
--- TORONTO FIELD NATURALISTS' CLUB NEWSLETTER 

APRIL MEETING 

Monday, April 1, 1963, at 8.15 p.m. 
at the 

ROYAL ONTARIO MUSEUM 

MEMBERS' NIGHT. Speakers will be as follows: 

1. Mr. S. G, Hambly - "Camp Allsaw--A Natural Science Camp for Boys" 

2. From our Junior Club: 
Allan Life - "Turtles" )Introduced by the Junior Club 
Bob Regimbald - "Termites")Director - Mr, R. J. MacLellan 

3. Mr. R. J. Mitchele - "The Story of White's Bush, near Aylmer" 

4. Dr. P.A. Peach - "Alpine Flora of the Rocky Mountains" 

In the rotunda - A display illustrating some of the interesting features of the 
Tweed area, where a T.F.N. weekend will be held in May. 

SPRING 
OUTINGS 

BOTANY 
GROUP 

JUNIOR 
CLUB 

AUDUBON 
WILDLIFE 
FILMS 

R.O.M. 
CHECK 
LISTS 

XX X XX X XX X 

- Please consult the enclosed folder. Thanks are due to Miss Rosemary Gaymer 
and her committee for this attractive spring program, and for the other trips 
so carefully planned for us during the past season. 

- There will be no meeting of the Botany Group in April, Please see the 
Spring Outings folder for details of botanical trips. 

Secretary - Miss E. Lewis - HO 5-3422 

- The Junior Field Naturalists' Club will meet on Saturday, April 6, at 10.00 
a.m. in the museum theatre. The junior botany group will be in charge. 

Director - Mr. R. MacLellan - HU 8-9356 

The last of the series - Mr. Charles E. Mohr, THE LIVING WILDERNESS, at 
Eaton Auditorium, Monday, April 22, at 8.15 p.m. Tickets $1.25 available 
at the box office for 10 days prior to the lecture. 

This program will also be presented by the South Peel Naturalists' Club at 
Streetsville High School on Wednesday, April 17 - tickets and information 
from Mrs. H. McDougall, CR 8-2526, 

- R.O.M. bird checking lists (1962 edition) for your sprj_ng birding obser
vations will be available from the secretary at the April meeting - price 
5¢ each. 

News from Hamilton 

Registrations are invited for the Victoria Weekend Outing, sponsored by the Hamilton 
Naturalists' Club, May 17-20, at Normandale, on Lake Erie. Full details may be 
obtained from the secretary (HU 1-0260). 

President• Dr, David Hoeniger Secretary - Mrs. H. Robson, 
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March 1963 

Early in the March of the seemingly endless reign of ice and snow of this winter 
of 1962-1963 the field naturalist, along with all his fellow-citizens, is asking 
himself, Will it never cease? Will the frigid grip of winter never be relaxed? We 
read in the papers that the four upper Great Lakes are 90 per cent frozen over, and 
then we go and turn up the thermostat. We drive out into the country up towards 
Pefferlaw Creek and we find snowdrifts ten to fifteen feet deep, so that we ride for 
miles hardly able to see the fields for piles of snow. Will it never end? 

Seeking an answer to that question I went back to my journal to see what other 
seasons had been like. They vary, of course, but the answer to the question can best 
be given, I think, in three entries, each referring to the same area, a part of the 
Toronto region, in three successive years--1958, 1959, 1960. A comparison of the three 
entries indicates that spring, as popularly understood, arrives somewhere between 
April 1 and April 15 in the Toronto region . 

Here then are the three entries: 

April 4 - 6, 1958 

To our delight we found this weekend that save for sheltered places in the woods 
and the remains of old drifts along fences and hedgerows the snow has gone. 

