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Monday, October fl, 1960, at 8.15 :p.m. 
at the 
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Dr. Douglas H. Pimlott 
NEWFOUNDI.AND--ITS PEOPLE, WILDLIFE AND SCENERY 

CI u b 

Dr. Pinlott, a biologist who is now working with the Ontario Department of 
Lands and Forests, spent the years from 1950 to 1957 with the Newfoundland 
Department of Mines and Resources. Out of those years he has brought a wealth 
of knowledge about the way of life of the people, the landscape, and the 
wildlife of the c ,oastline and the interior, which he will share with us through 
the medium of colour slides. 

An added attraction at this meeting will be a rotunda display of natural 
history stamps by some of Toronto 1 s finest stamp collectors. This will be well 
worth coming down early to see. The doors are opened at 7.30 p.m. 

Fees 

Fees of $2.00 for the 1960-61 season are due. By mailing these to the 
secretary now you will be free at the meeting to examine the rotunda display 
and to chat with friends. 

Notice of Motion 

Please be sure to read the last page of this Newsletter for an important 
notice of concern to all Club members. 

Outings 

For information regarding fall outings please see the following page. 

Junior Club 

Children from 8 to 16 are invited to register at the opening meeting of the 
Toronto Junior Field Naturalists' Club at 10.00 a.m. on Saturday, October 1. 
The fee is $1.00 f'or the season. A f'ilm, "Nature 1 s Half' Acre", will be shown, 
and study groups will be organized. 

Leaders are urgently required. Can you spare one Saturday morning a month to 
help with the important work being done in the Junior Club7 If so, please 
telephone the director, Vir. Bob MacLellan - HU 8-9346. 

Botany Group 

The Botany Group of the Toronto Field Naturalists' Club will open their season 
with a meeting on Thursday, October 20, at the library of Eglinton Public School, 
Eglinton Ave. and ¥.rt. Pleasant Rd., at 8 p .m. sharp. The programme for this 
meeting will be announced at the Club meeting, October 3. New members are 
welcome. 

President - Mr. Sherbourne Drake Secretary - Miss F. Preston, HU 3-9530 



Sunday 
September 25 
9.00 a.m. 

Saturday 
October 1 
10.00 a.m. 

Sunday 
October 16 
9.00 a.m. 

Saturday 
October 22 
2.00 p.m. 

(ii) 

Fall OUtings 

Autumn migrants at Glendon Hall 
Meet at the entrance gates, 1275 Bayview Ave. Take the 
Davisville bus to Sunnybrook Hospital, then walk north on 
Bayview. Or take Lawrence bus east to the corner of Bayview and 
St. Leonard's Ave., right at the Glendon HaJ..1. gates. 
Leader - ¥ir. John Dex. 

Happy Nook, R.R. 2, Pickering 
This is the home of lv'Jl'. Alf. Bunker. Follow Highway No. 2 east 
from Highland Creek to Fairport Beach Road. Turn north to the 
next east-west road, then turn west. Mr. Bunker's house is the 
third on the north side. If going by bus, take the Oshawa bus to 
Fairport Beach Road, and continue as above. Bring lunch. 
Leaders - Birds - Mr-. Alf. Bunker 

:9r. David Hoeniger 
Botany - Dr. Judith Hoeniger 

High Park for birds 
Meet at the corner of Bloor St. W. and High Park Ave. 
Leaders - Mrs. C. A. Cobb 

¥ir. Jack Gingrich 

Trees of Prospect Cemetery 
Meet at the entrance, St. Clair Ave. W. near Lansdowne Ave. 
Leader - Mr. L. Owens 

An Invitation 

Through the courtesy of the Federation of Ontario Naturalists and the Imperial Oil 
Co. Ltd., members of the T.F.N.C. are again invited to view the fall migration 
of hawks and other birds from the observation tower of the Imperial Oil Building, 
Avenue Rd. and St. Clair Ave. The gallery will be open until Saturday, October 
15, from 10 a.m. to 4 p.m. Monday through Friday, and from 2 to 4 p.m. on Saturdays. 
T.F.N. members should show t~eir 1960 membership cards to the man on duty on the 
main floor. 

