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at the 
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Speaker: DR. W.W. SWINTON, distinguished British scientist, lately of the British 
Museum, now head of the Life Sciences Division, Royal Ontario Museum. 

Subject: THE BIRTH OF THE DINOSAUR. 

Sunday 
Nov. 5 
9,30 a.m. 

Saturday 
Nov. 18 
9.30 a.m. 

November Outings 

- Toronto Waterfront - Birds 
Meet at the west end of Sunnyside parking lot (west of the bathing 
pavilion). Take the Queen car west to Ellis Ave., then walk south to the 
car park. Drivers, please note: We will be travelling some distance, so 
we would appreciate as many cars as possible. Your co-operation will be 
needed in a6commodating those who have come by streetcar. Lunch o tional, 
(If it is cold, a thermos of your favourite warming drink is advisable! 
Leader: Mr Clive Goodwin. 

- Humber Valley, Old Mill to Dundas St. - Birds 
Meet at lower parking lot of Old Mill, west of the bridge. From the end 
of the Bloor St. car line) take Kingsway or Anglesea bus direct to Old Mill. 
Leader: Miss Helen Lawrence. 

Botany Group 

The Botany Group will meet on Thursday, November 16, at 8 p.m. sharp, in the library of 
Eglinton Public School, Eglinton & Mt. Pleasant. This will be Members' Night and 
slides will be shown. New members welcome. 

Secretary - Mrs. Esther Carin - HU 8-7134 

Junior Club 

The Toronto Junior Field Naturalists' Club will meet on Saturday, November 4, at 10 a.m. 
in the Museum theatre. The Bird Group will be in charge and three interesting nature 
films will be shown. There is still room for a few children 8 to 16 years of age. 
Fee $1.00 per year. T.F.N. members, please note: There is a need for two additional 
leaders to take charge of children in the younger age groups, and for an assistant to 
the leader of the Insect Group. The director is always pleased to hear from those who 
would be willing to take small groups of children on field trips from time to time. 
Please help if you can! 

Director - Mr. R. MacLellan - HU 8-9346 

Did you know that F.O,N. Hasti-Notes are available in a beautiful Water Lily design? 
See the display at the November meeting. Fine for gifts. 

Fees for 1961-62 now due: Single $4.00; Family $6.00; Corresponding $2.00. 

President - Mr. Fred Bodsworth Secretary - Mrs. H. Robson, 
49 Craighurst Ave., 
HU 1-0260 



N EVVSLETTER 

In this issue, we are indebted to Helen Lawrence for the following informative 
account of a recent birding trip to the Bahamas. Through Helen 1 s many active contri
butions to the T.F.N.'s activities, both outdoors and in the Committee Rooms, she has 
become well-lmmm to all our members. Her wanderings in search of birds and flowers 
have taken her from the Arctic to the Tropics, and from one side of the Atlantic to 
the other. 

Those T.F.N. 1 ers planning a winter vacation trip to the West Indies will find 
this of particular interest. Those not planning such a trip may now do so! 

BIRD WATCHING IN NASSAU 
by 

Helen Lawrence 

It was March 31st, 1961, and Noreen Hawkrigg and I were speeding along the high
way on New Providence Island towards Nassau, for a brief holiday in the sun. As usual, 
hunting for birds was the most important item on the agenda, but for the first time in 
our travels, we had come to an area where we had no contacts with naturalists. No one 
we knew in Toronto had been able to give us any names or any information about where to 
go. So, it was up to us! 

Nothing daunted, we began to question the taxi driver as we passed a rather large 
lake where some small shapes were bobbing up and down in the waves, Our informant 
replied that there were "Canadian ducks" which spend the winter on the lakes. He also 
stated that most of them had now left for the north, We later learned that lesser 
scaup ducks and blue-winged teal are very common winter residents of New Providence 
Island. 

We were pleased to see that our guest house was set in a large pleasant garden on 
the outskirts of town and that there were several overgrown areas nearby. A mocking
bird sang a welcoming song from one of the trees, his rich, penetrating voice being a 
pleasant one to northern ears. We never did become used to him, for his rollicking 
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song woke us daily at dawn! A pair of small hummingbirds chattered fussily as we 
approached the hibiscus where they liked to perch, 'rhey seemed to be iridescent green 
as do our ruby-throats, but there were more brown markings on the underparts. The male 
had quite a forked tail, while the female had a more rounded one. Then, too, they 
seemed slightly larger than our familiar one, and their voices were certainly louder. 
At last, when the sun caught the throat patch of the male, the most gorgeous iridescent 
magenta and violet colour flashed before our eyes. We were looking at the Bahama 
Woodstar, a bird which proved to be very common in the gardens of Nassau, and which 
always was a joy to see. 