Yet, it is so recently gone, and there is still enough left in bits and patches 
that we had no idea of seeing flowers. Hence, to us the most amazing find on the first 
day of our visit, was to discover that the woods were already dotted with blooms of 
hepatica. They varied in hue from deep, almost indigo blue, to pink and white. Along 
with these delicate flowers were the fresh green leaves of wild garlic pushing up 
through the old brown carpet of yesteryear. The two together, hepatica blooms and 
garlic leaves--gave the woods a touch of the fresh grace of spring, astonishing at this 
early date. 
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Nor were the hepatica the only flowers in bloom, for near the entrance to the wood 
blood.root was raising white faces beneath the shelter of high, grey, limestone rocks, 
and amongst the trees a few spring beauties nodded fragile pink blooms beside moss-green 
boulders. Here and there we saw the grey-purple flush of new-born cohosh plants, just 
rising from the brown bed of the woods, looking like little purplish fountains bubbling 
up amongst the old leaves. A further flash of color caught our eyes, the brilliant red 
of the scarlet cup mushroom. Others of its kind repeated the flaming gleams from spot 
to spot, greatly enlivening the scene, until a veritable outburst of fire proved to be 
a whole line of t~ese spectacular fungi ornamenting a black, decaying stick. With 
black pools of water glistening in the sun, and snowpiles hiding in the sheltering 
shadows, the whole woodland was a living demonstration of the departure of winter, the 
coming of spring. 

Birds, however, were extremely scarce; for them it is a truly backward season. In 
the woods few if any had arrived from the south to take up old nests or build new ones. 
A grouse, permanent resident, we did see--tail raised and fanned out, wings half-spread 
and quivering, running stiffly away from a cedar grove. We had, I think, surprised a 
nesting pair. The female flew off quietly as we arrived, the male waiting to stride 
away before us, obviously loath to go, though it did run as it saw that we had caught 
sight of it, 

Near where we were staying we saw no birds at first but after food had been put 
out for them they began to appear. A pair of white-breasted nuthatches, a pair of 
downies, three chickadees--two malee and a female, a threesome which also was reduced 
to a pair after an all-day contest--a pair of hairies and four bluejays, along with a 
male redwing were soon making regular visits. It became an almost ceaseless parade 
with some gaps that corresponded to general quiet periods amongst the birds everywhere. 
The suet and fat offerings received first attention but chick-feed under the hawthorn 
tree finally drew in other customers, attracti.ng first a chipmunk, then the bluejays, 
a junco, and finally, in an unexpected culmination, seven evening grosbeaks. A number 
of these winter visitors appear to be still widely distributed around the neighborhood. 
Nonetheless, here as in the flowering woods the accent is upon spring as shown by the 
birds that come in pairs and by the territorial fight of the chickadees. 

At the little pond we also saw the same signs. Where usually we find no birds, 
for this pond is I fear unduly disturbed, we came upon two pairs of ducks, mallards 
and hooded mergansers. They took off with utmost rapidity as we appeared, indicating 
an apprehension of humans born of too many unhappy encounters. On the way back, and 
not far from the pond, we sighted six Canada geese overhead. They were flying straight 
towards the pond but when they got above us they veered northward at a sharp right 
angle and vanished. If, as it seems, they were intending to spend the night on this 
pond we were rather glad that we had scared them away for their safety there could not 
be guaranteed. Migrating waterfowl, another sign of spring. 

Our most surprising find came on the edge of the wooded ridge . Seeing a rotten 
old birch stub with a woodpecker hole in it we wondered just who might be living in 
this cavity. A rap on the stub soon settled that question for in answer up popped a 
wide-eyed furry head. As the hole was right at eye-level we found ourselves gazing 
eye to eye with the dweller in the hole, a fuzzy flying squirrel. A momentary look at 
us was quite sufficient for the squirrel, and it dropped back out of view. We 
disturbed it no more, respecting its privacy, but home we went delighted indeed for 
this was the first flying squirrel I had ever seen within the Toronto region, and only 
my second anywhere. 