Audubon Screen Tours 

Once again we have undertaken to sponsor the showing of Audubon Screen Tours in 
Toronto. In order that the Tours with their vital conservation theme may reach as 
many people as possible, ticket prices are kept low. But costs are high, so in 
order to make even a moderate profit there must be a full hall on both nights. To 
fi;."J. Eaton Auditorium twice for each lecture requires the co-operation and support 
of" a great many people. You can help greatly by buying tickets for yourself and 
your family, and by giving these fine lectures all the publicity you can among your 
friends and co-workers. 

F.O.N. Christmas Cards 

Samples of F.O.N. Christmas cards will be on display at the October meeting, and 
orders will be taken. This year there are two gay and beautiful designs from which 
to choose. Price - $1.50 per doz. 

President - Mr. Fred Bodsworth Secretary - Mrs. H. Robson, 
49 Craighurst Ave. 
HU 1-0260 
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The glory of Al gonquin Park is that the moment you turn your back on the 
car and the road with your f i rst few steps the wild wood welcomes you in. So 
was it this early July day when Greer Roberts and I sought out the spruce grouse 
grove that is always the main point in our annual summer jaunt to the park. 
Warm, tangy scents of sun-drenched :p ... ne and balsam enwrapped us a moment away 
from the auto; bold, up-faced bl ooms of bunchberry accompanied our every step 
along the path~ On the green slope that rolls down to the glinting water of 
the nearest beaver pond blueberries were showing their early cerulean tints 
like detached flecks of the sky that was mirrored in the pond. Across a 
rounding cove began the pointed spires of dark green spruces, home of the soft
treading grouse. Int o that mystery-cloaked grove we pressed, expectant. 

Where room permits the dipping green branches of the spruce sweep the 
ground, an array of vast, Victorian Crinolines. One almost feels like bowing 
as one passes by, offer ing courteous obeisance to such verdant elegance. In 
other parts the trees are crowded cl ose together, so close that all the lower 
branches are bare of cover, and one walks in the whispering, darkened depths 
hushed, watchful and wary. No less mysterious are the sunny glades where a 
forest of bracken forms a canopy as high as a man I s middle so that the walker 
has the feeling that he is wading in a sea of green. Who is to know where the 
grouse is in all this secret realm? As securely hidden is the bird as the fish 
in the lake, and when, as sometimes happens, the unseen grouse bursts forth from 
the bracken it will be l ike a fish l eaping free from the water, arching above 
the green tide for a moment, all agleam perhaps in the sun, only to vanish 
instantly into the impenetrable cover whence it came. Alert, wholly alert, the 
observer must be in such a world as this; but alertness is not enough -- he must 
expect, anticipate, or the privilege of seeing will never be his. 

One does not, of course, always see that for which he comes, yet that 
which is vouchsafed to the expectant watcher may be even more wonderful than 
that he consciously seeks. Thus it worked this day. The spruce grouse we did 
not find. Certainly they were there as a recently used dusting round, a tell
tale circle in the yellow sand beneath the arching bracken, proclaimed. Beyond 
this we saw no other sign. We had fsssed through the grove and had come now, 
picking our way over rank after rank of fallen logs, to an inner beaver pond, 
to a series of ponds, in fact, . where one broken dam. after another announces the 
bounds, green walls across the watery meadows. Above the innermost dam, 
breached though it be, there still is a sheet of water silvering the vale 
between the slopes of evergreen. Wide muddy verges stretch out where the 
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seven-angled pipewort raises its cocky little white caps beneath the smiling 
yellow loosestrife. A very private place is this, severed from the world of 
men by the long, green wall of spruce. But now we bad penetrated the 
:protecting wall, what to see? 

