
THE
WAKEMANS wanderings

feb 6 1893 when I1 first
trampedtr overver the heights of Nasciar
dosidescendingending into the valley beyond and
sawsaw spread beabeforeore me the bay of st
paul a sense of awe mingled with
glorious elation came with the stillness
and beauty of the spot where the heroic
apostletle was shipwrecked thene bay
vve is about two miles long and one
jnin breadth is situated on the northern
cost of malta and is hardly distant a
brisk two hours walk from valetta the
cchiefabirbi city of Mmaltaalta countless excurs-
ions are made hither by water from
maltasY s capcapitalital and often the roads are
figee with all manner of vehicles con-
veying pious or curious pilgrims I1 pre-
ferredfa arv coming in the early morning andane

As I1 stood on heights the sun
was justust rising above the promontory of
ras el kaura its rays fell softly uponn
the sleeping waters they gave the little
memorial chapel a bright and smiling
face they deepened the shadows on
the eastern shore where fishermen were
lazily spreading their nets they
piercedced thedie copses and chines of the
idel liba slopes disclosing the hutsbuts and
cabins of the lower folk who are nearly
as naked and quite as listless of civiliza-
tion as were their barbarian forefathers
among whom st paul was cast nearly
200020002 years ago they mellowed the
grays of the massive walls of the ancient

palace which crowns the
MaldallibaAfeltioaliba rocks to the northwest and
where the little island of greier like a
bit of the cliffs tumbled into the sea at
the north showed its irony surface
between the blue of the bay and the
sapphire of the sea they flooded the
great statue of the saint with such trans-
cendent shine and seeming that the
quickened fancy for an instant at least
swept across the centuries and basked inin
the very presence of that far and mighty
soul

A winding road skirts the beautiful
boabay AVA ancient wall half hidden with

and flowers forms a blundaboundaboundary
with a second pleasant roadway behinabehind
the fishermen with their nets some
donkeys grazing at the edge otof lethe hill
slislopesoes seagulls in countless numbers
and a half naked lad urging alongalon a
herd of goats WMwithN rocks and pebbleseateS

were the only living things inin viewview
soonlp a kinny faced priest joined meraewe wandered down the road together
arterte had

I1

came with the key of the chapel
WanichWN

I1 is set on that point of the shore
4an which tradition holds pauls bark was
yewedyeced

As we catbe leisurely along the shore
something in the water attracted my
companionspA gions attention we stepped
closer to the wimpling edge of the sleesleep-
ing

p
I1 I1aayav thede faceace of thefhe priest showed
amemomentarytary excitement and hebe made the
sign OPof the cross there softly bump-
inging against a low lying shelving rocrockk
Aboatedfed a water logged piece of abrose
sparopar wreckage flashing instantly to the
fancy a wilder scene of nearly 2000 years
agogo when the fearless apostle found a
hospitable friend in the chief man of
thete island it proved a startling in
quent to my guide he recalled the
tradition that since st pauls shipwreck
within this very bay no craft had ever
gopegone to pieces on this part of the coast
and potnot even so trifling a hint of the
terrors af the sea had ever come to the
Xbore s w had jutjust seen

and much disturbed hebe led ththe wy tp0the chapel
it is a tiny chapplchapel with an ininterior4bior of

utmost simplicity
I1 putbut threetthree of its pic-

tures whose subjectssubjects areae the shipwreck
the miracle of tthee viper and 64thep healingbealing
of publius father are remarkable while
the yearly votive offerings toethe goongood
father told me aejare very great the
friessspriestsests adios and Oleblessingssings followedloll owed mmeeFrifromrom the place and as I1 turned my steps
towards ancient citta vecchia the last
object in st pauls bayay my eyes restedrented
upon was the ledge of stragglinggAng rocks

where the two seas met itwwasas rimm-
ed with a shimmer of glisglisteningg ripples
as tiny shining and slumberous as though
but eechoingch the dreadful song of sirenssired
inviting to a heaven of endless sleep

from my habit of wanderingdering alone
and much in the country in foreign
lands I1 have come to regard their birds
as my most charming chance acquaintan-
ces I1 can recall no place where their
companionship has seemed so enlivening
and pricious to me as in the almost ster-
ile island of malta

absolutely without trees save those
transplanted and nurtured like exotic
flowers malta would hardly be regarded
as the haunt of birds and yet I1 have
seen or heard here in midwinter neanearlyy
every one of the loved and humble sosor
well known in summertimesummer time in northnorthern
climes

alongag the stony roads I1 have kept ex
pace with the hopping stonechatsto nechabat

and redstart and chirped back a cheery
greeting to flocks of chaffincheschaffinches among
the white and gold of the orange trees
climbing the dinscliffs or pothering advamongm
the ruins the melodies of thrush or lin-
net have flooded the sky from the olive
trees in the valleys below crossing the
walled fields I1 have often come upon