There were so many new things to which we accustomed ourselves, we w:i.th the chill 
of winter so recently upon us. There were beautiful gardens, each a riot of colour with 
croton, bougainvillea, hibiscus, oleanders, poinsettias and bright little lizards which 
scuttled into the crevices of the walls at our approach, There was the dry rattling o~· 
the seed pods of the "woman's tongue" tree, the rustling of palm leaves in the wind, the 
sound of the surf, the singing of the night insects, the musical lilt of the coloured 
people's voices and the constant barking of the myriads of dogs. As we drank in these 
sights and sounds, we wandered along the lanes and byways, trying to get the "feel" of 
the place, but with binoculars always at the ready. And never once did we meet anyone 
else who gave even a passing glance at a bird, 

It was strange to see so few seabirds with so much water around us. There was one 
flock of 37 large gulls migrating to the northwest high overhead, and there were a few 
laughing gulls already in breeding plumage, flying back and forth over the harbour. We 
learned a few days later, that herring and ring-billed gulls are seen in migration, 

During our wanderings, we managed to see, quite frequently, the bright little 
Bahama bananaquit (pictured opp. page 227 in Peterson) and we soon became quite 
familiar with its sibilant song. In "our" garden and along the roadsides, we caught 
sight of a very dark little bird which sang a buzzy little song as it worked through 
the low plants. This was the Bahama or black-faced grassquit, described on page 250 in 
Peterson, One day we had a splendid look at a Louisiana waterthrush until a mocking
bird savagely swooped down and drove it away. These birds, along with a couple of 
house sparrows in Rawson Square in the heart of town, a few rock doves circling about 
buildings, and the gentle little ground dove (see Peterson page 135) seemed to be all 
we could Hnd. 

But we were, all this time, trying to make contacts. The more failures, the 
greater the challenge became. Our host, a resident of Nassau for 30 years, stated 
simply that there were no birds to be seen, except for a few Canadian ducks, and his 
manner indicated that we must be a queer pair to be interested i n such things. Next we 
tried the Tourist Bureau. The kind lady there wanted to be helpful so she sent us to 
the office of one of the members of Parliament. He was said to be interested and might 
be able to help us. But alas, it was Easter time and he wasn't at work, After church 
on Sunday we approached the minister, but he had only bem in Nassau for two months, and 
as yet, did not know the interests of his people. Even seasoned tour leaders hadn1 t 
met with such a strange request before. By this time, many of the other guests at our 
inn had become most interested in our hobby and began to describe birds they were 
starting to notice! But time was passing and we didn't seem to be getting very far. 
So we studied the map, picked out a likely l ooking marshy region on the other side of 
the island, and made plans to hire a taxi to transport us there. It was obvious that 
the manager of the taxi company did not approve of two females going off for several 
hours to such a spot. The price he quoted kept going up and up, as did. his eyebrows, 
so we were forced to give up our splendid plan as something that just wasn't done on 
New Providence Island. 
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Late one afternoon, while walking in a new direction, we stopped by an overgrown 
field to admire some grapefruit glowing in the sunshine. Suddenly, some small birds 
flew into a branch just overhead. We looked up to find the tree alive with small 
shapes! One by one, we called them out; Western palm warbler, black and white warbler, 
Bahama b anaraquit,Cape May warbler, yellow throated warbler and then, prothonotary 
warbler. All these because we stopped t o admire some grapefruit! 