As it happened I was in the lead, Greer some forty or fifty yards behind 
Edging cautiously along the side of the pond my eyes were caught by a long line 
of pink, a coralline border to the forest, a hedge, indeed, of lamb-kill or 
sheep laurel planted by nature with every bloom less than knee-high. So 
fascinated by this loveliness was I that I followed it along step by step, 
oblivious that at the end a huge, old fallen tree lay across my path. Gray 
and weathered it rested, a true ancient. Dimly I became aware of it as the 
shimmering pink line ended in grey, pink, pink and grey, pink and grey, grey, 
grey. No, no, not all grey. There is a darkness on the grey, on top, and it 
is moving. Quickly, look; grey logs do not move. I shifted my eyes from the 
laurel to find myself gazing at a graceful, sinuous animal that was looking 
intently at me. We were no more than thirty feet apart. At once I knew that 
I had never seen such a creature before, though I knew what it must be. 

Stopping immediately I watched, entranced. Too close though I was for 
the animal's comfort there was another pull than nervousness at the approach 
of man for on the old tree lay a freshly-captured garter snake, the bright 
under-body and dark striped back draped beside its captor. Leave its capture 
or face me was obviously the decision that had to be made. For a long moment 
the animal could not make up its mind. Then, finally, the sinuous beauty, long 
tail waving, glided into a hollow limb right below the snake. Briefly, the 
dark opening was all I saw; then a sharp, shrewd face peered out, withdrew, 
came back. This little game was still on when Greer arrived and I signalled 
him to stop. Together we watched the enquiring face inside the hole look us 
over. So evident was the animal I s reluctance to quit its catch that I 
suggested we withdraw a bit, hoping that then it might come out again, so 
giving us a fuller view. 

We had taken our stand some thirty feet off and were awaiting the 
hoped-for a.ppearance when instead we heard a shrill, somewhat wheezy mewing 
sound. Before we could make up our minds about the source of this sound up 
jumped three kittens onto the old, grey log. Romping along the top they 
tumbled and played, pushing and batting each other and mewing all the while. 
Fully-grown, or nearly so, they must be for they were just about the same size 
as the parent. They bore the same sharp-pointed faces with squat, broad ears 
hugging the top of the head, and moved with the same flowing ease but in these 
youngsters we saw none of the caution or apprehension exhibited by the older 
animal. Possibly -- indeed, probably -- they did not see us at all for they 
were so utterly at home, so carefree and happy. How wonderfully graceful they 
were, and all clothed in glossy fur -- a study in rich browns, light and fox
hued on top, dark aJ.most to beaver-brown on the flanks and legs, richly creamy 
at the throat and underneath the body. Play was interrupted by the discovery 
of the snake. Curious, they nudged it, one taking a tentative nip, but -- you 
could see the puzzlement, the dawning question, 11Looks interesting, but what do 
you do with this thing?". They looked into the hole where their elder bad 
gone, as if each one were ea,ying, ''what do we do with this'?"• It would seem, 
however, that they got no answer to that query but were told something else 
entirely. Not hard to guess what, for quick as a wink all three dashed along 
the log and vanished over the back end, Clearly they had been told, "Get 
out of there; hide yourselves at once; there's danger a.round." Hide, they 
did, for though we waited and waited, even at a greater distance on the old 
beaver dam, they did not reappear. Maybe a Canada Jay that started a great 
COilllll.Otion near the back of the fallen tree saw them take to cover. We did, not. 
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Nonetheless, we had seen, and seen to perfection, a sight that is 
rarely granted to any field naturalist, even to the most eager. We had 
looked upon a family of martens at home and at ease. One of the rarest and 
one of the most secretive of all our native wild animals, this largely 
nocturnal creature is, under natural conditions, hardly ever seen by man. To 
see it thus, living and playing in a typical home -- it favors hollow logs 
was an experience from which one could come away with a singing heart. 