Except for the colder part of the night frogs were making springtime music all the 
time. The marsh was filled with them, mostly swamp tree frogs but with a few wood 
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frogs gruffly punctuating the tree frog trills, and one leopard frog snoring an obligato 
accompaniment . These are some of the integral sounds of spring, and no vernal season 
would be quite complete without them. What a pleasing prelude such a marsh lullaby 
makes to sleep. 

Finally, the woodcock has returned to the lower pasture; only one bird so far as 
we could tell. We heard it first, singing a few notes overhead in the dusk. When I 
offered an imitation it responded rather feebly, though it did come near and rasp its 
bill in anger. Possibly the females have not arrived, or other rivals, so that the 
responses are yet lukewarm. Yet, feeble or not, again we welcomed another sign of 
spring. 

We went back to the city convinced that winter was really over. 

April 9 - 10, 1959 

As soon as we arrived we exclaimed at the way in which the snow had disappeared 
since the previous weekend. Remnants of drifts, some still fairly deep, were to be seen, 
especially under trees, along hollows and on east or north-facing slopes, but the open 
fields were generally brown and bare. Even in the woods we saw wide, clear spaces 
though everywhere grass and leaves had a smooth, pressed look. Clearly winter's blanket 
had only just been removed, and they had had no time to spring up. 

We hurried to the marsh where W3 saw a skunk cabbage coming into bloom. It was a 
badly injured flower, seemingly chewed by some creature from below the surface before 
its emergence . Yet, with the "pussies" on the willows it constituted the start of 
springtime blooming, a wonderfully welcome sight to winter-dimmed eyes. 

As our eyes were being called to look upon nascent spring so too were our ears. 
No one could miss the jubilant conkarees of the redwings, now reclaiming property 
rights amidst the cattails. A flicker shouted from across the road, juncoes trilled 
and song sparrows set up their familiar music. Then, suddenly, came a burst of finch
like cadences; again and again they rang out. Two or three birds must be vying with 
each other to make those joyous sounds. What could they be? For long moments we were 
faced with a puzzle, a somewhat familiar yet seldom-heard song. Then it came again, 
refreshing our memories of a similar April musical years ago. Fox sparrows it was that 
we must look for. At last we located them in a typical spot underneath the scrubby 
trees along the pasture fence, jumping up and down, scattering l eaves with each jump 
and garnering exposed tidbits from the bared earth. Occasionally one would fly up into 
one of the trees a few feet above the brown leaves on the ground. There it would send 
its ringing roundelay out over the field. Another would be inspired to do likewise, 
and another. Five there were in all, a tidy little flock of birds we see but seldom, 
and then usually in ones or twos or threes. All afternoon we enj oyed their company, 
and next morning when we awoke they were still with us, for by then they had discovered 
seed we had strewn beneath the hawthorn so that they were now feeding and singing right 
at hand. 

A walk to the woods meant negotiating a large drift along the path. As we rounded 
this obstacle with considerable disturbance in the underbrush a light chattering r eached 
our ears, With a little looking we uncovered a scuttling brown mite of a winter wren, 
popping in and out of a tangle of cedar roots. I squeaked at it whereupon the reddish
brown midget got terribly excited, dashing madly from perch to perch in order to get 
better looks at us. Then, vanishing into the middle of the green cedar, it abruptly 
challenged us with that wildly rippling melody that is the very spirit of the woodland. 
Once only did we hear the stirring song, yet enough it was to tell us that this hillside 
running down to the tumbling stream was his, the realm of Nannus hiemalis, and here he 
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would stay, intruders or no. We left him to his green, rocky haunts, happy to know that 
he had survived the winter storms and had come home to sound his merry challenge in our 
woods. 