As we looked over the wall into the garden of the house next to this beautiful spot, 
there we saw one, two, three feeding stations! Here was the first evidence of any 
interest in birds on this island. I knocked on the door. The rather surprised lady 
professed little knowledge, but a pleasure in feeding her feathered visitors • . We 
watched for a while with her. Three ground doves went busily in and out of one feeder, 
male and female indigo buntings flew back and forth, a bananaquit and a grassquit 
partook of the grits and a Bahama woodstar flew among the flowers. Best of all, the 
lady told us about a teacher, Mr. Hanlon, who wrote articles about birds for the Nassau 
Daily Tribune. She was sure that the editor would be able to give us his address. Much 
elated, we continued our walk. Now in a wooded field, many birds were active. Catbirds 
were calling all around us. The northward migration had surely begun and we had run 
into a real pocket of travelers. Other birds we saw were parula, myrtle, prairie, 
yellowthroat, northern waterthrush and redstart, all familiar warblers to us, but still 
pleasant to meet in a far away place. A stran~, buzzy, insect-like voice came to our 
ears, and there appeared a finch sized, glossy black bird with quite a heavy bill. 
There were striking patches of deep red over the eye, under the chin, on the throat and 
under the tail. 'rhis was a new one for both Noreen and me. In Bond's "Birds of the 
West Indies" we found it to be a Greater Antillean Bullfinch, the last bird of a most 
rewarding afternoon. 

Next morning, a telephone call to Mr. Dupuch, the editor, provided us with the very 
disappointinc information that Mr. Hanlon had gone on a camping trip to one of the other 
Bahama islands. But Mr, Dupuch knew of another birdwatcher! So I telephoned a 
Mr. Brudene11.:.Bruce, who most courteously invited us to his home next morning early, 
before it was time for him to go to his office. Needless to say, we arrived in good 
time, even before the poor gentleman had finished his breakfast . Noreen and I had 
eaten two small bananas as we drove over in the taxi. It was much too early for break
fast at the guest house, but who minds no breakfast with an opportunity like this? 

Mr. Brudenell-Bruce produced a thick notebook in which he has been keeping 
detailed accounts of his bird watching experiences during the last 2½ years, the length 
of his residence on New Providence Island. He told us that very little work has been 
done on the birds of this island, so he is enjoying the challenge of finding out what 
he can by his own observations. He was able to identify for us the vireo we had been 
seeing and hearing . It was an olive green bird with two white wing bars, yellowish 
underparts, and with a husky song, "Chicl~ perwee o chick." This is the thick-billed 
vireo and is one of the commonest residents on the island. Of course we asked Mr. 
Brudenell-Bruce innumerable questions. There are onl y a very few house sparrows 
because they have been virtually exterminated around the town. Starlings were first 
seen in 1947. Even now, there are only about 40, and they depart for the summer. 
Western palm o.nd prairie warblers are very common, but no Kirtland's warblers are seen 
on this island of the Bahamas. As we sat chatting, three stolid flycatchers flew 
around the garden. The loggerhead kingbird and the Greater Antillean pewee also came 
into the trees. 
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The three of us went walking along an old overgrown road. This was a most 
productive spot for we saw 2 Key West quail doves (seep. 249 in Peterson). These birds 
were very shy, but we managed to get glimpses of their rather iridescent rufous upper 
parts as they flew into the dense undergrowth. Prairie warblers were singing their 
chromatic songs all around us, and two worm-eating warblers posed beautifully for us to 
see their striped crowns. By car, we all went to the Mangrove Lakes not far away. Red
wings were calling, coots swam away from shore, a common gallinule came into view, as 
did little blue herons and a green heron. A least grebe circled out in the centre and 
we saw its slender black bill. Along a back road, we paused near a muddy shore to 
watch for the black necked stilts which frequent this area. Mr. Brudenell-Bruce drove 
past the Golf Course, pointing out the spot where burrowi11g owls had nested until very 
recently. Now that so many people play golf, the owls have had to change their abode. 

We bad.e good-bye to our most helpful friend, who departed for work several hours 
late. Then Noreen and I began our walk a l ong the path whJ.ch he had shown us. It was a 
very secluded spot lined with pal mettos, casuarina trees and thick underbrush, - a most 
favourable place for birds. Almost immediately, 3 smooth-billed anis (p. 227 Peterson) 
glided past, their very long tails and thei r ludicrous 11Roman noses" making them easy 
to recognize. The sight of them together with their shrill calls brought back to mind 
the flock we had seen near Clewiston, Florida, a few years ago. Western palm warblers, 
prairie warblers and catbirds were all around us as we strolled along. Two more Key 
West g_uail doves whirred away, and bananag_uits sang frequently, Something seemed to be 
moving on the ground under the shrubbery. At last it moved into a patch of sunlight 
and stared at us. Just as we had hoped, it was a red-legged thrush, g_uite a beautiful 
bird with its grey plumage, the wings streaked with black, the black tail with white 
tipped outer tail feathers, the red eye ring, red bill and vivid red legs. This was a 
striking addition to our life lists. Presently we came to some small ponds margined 
with graceful casuarina trees which swayed against the tropical blue sky, Water
thrushes chipped loudly, palm and prairie warblers were busy feeding all around us, 
anis called from nearby as we stepped lightly on the carpet of pine needles. Truly we 
were in a paradise that few tourists would find, Although we were not fortunate 
enough to find the mangrove cuckoo, the lizard cuckoo or the Bahamian mockingbird which 
is browner than the common one, we felt that our morning had been a very rich one. 
Then came the unexpected pleasure of meeting a barn owl in a grove of casuarlnas. He 
sat facing us silently for several minutes before spreading his beautiful rusty brown 
wings to a.epart without a sound. 'l'he memory of that heart shaped face will long 
remain with us. 