If Algonquin Park provided the wonder of the summer visit to Ontario's 
vacation land a day on much-travelled Lake of Bays and in its near vicinity 
showed what might be found in a neighborhood where the wild is supposed by 
many to be largely gone. 

It was, indeed, the next day after we had seen the martens that another 
fine summer's day inspired us to take the outboard and go up the lake. 
Afternoon arrived before the inspiration began to work. A slumberous summer 
afternoon is certainly not the best time for nature observation, and obviously 
others thought it might be put to much better use than chugging up the lake 
in a motorboat. We had our own opinions. 

At the first roar of the motor the barn swallow that nests in the 
peak of the boathouse flew off the nest, swooping over the water until we 
were well away, then returning. Barn swallows are commonly associated with 
human habitation and little scared of man. Boathouses, hotel verandahs, 
cottage eaves, are all equally acceptable as dwelling places where barns are 
unavailable. Here is real adaptation to humankind. Only this morning I had 
seen another nest of the barn swallow on one of the hotel buildings at Port 
Cunnington. Curiously enough there the barn swallows had built on one side 
of the structure whilst their cousins, the cliff swallows, had found the 
other side, a few feet around the corner, just as desirable. Both pairs were 
busily feeding young. 

Greer ' s boathouse did not have two kinds of swallows dwelling on its 
walls but on one of the beams not far from the barn swallows was a phoebe's 
nest. Although both kinds of birds are mostly insect eaters no quarrels 
ensued, possibly because one feeds largely over the water and the other on 
land. It was a strange phoebe in one respect, for it had a loud, ripping 
call, most unlike the usual phoebe, sounding more like Pr~e-eep or Pheeep on 
a rising inflection, not dissimilar to the common call of the crested 
flycatcher. This call was given sometimes alone, loudly and repeatedly, at 
which times it would have been hard for anyone to say what was doing the 
calling. At other times this strange call was followed by the regular 
phde-~e with its descending inflection. So far as the boat went the phoebes 
were customarily absent when we reached the dock, not waiting like the 
swallow to take off when the motor roared. 

Leaving swal low and phoebe behind we puttered slowly along the shore 
looking for beavers that sundry cottagers had reported as swimming past their 
docks. We had no sight of them but this is scarcely surprising as a warm, 
sunny afternoon is hardly the time to see beaver, they being active in the 
evening or at night for the most part. We did see, however, the boathouse 
where they had raised their youngt Yes, in a boathouse. The owner, a 
kindly lady, found them there one day and generously left the door partly 
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open so they could go out. Talk about the camel in the tent. When she came 
back some time later she discovered the beavers had taken possession and had 
built a dam in front of the boathouse door. Still moved, however, by friendly 
feelings the lady left them in occupation. Such a free-made beaver house was 
a god-send to the animals. They raised their family in comfort and safety, 
then departed. Only then was the dam removed. Someone suggested the beavers 
had intended the dam as a voluntary offering of firewood in payment for use 
of the house. This one might doubt but not the understanding kindness of the 
boathouse owner • 

Riding the little swells set up by our boat as we crossed the next bay 
was a pair of loons. It must have been these that I heard from my boathouse 
bedroom early in the morning, yodelling in the misty dawn. Within the past 
two days we had seen four other loons at other bays on the lake • And we were 
going this afternoon to see if the pair we have visited regularly during the 
past few years were still to be found. So many loons on Lake of Bays has been 
unknown recently, the nesting pair we visited being the only ones to be seen. 
What has happened? Are the loons becoming adjusted to outboards and water 
skiers, another avian adaptation to us queer humans? It rather looks like it; 
we devoutly hope that it will prove to be the fact, for a beautiful northern 
lake without the call of the loon, without these great black and white divers , 
could lose half its character. Their wild cries rising through the cottony 
mists of sunrise or sounding a salutation to the moon bespeak the living spirit 
of the northland. 