Other birds were there too, all taking up residence in the woods, preparing for the 
great season of bringing new young into the world. But it was flowers we mainly sought 
in this place, mindful of the beauty we had found here at this time the year before. 
With snow still lying in drifts beside pools of black water, or coating the bases of 
rocky mounds we really expected that there would be no flowers to be found. Nor in fact 
were there. Yet, in lifting up old leaves, still wet from melting snow, we found great 
quantities of hepatica buds, all formed and ready, green stems about to push up through 
the last inch of cover and let the buds break into bloom. Two warm days would certainly 
bring them out. What a heartening sight! And with the hastening hepaticas new dogtooth 
violet leaves were spearing through the old brown matting. Massed in great colonies 
their freckled green foretold the coming of a myriad of yellow gleams that would set 
the darkling wood alight, golden companions of the blue and white and pink hepaticas. 
We shall return soon to find the snow all changed into mirroring water, with the mirrors 
all reflecting the soft-hued April mosaic of a million million blooms, 

That this wonder was not far away was told us by the snoring call of a leopard 
frog, first of the year, when we got back to the marsh again. First and only he seemed 
to be in this wet spot but later in the evening we heard a number of swamp tree frogs 
tuning up in other wet spots down the road. True, it was a faltering chorus for the 

. temperature was sitting too low for the frogs to continue long, yet, like the rising 
hepatica buds and the singing of the fox sparrows, here was a signal of the advent of 
spring. 

So, too, were the woodcocks we heard and saw performing in the pasture. It is a 
time-honored breeding ground for them but ordinarily we have been able to find only 
one pair in this territory. Tonight, however, there were two males competing with each 
other, and later we found a third only a short distance away. We hoped that they would 
all find mates and found families here for in this vicinity there is much favorable 
habitat for this species, Tonight's experience gave us hope that it will now be taken 
up and we will find beepers our companions all around. 

On the way back from the pasture we went up a woods path, stopping beside an old 
birch tree that we had reason to believe might harbor a saw-whet owl in an old wood
pecker hole. After standing silent for a few moments we heard a sharply-whistled four
note call--Hew, Hew, Hew, Hew--all on one level but with increasing intensity, and with 
the last note rather long-drawn-out. In the darkness we never saw the bird, but, as 
this is one of the calls used by that owl, there can be no doubt that saw-whet had 
notified us of his whereabouts. As we walked on we hoped that again we would be able 
to repeat the delightful experience of some years ago when a nesting pair of saw-whet 
owls taught us more about themselves over the weeks than all the books we ever read. 

A great horned owl, hooting sepulchrally in the distance, gave us a hint as to 
where to go on another walk. 

Morning arrived cool and damp, like the day before, and again the air was full of 
song--fox sparrows, song sparrows, juncoes, robins, redwings. Out over the pasture 
I suddenly heard that sound, so sought after nowadays and so seldom heard, the 
carolling of a bluebird. The singer I could not find; probably it was only passing 
over for they often sing in flight. Yet, how good it was to know that a few of these 
beautiful birds are still with us. If only they can make a comeback and again become a 
familiar sight in our countryside. 
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Before our departure for home another spring arrival announced his presence from 
the nearby field, a phoebe calling hoarsly by the rill. 

Nearly all the birds we saw, at least the newly-returned migrants, were early 
arrivals, earlier than the average by many days. A turkey vulture, seen beating along 
the ridge, was my earliest record by seven days. 

Thus quickly does the picture change. A long winter that seemed as if it would 
never end has given way with startling suddenness to a swiftly burgeoning spring. Of 
course, we may have setbacks. There is no certainty in any of these statistics. The 
one reality is surprise. After that, after all, is a real charm of spring in the 
north--surprises, unpredictable, ever novel, keeping us ever alert, always expectant. 

April 8 - 10, 1960 

Arrived on Friday afternoon just before suppertime in a blizzard! In very 
short order the thick curtain of flakes had whitened everything so that we ate our 
meal looking out into .a Christmas-card scene. 