All too soon, it was time for us to wing our way homewards, ahead of the migrating 
birds we had seen. Although there had been some frustrations, the challenge had been 
an interesting one, and both Noreen and I were pleased to have learned that there .fil:§. 
birds to be seen in Nassau! 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 
Stuart L. Thompson 1885-1961 

This past summer, Toronto naturalists were saddened by the loss of one of this 
continent's most active and prominent Natural History students. The passing of Stuart 
L. Thompson, on June 23, 1961, leaves an emptiness ,<l1ich will be impossible to fill. 

During his active lifetime, Stuart was one of the Toronto Field Naturalists' 
Club's leading figures. No one could be engaged in the study of Nature for long 
without hearing of his activities. It is impossible to estimate how many people 
became interested in the outdoors as a result of his many and varied achievements. 
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Certainly there are thousands who, in some way, have had their interests shaped and 
sharpened by his influence. 

Personally, we did not know Stuart really well, but we were four years on the 
fringe of his acquaintance, as it were, and always enjoyed his presence. He had that 
faculty of mal~ing people like him instantly and it felt good to be in his company. The 
green beginner and the learned scientific researcher were alike to Stuart who met all 
on a common ground of open friendliness and a willingness to share his knowledge and 
enthusiasm. 

Few men are able to fill the roles of outdoorsman, businessman, after-dinner 
speaker, and homespun philosopher, but Stuart did it with ease. He was as much at 
home addressing a Convention Hall audience as he was in canoeing in the wilds or 
searching for a rare plant in the deep woods. 

Somehow, he managed to combine the scientific side of Natural History with its 
aesthetic values without sacrificing the importance of each. His field of knowledge 
had a vast perimeter. With equal fervour and authority he was likely to discuss, in 
quick succession, such subjects as formation of galls in goldenrods; dentition of the 
genus Phenacomys; and the legend of how the chipmunk got its stripes. Whereas most 
observers have their hands full learning one subject well, Stuart became the master of 
many. We know of no other naturalist who displayed such versatility. He was both 
botanist and ornithologist, entomologist and conchologist, mammalogist and astronomer. 

He was born on August 10, 1885, the son of William Snowdon Thompson, and nephew of 
Ernest Thompson Seton, famed naturalist of a former era. Although he had limited 
contact with "Uncle Seton", as Stuart called him, the influence was there, and in 
Stuart's mm words, "Thoughts of him and his work were always an incentive and an 
example." His father was a studious observer, though never to the degree that Stuart 
displayed. His brother was also a keen outdoorsman, interested more in hunting with 
dog and gun, a phase that interested Stuart very little. With this environment as a 
backdrop, the stage was set for him to grow in stature as an observer of the outdoors, 
and emerge as an expert on its many phases. 

His first trip into the Don Valley was in 1900 when, as a boy of 
read Uncle Seton's stories, he wanted to see the valley for himself. 
ravine from Huntley St. and walked up the Old Belt Line, a trek which 
of his favourite hikes. 

fourteen, having 
He entered the 
was to become one 

In these youthful years, his interests expanded and acc~lerated. He developed an 
intense desire to learn everything about his surroundings. He yearned to know every 
tree and flowerj to call each bird by name; to learn the habits of the mammalsj to 
understand the secrets of earth, water and sky. His studies were not passing nods at 
successive fields of learning, but were deliberate and deep-dyed efforts that fixed 
each fact firmly in his memory. 