We chugged on, pausing to test the virtues of a well-known echo bluff, 
calJ.ing names at a stone to have them hurled derisively back in our faces. 
When we entered the narrow bay, where in past years we have believed the loons 
to be making their last stand on Lake of Bays, we speculated as to whether the 
pair would be still in residence. The answer was rapidly in our eyes for as 
soon as we began to head in towards the nesting marsh a loon came into view, 
standing guard between the two cliffs that mark the entrance to the reedy cove. 
Greer reduced speed; the loon dove. In closer we went, and the guard caJne up 
on our right. A rolling call, another and another echoed between the cliffs. 
We drifted forward now, motor off, the calls becoming shrieks; no doubt of a 
nest being here, nor that these shrieks were frantic aJ.arms. A quick survey 
of the reed bed again -- Ah, there it is, the nest, a mound of mud with some 
reeds and leaves on top, and above all the attending bird, head extended 
downward, wings spread covering the nest, absolutely motionless. The whole 
was quite in the open in front of the first of the reeds. Still we drifted 
in; the loon's alarms shattered the quiet of the bay, and by some magic the 
bird on the nest became even flatter, seeming to flow down over the mound, so 
utterly formless as to give the appearance of being merely a dark topping to 
the pile of mud. Here was a magnificent bit of camouflage; no one unaware 
of the possibility of a bird being there would ever see one in that flattened 
black mass. And how many predators would pass by without giving a second 
glance? We drifted on, the strain becoming too much even for this devoted 
bird. Yet, again, who, not concentrating, would have seen it go? Like black 
oil it slid down the mound, a shadowy, shapeless movement, made without a 
sound. Suddenly, the brooding loon was bobbing on the water yards away from 
the precious nest whilst its mate, gone silent now, still paddled off our 
right bow. Each gazed fixedly at us as we edged in toward the nest. A look 
through the binoculars showed us the one brown egg, an oval hump atop the 
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brown mud heap. Had we gone closer than the forty or fifty feet where we were, 
no doubt a tremendous diversionary display would have been put on by the 
parents. We decided, however, having seen such displays before, not to try 
the nerves of the pair further but to leave them in peace. 

Peace, that is, so far as we were concerned, for disturbance to nesting 
loons can come from many sources. As we turned and started out of the bay 
herring gulls began to circle over the marsh. Lower and lower came a couple 
of them, nearer and nearer to the loons' nest -- a tasty egg, a loon chick, 
would be a real delicacy for a herring gull. Happily, the attendant loon was 
rapidly regaing the nest, and no herring gull would tackle a loon in position 
to defend its nest. By the time we were two hundred yards up the bay the loon 
was back on the nest, its mate swimming nearby, and the gulls flying away over 
the hill. But simultaneously with our departure a motor's roar reverberated 
and out from a cottage that stands no more than a hundred and fifty yards from 
the nest came a boat hauling a water skier. Round and round the narrow bay 
they went, creating a tremendous racket. We thought the loons would be off 
again for sure. Not so. The one remained on the nest, the other paddled close 
by, apparently undismayed by a noisy performance which did not approach the 
nest but kept up the bay. Here, without doubt, was living evidence of the 
adaptability of bird to man that we had guessed at with respect to other pairs 
of loons in other bays. In a sense this human din could serve as protection 
for the loons if they so realized. The boat could never come near to the 
reeds for fear of fouling its screw while its noise and motion could serve to 
sea.re off possible predators like the gulls. From the ~uiet acceptance of the 
situation by the loons it looked as though they knew that they were safe. We 
were glad to see it thus. (Forty-eight hours later when we came back for 
another look the big brown egg had become a fluffy black chick that both 
pa.rents were staunchly guarding between them as the family swam serenely back 
and forth in front of their reed.land home.) 

