 0%
pounds has proved efficacious.