Local naturalists were scarce in the early 1900 1 s but there were a few who shared 
Stuart's interests and spent many hours with him afield. Hoyes Lloyd, Osborne 
Shenstone, David Williams, William Gregory and Karl Clark were among his valued 
companions. H. E. Saunders was a close associa·:;e and helped greatly in the exchange of 
knowledge so essential to the development of a well-informed naturalist. 
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In time he became more than a scholar, for the things he learned he wanted to share 
with others, and this made him a valued leader and teacher, In the years when interest 
in wildlife was at a low ebb, he played a lone hand in cultivating public awareness of 
conservation and the enjoyment of Nature. 

He was an avid collector. In his sixty years of field work, he collected hundreds 
of bird skins, plants, mammals and shells; thousands of insects; and endless series of 
photos, lichens, footprint casts and sundry odds and ends. These form a permanent and 
tangible record of his long and ambitious career. He was also a thorough and prolific
diarist. His extensive note-books, dating from 1902, were all indexed and catalogued 
with meticulous care. 

When the first World War began, he answered his country1 s call to arms, enlisting 
in the Signal Section of the 44th Battalion. His war record includes service at the 
front in Italy, France and Belgium. He was decorated for bravery, being awarded the 
Military Medal for running dispatches across open ground under enemy fire. It is 
typical of him, that even on the battlefield, he missed no opportunity to collect 
zoological specimens, and his collection includes skins of small mammals captured in 
the vermin-ridden trenches. 

Home from the war, he took up the art of photo-engraving which became his lifetime 
occupation. He was employed by Brigden's Ltd. in 1922, as a sales representative, a 
position he held for almost forty years without missinga day at work, In 1940, when an 
overnight snowstorm paralyzed all traffic in the city, Stuart was one of the few people 
in Toronto to show up at work the next day, having walked from his home in Leaside to 
his office downtown! Always popular with his colleagues, and conscientious t o the 
extreme, he was a highly-valued empl oyee throughout his long career. 

In 1924, he married the former Eleanor Miller, a well-informed naturalist in her 
own right, and the sharing of this common interest served to stimulate his energies, 
adding further enjoyment to his outdoor pursuits. 

Throughout the '20's, the public was becoming increasingly interested in Natural 
History. Various Associations and Clubs were founded, some appealing'to the generalist, 
some to the more advanced enthusiast. The Brodie Club consisted of leading naturalists 
and scientists, and Stuart was a charter member. The Toronto Ornithological Club, made 
up of expert bird students, also numbered him on its original roster. When the 
Federation of Ontario Naturalists, and the Toronto Field Naturalists 1 Club were formed, 
he again took an active part in each, in fact he was once President of the T.F.N.C, 

No account of Stuart's exploits would be complete without reference to his hearty 
sense of humour , He drew from a vast repertoire of anecdotes which he told with the 
flair of a rnconteur. He enjoyed a joke, even when directed at himself, He had a 
liking for cold weather bathing, and one of his favourite pranks was to invite some 
unsuspecting colleague for a swim on a midwinter afternoon. When his companion 
accepted, expecting o.n indoor heated pool to be t he intended a_esV .. nation, Stuart would 
head for the Eastern Gap, chuckling at the friend's increasing dismay at the unlikeli
ness of their route. When the icy waters of the Gap were reached, Stuart would chide 
his friend good-naturedly as he himself thoroughly enjoyed his frigid bath. 

One wonders how a man could find so much time to devote t o his avocation. He gave 
lectures, wrote books and magazine articles, lead field hikes, took countless pictures, 
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and addressed meetings and Youth Groups. When he needed diversion from these 
activities, he built miniature sailing vessels, a hobby of which few of his naturalist 
friends were aware . His nautical creations were exact to the last masthead and topsail, 
and his painstal<:ing work would please the most critical connoisseur. He was also an 
artist with the knife, his many carvings and woodcrafts bespeaking a fine skill, 

He became an accomplished mimic of bird songs, a talent which he put to use in his 
popular radio talks in the early 1 30 1 s. Mr. Carl Nunn, once President of the F.O.N. and 
an executive of the Halliday Co. of Hamilton, arranged these programs over Ontario radio 
stations, sponsored by his firm. On these shows, Stuart gave tips on attracting wild
life, did imitations of bird songs, and talked to his airwave audience on all manner of 
nature lore. He was a pioneer in this form of entertainment. Through this medium 
alone, he became known to thousands. 