Before setting out on our afternoon tour we had been commissioned to 
do some shopping. For this it was necessary to call in at Portage and to 
visit the little store there. Purchases made, however, we knew there was 
something else for a naturalist to do here. Leaving our bags at the store we 
tramped along the now largely-overgrown tracks of the little old railway that 
used to transport passengers and freight between Peninsular Lake and Lake of 
Bays in the days of those noble steamers, the Iroquois and the AJ.gonquin. 
Today the tracks are not only overgrown but in spots under water, since 
beaver have moved into the pond that abuts the line and have raised the water 
level, Alders growing between the ties, beavers flooding the rails -- how 
quickly does nature reassert control when man moves out. 

In the natural scene along the line, though, there is one lovely 
corner that is as beautiful today as it was years ago when I first saw it as 
a passenger on the little train. A great splash of purple it was that struck 
my eyes that day long ago, so vividly and so inexplicably that when the train 
drew to a halt at Portage dock I ran back to investigate. What a sight met 
my eager look as I arrived by the pond's edge -- my mass of purple was a 
breathtaking stand of calopogon orchids. Like fairies mustered in serried 
ranks for their own Queen's review they stood, erect, arrayed in purple drapes, 
riding on floating logs alongside the bank. Yes, on floating logs, and with 
them, now that I stood near, I could detect the smoky pink of arethusa too, 
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more even than the calopogon, when I started to count. Indeed, what a company 
it was that adorned the logs. Amid the orchids ~ere the snooting-star blooms . 
of bog cranberry, and the tiny gleams of sundew, while rising above all was a 
stout, martial-appearing pitcher plant -- all gathered together on the glossy 
green moss that topped the logs. Here, truly, was a veritable floating garden. 
Throughout the past few years Greer and I have always paid a visit to this 
pond, drawn by memory of this displ ay but not again until this July afternoon 
this summer did we find another snch feast of color. Previously, the season 
had been either early or late, or the wind had shifted the logs about. Today, 
once again, caJ.opogon and arethusa stood at attention on the mossy 1ogs, 
marshalled as before by the sturdy pitcher plant and attended by cranberry and 
sundew -- an appealing, an unforgettable sight . 

On the first occasion of my seeing this sight I had been so startled 
that I had rushed back to my friends and had persuaded the owner of a color 
cam.era to return to the pond with me. Then, receiving instructions from the 
cam.era's owner on how to operate this mechanism, since I am no photographer; 
I clambered out on to the logs by teetering from one to the other. At last I 
was in a position to take pictures which I did while balancing on two logs and 
aiming at others, the owner of the camera biting her nails on shore. As luck 
would have it the pictures came out most satisfactorily, considering my 
inexperience and, even more, my precarious perch. Thc,t was quite sooe time 
ago. I might not try it today. I might not have tried it then had I seen 
that enormous, that incredibly ugly, battlemented snapving turtle that Greer 
and I saw this afternoon stretched out on another floc.~ing log. Scrawny, 
scraggly legs out, great shell rising like a moon above, evil-faced, hook
beaked -- had I seen such a creature as that the day I was junping the logs 
I'd have missed my balance for sure, and the owner of the ce.mera would have 
bitten her fingers q_uite through. Today, the huge turtle was only a 
reminder of the creatures that move in the dee~ and which we usually do not 
see, something to dream about but no~ to toy with. Such a sight as this, 
coupled with the orchids, made it q_uite cJ.ear that our visit to Portage Pond 
on this occasion was a meeting with Eeauty and the Beast. 

Truly, we thought, as we slapped tbrouc;h the we.ves on the way home, 
there may be many ways to spend a sum~cr afternoon on Lake of Bays but there 
can scarcely be another offering more satisfaction than this. 

