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To The Reader 
My goal with this book is to inspire you to put on your boots and head outside 

on your own nature walks to discover what you can in your local area.

Each chapter begins with an inspirational entry from Amy Mack’s monthly 

nature diary where she vividly explains what she has discovered on her regular 

bush walks around Sydney more than 100 years ago. The chapters finish with 

some seasonal changes you may find while nature watching around Australia. 

At the end of  each chapter, we include space to record some of  your own 

seasonal nature discoveries. 

Although the chapters do follow a theme, beginning at the month you are 

currently experiencing is the best place to start. So if  you are starting this book 

in January then begin reading the January chapter. Don’t rush this book, read 

it on a monthly basis and use it as an inspirational tool for your own monthly 

nature appreciation. 

Using this Book for Nature Study Lessons 

Encouraging the children to look at the changes that they see in their local area 

is worthwhile and A Bush Calendar helps them to tune their senses and begin 

observing the subtle changes that happen each month of  the year. 

This book is best read over a one year period.

1. To begin a nature lesson you can read from the relevant month to give 

inspiration. 

2. Plan a nature walk after reading a chapter (this doesn’t have to be the same 

day). Our nature watch notes at the end of  each chapter will give you some tips 
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on what to look out for and may also help you plan some nature walks.

3. Make a nature journal entry. These observations are the beginning of  a child’s 

scientific documentation of  nature. Allow your child to express themselves in 

their own way. Entries can be literary or in point form. Encourage illustrations 

and photography. To see some nature journal examples visit my blog:

https://myhomeschool.com/blog/nature-calendar-examples/

I hope you enjoy this resource!

Michelle Morrow (Founder of  My Homeschool)
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According to the official calendar it is still 
winter, but out in the bush all the world knows 
it is spring. Although the week’s heavy rain 
has drenched and spoiled the laden branches 
of  the cultivated wattles—the golden-hued 
Cootamundra and the earlier Queensland—
their paler sisters in the neighbouring bush, 
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have survived the downpour, and are shedding their nutty sweetness through a 
damp world, and the air is fragrant with early spring scents.
This afternoon there was actually a break in the grey sky, and a wind that seemed 
as if  it might blow the rain away. The house grows unsupportable after a whole 
seven days of  rain, and I felt I must go out into the freshness and green. So 
with old hat, short skirt, and strong high boots I started off  along the muddy 
road to see what the week’s rain had brought forth. On the upper part of  the 
ridge the soil is shale, and here grow tall blue gums and iron barks, with grassy 
spreads beneath them. In the autumn this grass is a great hunting-ground for 
mushrooms, but now as I trudged across the soppy sods there was nothing but 
green on every side. All green it was, but not all grass; for at the very edge of  the 
little creek, which was rushing along in muddy haste, I found a group of  green 
orchids—those quaint delicate things with much-curved petals that look so like 
a strange bird’s head. There were two sorts, one with a single flower on the end 
of  a tall stalk, the other with several similar though much smaller blossoms on 
the slender stem. Close by, the faint pink of  a different orchid glowed softly, all 
three together making a dainty bunch.
Last week the bed of  the creek was quite dry, but now a perfect river rushes 
along, drowning beneath its torrent the bright green herring-bone ferns which 
make a glade of  greenery all the year round. Last week, too, I watched a tomtit 
bringing food to his mate as she sat in her nest in a small turpentine overhanging 
the creek, and I spied on a pair of  blackcaps as they carried fine twigs to the 

White-naped Honeyeater
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making of  their cradle nest in the highest branch of  a much taller turpentine. 
Today, as I neared the group of  dark-leaved trees, two tomtits flew past with 
much agitation, the little golden backs gleaming brightly, and I guessed that 
there was no longer need for the mother bird to sit; for as the tomtits are about 
the first birds of  all to build, the babies would be hatched. The little family had 
survived the long wet week, and now the parents were taking advantage of  the 
fine spell to catch some tasty insects for the wee things. But the blackcaps had 
been outdone by the weather, and a few solitary threads were all that remained of  
the cradle. Overhead, amongst the topmast branches a number of  the beautiful 
things darted, chattering and scolding, and probably looking for likely spots to 
hang their nests. The blackcap is one of  the prettiest of  all the honeyeaters, with 
back of  bright olive, breast of  snowy white, a rich, black head, white nape, and 
above his eyes a patch of  bright vermilion. He generally chooses the turpentine 