It would be impossible to enumerate all the achievements of this man. He was 
President of the Leaside branch of the Don Valley Conservation Association. He edited 
scripts of school broadcasts for the Canadian Broadcasting Corporation. He did sound 
track recordings for National Film Board movies. He lectured at the University of 
Toronto Extension courses. The word "boredom" was not in his vocabulary. Right up to 
the eve of his passing, his energies continued unabated. 

Here was a man to whom important things in life were an understanding of his 
natural surroundings; a respect for the many forms of life which share our planet; and 
a deep regard for the simple beauty of Nature's plan. In a world where Man's prime 
objectives stem from the pursuit of material gain, his sense of values appears as 
refreshing as the breezes of the wooded valleys he loved so well. In paying tribute to 
his memory, we must surely reflect how much happier our world would be if there were 
many more like him. 

G. Bennett 

Acting Editor 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 
FEES 

Fees for the 1961-62 season are now due. By mailing these to the secretary now you will 
be free to enjoy the meeting, to examine the F.O.N. Christmas cards and to chat with 
friends. For your convenience, we are providing the following form for you to fill out 
and send with your cheque or money order, Clip it and send it in today, will you? 

To: Mrs. H. Robson, Secretary, 
Toronto Field Naturalists' Club, 
49 Craighurst Ave., Toronto 12, Ont. Date 

I) wish to renew membership in the T.F.N., and enclose 1961-62 fee as indicated. 
We) (please check): 

--- Single $4.00 __ Family (adults) $6.oo 

___ C0rrespond.ing $2.00 (for those living outside a 
20-mile radius from the Royal Ontario Museum) 

Name 

Life $100.00 

Donation$ ---

-----------------------------------------
Address 
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WHAT Is .AROUND? 

by Slim Pickins. 

Last month I told everybody to visit Whitby and Ajax and two people said they 
enjoyed it, but another one bawled me out because they got stuck on a country road at 
Ajax. Well, I'm sorry about that, but I forgot to say you should watch birds after 
the car stops and watch the road while you're driving. 

The big funny-looking bird at Whitby is an Egyptian goose and likely got out of 
Riverdale Zoo. If anybody has lost an Egyptian goose please let me know. 

Now, for November, I think a good outing would be a combined trip to the Humber 
and Sunnyside. First, put a loaf of bread in your car and drive to Dundas St. west 
of Scarlett Rd. where the Lambton bridge crosses the Humber. If you turn south just 
at the west end of the bridge this'll take you down a slope to the edge of the Humber 
where a brand new road runs right along the river. It's a one-way street going south 
so you have to get on it from Dundas St. Drive slowly and watch for dudks and shore 
birds. You'll see lots of black ducks, mallards, herring gulls, ring-billed gulls 
and teal. There should be Bonaparte's gulls, greater yellow-legs, pintails, 
mergansers, maybe buffleheads and golden-eyes. Lots of small birds live in the woody 
slope on the west side of the road, so you want to stop once in a while and look for 
them. This road will bring you out just west of the Old Mill, Drive past the Mill 
and over the bridge, then turn sharp left and park in the Metro Parking area. Now 
you're on the east side of the river and a half-hour walk along the bank will be just 
what you need. Some birds here will be chickadees, nuthatches, brown creepers, downy 
and hairy woodpeckers, blue jays, sparrow hawk, redwings, song sparrow, swamp 
sparrow and some of the winter finches. 

Now go dovm through High Park to the lakefront and look at the winter ducks. You 
can park in the big parking areas between the Swimming Pool and the Humber mouth. 
Most of the diving ducks will be outside the breakwaters and they'll be mostly 
greater scaup, old-squaw, golden-eyes, buffleheads and mergansers but you never know 
what else will be in with them. 

After you leave here, drive east and pull in behind the Colonial Terrace. Now 
take your loaf of bread and feed it to the panhandlers - black ducks and mallards. 
Watch the gulls ~long the breakwater and see if you can spot some of the big black
backeds in with the ring-billed and herring gulls. If you have trouble telling the 
gulls apart, the ring-bills have yellow legs, the herrings' legs are sort of pink. 
Watch for pure white gulls (no black on the wing-tips). These will be either Iceland 
gulls or glaucous gulls, 

And remember - don't watch the birds while you're driving. 