The general scene was wintry enough before this, Drifts several feet deep still 
remain along roadsides and by snowfences. We could not open the gate without forcing 
it through the top of an old pile of snow. Still, only a week ago it was possible and 
necessary to walk over the top of the gate on a drift! The marsh was about half-open 
but everywhere we looked on ice and snow. When the moon came out during a clear period 
in the evening it shone upon a sheeted landscape; everywhere the soft light glowed on 
ghostly white, a beautiful but eerie sight, reminding us that the spirit of winter was 
not far away. 

The next morning we walked into the woods, Snow was no longer falling though 
racing clouds still held threats. Brief breaks brought blue patches and brilliant sun. 
As these increased the snow melted rapidly. We could now see that there had been wide 
areas free from snow before this new fall, In the fields this was especially true and 
even in some parts of the woods though in most of the treed area the remains of 
winter's cover were yet thick and icy. A good deal of melting is still needed, 

Most extraordinary was the experience of freeing trees bent over so that their 
tops were encased in the deep snow. These trees have been held down like this since the 
great ice storm of last December 27-28,--more than three months! Birches, beeches, 
cedars--all sorts of trees were caught in this condition. Wherever the snow had 
retreated sufficiently so that a little pulling would release the tree without the 
breaking of branches we worked it loose. Some came up with huge clots of snow and ice 
clinging to their tops whilst others pulled away clean. All stayed more or less bent 
over but it was proof of an amazing resilience that they should have been able to rise 
at all after so prolonged an imprisonment. Most of them will eventually in all 
likelihood straighten to a normal position though many will doubtless always show the 
strain that they have suffered. 

These are the fortunate trees for they have not broken. The thousands and 
thousands that stand shattered and mauled by the ice are a sight pitiful to see. Every 
acre of woodland in this region is full of fallen limbs, of scarred, broken and ruined 
trees. It is as sad a sight as liberating the imprisoned trees was pleasant. The 
devastating effect of our several ice storms this past winter will remain as long as 
anyone now living cares to look, 

We found no flowers on this walk, or even any hints of their coming in all the 
snow. The next day, however, when melting had opened up the previously freed parts 
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again, our daughter went to the woods again, and there she found that under the old 
leaves of the hepatica were ful l y-formed buds just ready to open. Spring beauties were 
equally ready, and fresh shoots of wild garlic, new furry green leaves of wild ginger 
all told that the promise of spring, the upwelling of new green life was faithfully 
going on even under the snow. The annual miracle was under way, Only a few days of 
good warm sun and the wood wil l be crammed with a vista of colorful blooms. 

Snowy it might be, and the temperature could drop to 20° in the night, still, 
withal, the sprir.g birds like the spring flowers can not be long delayed. Late 
already, they are even now pressing on against the cold weather, and taking up 
territory as soon as they arrive. A horned owl, hooting in the night, told of a nest 
well-developed. Redwings all around were songfully contesting nesting grounds with 
each other, yes, even while the snow fell on their epaulets. Robins, mourning doves, 
cowbirds, even some phoebes are here. On Sunday morning two fox sparrows dropped in; 
possibly they are some of those that visited us a year ago. Down in the farm fields 
the meadow larks are tuning up. 

What with late snows and repeated ice storms spring is having a difficult birth 
in 1960. Yet, take hope, it will soon be here, the signs are upon the land, 

It may be seen from these three years that the coming of spring is one of the 
unpredictables in our life. Each year, each spring has its own timing and character, 
If it is to be dated by the blooming of the common flowers it can vary as much as 
four weeks, I have known hepaticas to be in bloom in the fourth week in March. Yet 
in another year I only saw my first ones on April 23, On an average, however, they 
may be expected between April 1 and April 15. Spring will come earlier along the 
shore of Lake Ontario and in the nearby ravines than it will in the more northerly 
part of the Toronto region away from the lake. Local habitat conditions will produce 
surprising variations in the timing of spri ng developments. Nonetheless by the time 
this issue of the Newsletter reaches your hands spring will be starting in some form 
all through the Toronto area, and will be ready to burst forth in all its glory 
everywhere. 