for his nesting tree, and hangs his little nest in 
the highest outermost bunch of  leaves.
Last week when the creek was dry, two diamond 
birds were burrowing in the upper bank. There 
seemed little hope of  their work remaining after 
all this rain, but it is always just as well to look, 
so I turned my steps towards the spot. To my 
surprise as I approached, the male bird, a pretty 

little chap with spotted wings and head, darted out from the bank 30 centimetres 
or so above the stream. Fate had been kind, and the water had not reached the 
upper bank, where, at the end of  the 30cm-long burrow, a little nest would soon 
hold a clutch of  small white eggs.
The rain was still holding off, so I crossed the creek by a fallen tree, and almost 
immediately found myself  on the sandstone country. Instantly the features 
of  the bush were altered; the blue gums, ironbarks, and turpentines gave way 
to scribbly gums and banksias, beneath which grew in thick profusion all the 
prickly, spiky things which make real bush. Three kinds of  wattle I found in 
a minute—the myrtle-leafed, the sweet-scented, and the fine-leafed—and 

Diamond Bird
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their drying flowers were full of  sweetness. 
Growing beneath the shelter of  the small 
banksias and other thick shrubs were clumps 
and clumps of  the deep pink boronia in full 
bloom, the starry blossoms quite unspoiled 
by the rain; but the dillwynia, which should 
be painting the whole ground gold, sat bent, 

sad and pale, its drenched blossoms beneath the clinging 
raindrops; and faded, too, by the excessive rain were the 
red spider-flowers, usually so gay and bright in the later 
winter months.
A breath of  nutty fragrance told of  the presence of  
the little whitebeard, and I saw it sheltering beneath the 
thicker plants, the white of  its open flower contrasting 
prettily with the soft red of  its unfolded bud. All through 
the bush the needlebush showed white blossoms 

amongst its spiky leaves, and in one tree I found a redhead’s nest quite within 
reach. I approached it very gingerly—for the needlebush lives well up to its 
name—and after a few scratches, one right down my chin, I managed to put my 
hand on to the retort-shaped bundle, and tilting it gently, rolled out five eggs. 
Pure white they should have been; but they were so stained and discoloured 
that I knew at once they were addled, and the nest bore signs that the birds 
had been using it as a resting-place in the wet weather. Evidently it had been 
deserted by its rightful owners, and other birds had taken possession, using it as 
a storm shelter—a fate which often befalls the redhead’s nest.
Amongst the banksias and tea-tree, white-cheeked and New Holland honeyeaters 
were noisily feeding and fussing. They are both rather showy members of  the 
family, with black-and-white bodies, and yellow-edged wings, the only marked 
difference between them being the broad white fan-shaped tuft of  the white-
cheeked honeyeater, from which he gets his name. Both birds were evidently 
building, and in a little banksia I found the nest of  the New Holland, with two 

Acacia linifolia 
(Fine-leafed Wattle)

Dillwynia retorta
(Eggs and Bacon)
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tiny, hideous, featherless birds gaping widely for food. Further on in the heath 
close to the ground I found the nest of  another honeyeater, known to science 
as the tawny-crowned. An insignificant little brown bird he is, but with a voice 
of  liquid sweetness, which is to be heard on the heathlands most months of  the 
year, floating with a gentle melancholy through the air. 
But the find of  the afternoon was down by the creek at the bottom of  the 
gully. There, amongst the thick scrubby bushes I heard the ringing call of  the 
coachwhip bird; and almost immediately by merest accident, in pushing my way 
through the undergrowth, I stumbled across its nest of  loosely joined twigs, 
wherein lay two eggs of  exquisite blue, boldly blotched with sepia spots. Rare, 
indeed, is it to find a coachwhip building so early in the year, and to come across 
a nest with a full set more than repaid me for my long wet walk. And when upon 
my homeward way I met the first butterfly of  the season, a pretty, bright, brown 
thing, with black-veined wings, I felt that, despite the rain, which was once more 
beginning to creep up, spring was indeed well on her way.

August Nature Watch

As the weather warms the bush awakens. In the north snakes and turtles lay 
eggs, possums and kangaroos have pouched young and dingoes give birth. 
Freshwater crocodiles begin nesting. Pelicans and Brolgas are found in large 
flocks. Rockpools warm. Humpback whales begin moving south.
In the south, winter-breeding birds feed young, cuckoos return from the north, 
small birds begin nesting. Spiders hatch in long grass. Eucalyptus trees sprout 
new growth. Fungi appear. Wildflowers blooming include bottlebrush (in the 
north), wattles, wedding bush, yellow pea flowers and native fuchsias. Gardeners 
begin spring planting and start their vegetable gardens. In the southern ranges, 
snow begins thawing.
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August Observations