hosts of titlarkstitlarks rooks
wrens crossbillscrossbills and field fares all wel-
comed me in a homeland language I1
knew the call notes of the reed
sparrow peopled the famous island of thetha
sword andaad cowl with olden forms eaand
faces and as the balmy evenings came
the sonsongsgs of aboabe
blackbirds thrilled me with half forgot
ten voices of ever haunting
days and ways

this recalls the exquisite pleasure I1
have enjoyed from my acquaintacquaintancearice with
the birds indand especially the song birds
of cubacuba their variety and melody
roundabout the grounds of old planta-
tions are ravishing it hashs been written
that what tropicalcaf birds gain in brilliancy
of plumage they loose in variety and
qualitybality of song that is not truetrue in cu-
baaa thefhe birds seeriaseem numberless their
voices and singing are startlingly beyond
anything possible for one to copieconie upon
at any one time in the states

on one occasion when riding from
trinidad but a short distance into the
vale del aguacate I1 saw eighteighteenaen dis-
tinct species of baldsbirds the crow the par-
rot the indigo bird the paroquet the
lapwing the oriole the flamingo the
rodinrobin thehe brown pelican the pigeon the
mockingbirdmocking bird the canary the golden
winged woodwoodpeckerecker the english lady-
bird the bluebirdblue cdbird the ibis the catbirdcat bird
and the humming bird of whichwhich there are
said to be sixty varieties in cuba all of
these birds are to be seen oror heard about
country homes fdmid besides I1 have
passed charcharmingming nothobiatr in
awo ofjf as papymany more 4 of4 which r

gadded the plantation trees icshrubsbs and
friedges theirs as surely as their hutnanhuman
owners

among these were the followingfolio wing
the which live byb ssuckingki
honey f the flowers theyhey have
brilliant greengreen jackets with yellow vests
As large as our robin they live in gourd
shaped double windowed nests attached
to the under side of large tropictr leaves
the male is ruminative but its mate is
full of joyous song the rayitos ateale
as large as our southern mockingbirdmocking birdbiro
and in formfon and action resemble theuthem
their backs arare blue black and theythey
have gorgeous yellow breasts and 4a
yellow slashing along each wing their
songs are precisely like those of the
canary but holderbolder and strstronger

the negritosnegri tos are here called the bak
canary birds their winwings have a fewfew
dainty white feathers and their singing is
marvelous the savaneros are delight-
ful inhabitants of the shorter cuban
grasses and have the form of our thrush
with dark puce brown feathers delicate-
ly mottled clinging close to the frame
and their cheery chatter is endless
other frequenters of the ground and
grasses about plantation housesbouses are the

and the
they are alike black andnd in their re-

semblance to the americanamer I1 can blackbirdblack bird
ininformform and movement both are me-
lodious but noisy they flock in great
numbers and ee g klkikleeee tuging
kl ee with the rhythmic modulations
of silver bells first the sound
their triple noesnotes with rising scale as if
questioning then from hundreds of
hidden places answer is made in descend-
ing acascaleI1 e by ththee the
notes are almost identical simply re-
versed A singular fact is that when the
formformer biag their tails spreadpread laterallyaterand the latter perpendicularly thou-
sands at one time will flock about thesethaw
home spots ringingringing these bird voice
chimes until the din isis often startling

the gabreros are between the mock
ing bird and eazary in size and are very
beautiful they are a mottled blaak
yellow and red in color one of their win-
terestingte characteristics is to eat so freely
as to barely enable them to remaini upon
their branch of shrub when they twit-
ter and sing with wondrouswondrouswon arous and plaintive
sweetness two dainty species are the
tomegrine del pinar atandid the pio
both are much smaller than the smallest
canary and but a trifle larger than the
hummingbirdhumming bird for its size the former
has the most striking plumagepluma of all
cuban birds with a robin hood
jacket of brightest green its breast is
set with a silver crescent while a gleam-
ing black plume like comb surmounts
its tiny head its notes are similar to
those of the american robin but with
more of the piccolo in them than the
flute

the isis smaller with a black
and white back a white breast and a red
neck he is an incessantinowsant singer with a
pretty variety of trilled notes fiatbut the

are the buffoons of these planta-
tion choristerscho they are the size of
our wrens of ash color mottled with
black and yellowLw with yellow bills and
feet their impish activity Is astound-
ing biffidifferingi

1n from the crow magpie
and mockingbirdmocmockinglng birdird they possess many of
the qualities of each though their gibes
taunts and teasings seem directed
against other birds rather than humans

estUimitative pawpowersers are marvelous
whdM the notesea of a song