XX X XX X XX X 

Our readers will be interested in the following account of Canadian birds in the 
Chicago region. This article appeared in the Nature Bulletin (No. 704) of the Forest 
Preserve District of Cook County. 

Winter Birds From Canada In Chicagoland 

Feeding and watching birds in winter is a pastime or even a hobby enjoyed by 
thousands of people who make no pretense of being ornithologists. They have fun and 
learn a lot about birds. They learn how one kind differs from the others--in habits as 
well as in appearance--and that a bird may differ noticeably, in temperament or even 
in plumage, from others of the same species. 

One of the fascinations in feeding winter birds is that each year is different 
from the previous one and it frequently evokes some surprises. There are varying 
numbers of the usual visitors--blue,jays, downy woodpeckers, cardinals, juncos, 
chickadees, etcetere--but some winters you have "aberrants": one or more holdovers 
of kinds that normally migrate southward in autumn--such as the mourning dove, flicker, 
Carolina wren, towhee and brown thrasher. 

And then there may be a winter when you see a flock of cedar waxwings, perhaps 
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including a few Bohemian waxwings. Next year there are none of those but maybe an 
abundance of evening grosbeaks, or of purple finches, or of pine siskins. 

Such irregular migrations, called irruptions, have never been satisfactorily 
explained. They are mostly pecul:;.ar to a few species of colorful birds that breed in 
the coniferous forests of Canada and Alaska- -members of the largest of all bird families 
which includes the grosbeaks, buntings, finches and sparrows. In addition to the 
evening grosbeak and the pine gros~eak described in Bulletin No. 668, there are five 
species that also visit the Chicago region irregularly. 

The Purple Finch is a sparrow-like bird that is not purple. The male is rosy-red 
brightest on the head and rump, as if he had been dipped in raspberry wine. The female 
is brownish, heavily-streaked, with a broad whitish line over the eye and, like most 
of her cousins, smaller than the male. Purple finches are seen here during most 
winters and sometimes in considerable numbers. They come readily to feeding boards 
where sunflower, hemp and millet seeds are available. 

Another species frequently seen here is the little Pine Siskin. In coloring, size 
and actions it resembles the common goldfinch to which it is closely related. They 
tend to fly in flocks, undulating like the goldfinches and changing directions in 
unison. In summer they feed largely on fruits and insects, especially plant lice, but 
in winter--like the other birds we are talking about--they are seed eaters. 

Redpolls, which make their summer homes in the far north of both hemispheres, 
wander southward in autumn but, although numbers of them were seen here during the 
winter of 1961-62 and in 1959-60, only a few were observed this year. Redpolls look 
like fluffy little sparrows, streaked with brown, except that they have bright red 
caps on their foreheads, black chins, and the male has a pinkish breast. They are 
friendly seed-eaters that sometimes flutter onto a feeding board like falling leaves. 

Most distinctive of our occasional winter visitors are the crossbills. They have 
scissor-like bills with the upper mandible curved and crossing downward over the lower 
one. Peculiarly adapted for extracting seeds from the cones of pines, spruces and 
other cone-bearing trees, those bills and their feet are used in clambering about like 
little parrots. 

The male Red Crossbill is brick red--a unique color--with a dusky tail and dusky 
wings without any wing bars. The female is olive gray, with a yellowish rum~ and 
underparts. The male White-winged Crossbill is rosy pink with a black tail and two 
broad white bars on his black wings. During the Audubon Christmas bird census this 
winter, 11 red crossbills were observed at Morton Arboretum. The white-winged cross
bills are seldom seen here. 

XX X XX X XX X 

F.O.N. Nature Camp Scholarship 

To most people in Ontario, the name 'Muskoka 1 means vacations, forests and lakes, 
where people can enjoy nature in a way not possible in cities and towns. 