NOTICE OF M0I'ION 

Throughout the years the Toro:c-,to Fie~_d. Natural:.sts I Club has always 
operated financially on as modect a budget as :i;,ossj_"':).le) thereby providing its 
members with its services on as low an annual fee as it could. At various 
times, however, it has been forced by rising costs ar:d extending services to 
raise fees. This it has always done with reluctar..cG but with the assurance 
that if such an action becem~ necessary the Jc!.e::.nbcrs would understand and would 
give the needed support. This they have always cone . 

In the opinion of your executive council the time has now come when 
an increase in fees is necess3ry. The Club bas ~one on for several years with 
the present low fee, and has done so in the face of steadily mounting costs of 
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operation. This has often been difficult and sometimes handicapping. It 
would have been quite impossible had we not had the revenue accruing from the 
Club 1 s share in the Audubon Screen Tour programme. This revenue has in 
truth cloaked the fact that for some time we have, so far as our fees income 
is concerned, been operating on a considerable deficit. This we submit is an 
unsound and unrealistic financial position. It is one that this Club cannot 
afford, all the more so as the Audubon Screen Tours have been giving us a 
decidedly uncertain revenue. We have no guarantee that this will not 
disappear entirely, and must indeed face that possibility. We can do so only 
if we stand squarely on our own financial feet. 

Because we believe in this Club and have enjoyed and profited from 
our membership in it for a great many years we feel it should be continued 
in full strength in order that it may offer its benefits and extend them to 
as many members as possible, and to the community in which we dwell. In 
stating this view your council is confident that it expresses the opinion of 
the membership at large. In consequence we propose the necessary increase in 
the annual fee of this Club with the assurance that it will receive the 
members' understanding support. 

MorI0N: a) That the annual fee of the Toronto Field Naturalists' 
Club be $5.00, this fee to be effective from the date, 
May 1, 1961. 

b) That the life membership fee be $100.00, effective 
immediately. 

This motion will be voted on at the regular monthly meeting of the 
Club in November, 1960. 



Executive Council 
and Officers of the 

Toronto Field Naturalists' Club 
1960-1961 

President - Mr. Fred Bodsworth 
Vice-President - Dr. Bruce Falls ( Program Convenor) 
Secretary-Treasurer - Mrs. H. Robson 
Asst. Secretary - Mrs. J.B. Stewart 

Mr. A. Bunker 
Miss WinHred Chute 
Miss Ethel Day 
Mr. Sherbourne Drake 
Dr. .Margaret Heimburger 
Dr. David Hoeniger 

Prof • T. F • Mc Ilwrai th 
Mr. Ronald F. Norman 
Dr. Peter Peach 
Miss Florence Preston 
Miss Elizabeth Price 

Miss Helen Lawrence (Outings Convenor) 
Dr. R. M. Saunders (Editor) 
Mr. Robt. MacLellan (Juniors) 

Ex Officio: Mr. R. J. Mitchele 
Dr. Walter Tovell 
Mr. A~ A. Outram 

Secretary, Audubon Screen Tours - Mrs • J. B. Stewart 



Statement of Receipts and Expenditures for the 
yea:r from May l, 1959 to April 30, 1960 * 

Receipts 

Membership fees 
Donations 
Profit on sale of Christmas cards 
Interest on stocks and bonds 
Sale of bird check lists 

Disbursements 

Printing 
Office supplies 
Postage 
Salaries & honoraria 
Scholarships (F.O.N. Camp) 
Affiliation fees 
Theatre rental 
Purchase of bird check lists 
Bank Charges 
Sundries 

$1,562.00 
4.55 

64.20 
124.80 
14.65 

$ 745.39 
89.44 

141.14 
720.00 
240.00 
81.50 

450.00 
30.00 
6.28 

18.50 

Loss for year 

$1,770.20 

$2,522.25 

$ 752.05 

* NOTE: This statement does not include revenue derived from 
Audubon Screen Tours-. -Profit of $832.07 from the 1958-
59 Screen Tours kept us solvent during 1959-60. For the 
1959-60 season the Screen Tours profits dropped to 
$391.97. 