Near the western edge of Algonquin Park is Billie Bear Lodge, a first-class resort 
on Bella Lake. This year from June 29 to July 13, the 25th annual Summer Camp of the 
Federation of Ontario Naturalists will be held at Billie Bear, with leaders who are 
expert in various fields of nature: birds~ plants, trees, mammals, etc. 

A scholarship to this year's Summer Camp is available from a trust fund set up to 
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the memory of the late Miss Lilian Payne. Those eligible must be teachers, preferably 
at public schools in rural communities, and should be in a position to pass on to others 
something of the nature lore acquired at the Camp. If you would like to be considered 
for this scholarship, or if you wish to recommend someone else who is eligible, please 
write to the Federation of Ontario Naturalists at 170 The Donway West, Don Mills, Ontario, 
and mark your envelope "Lilian Payne Scholarship11

• 

Applications should include a clear description of the teacher's work relating to 
natural history, and must be received by the F.O.N. not later than April 15, 1963. 

Further information: James Woodford - Day: HI 7-7421 

Night: WA 5-7438 

XXX XX X XXX 

Once more we call to the attention of readers of the Newsletter the opportunity of 
taking part in the continuing continental study of birds and bird migration, The more 
complete the data that can be assembled the more accurate and satisfactory will be the 
results. If you have not yet contributed any of your observations this is the time to 
begin. Even if you can give information about only some of the species listed it will 
still be a help . For your convenience a copy of the report form is hereby appended. 
The directions are on it. 

R. M. Saunders, 

Editor. 



U.S. DEPARTMENT OF THE INTERIOR, BUREAU OF SPORT FISHERIES AND WILDLIFE 
PATUXENT WILDLIFE RESEARCH CENTER, LAUREL, MARYLAND 

COOPERATIVE.MIGRATION STUDY - SPRING OF 1963 

STATE: COUNTY: LOCALITY: LAT: LONG: ---- ----- ------ --
OBSERVER: _____________ ADDRESS: _____________ _ 

Species Code First Migrant 
No. Date No. 

Whistling Swan 180 -- 63 
Canada Goose 172 63 
Mallard 132 63 
Pintail 143 63 
Marsh Hawk 331 63 
Killdeer 273 63 
Common Snipe 230 63 
Mourning Dove 316 63 
Common Nighthawk 420 63 
Chimney Swift 423 63 
Ruby-t .Hummingbird 428 63 
Yel.-shaft Flicker 412 63 
Eastern Kingbird 444 63 
Gt.Cr.Flycatcher 452 63 
Eastern Phoebe 456 63 
E. Wood Pewee 4bi 63 
Barn Swallow 613 63 
Purple Martin 611 63 
Common Crow 488 63 
House Wren 721 63 
Catbird 704 63 
Brown Thrasher 705 63 
Wood Thrush 755 63 
E.Bluebird (male) 7°664 63 
E. Bluebird (fem.) 7665. 63 
Red-eyed Vireo ""624 63 
Black-&-wh. Warb. b3b 63 
Tennessee Warb. 647 63 
Yellow Warbler 652 63 
Myrtle Warbler b55 63 
Blackpoll Warb. 661 63 
Ovenbird 674 63 
Am. Redstart 687 63 
Bobolink 494 63 
Redwinged Blackbird 498 63 
Baltimore Oriole 507 63 
Scarlet Tanager 608 63 
Rose-br ,Grosbeak 595 63 
Indigo Bunting 598 63 
Am.Goldfinch 529 63 
Slate-col.Junco 567 63 
Chipping Sparrow 560 63 
White-er.Sparrow 554 63 
White-thr.Sparrow 558 63 

Peak Peak 
Date No. Date No. 

Peak 
~ No. 

Last Noted 
Date No. 

Please send reports either to Chandler S. Robbins, Patuxent Wildlife Research 
Center, Laurel, Md., or through your Audubon Field Notes Regional Editor. 

Chandler S. Robbins, James H. Zimmerman. 
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