
TORONTO FIELD NATURALISTS' CLUB NEWSLETTER 

OCTOBER MEETING 

Monday, October 7th, 1963, at 8:15 PM. 
at the 

ROYAL ONTARIO MUSEUM 

SPEAKER: Mr. Norman Pearson, Chairman of the Bruce Trail Association. 

SUBJECT: THE BRUCE TRAIL (Illustrated ) 

Mr. Pearson will bri ng us up to date on the current status of this 280-mile 
walking trail along the Niagara Escarpment - a trail which nature lovers, 
hikers and conservationists have long awaited. We welcome the opportunity 
of having our thoughts on this project br ought clearly into focus by one 
who is so closely and enthusiastically involved with "Operation Bruce Trail" 
and its many facets. 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

BOTANY 
GROUP 
Thursday 
Oct. 17 
8:00 pm 

sharp 

JUNIOR 
CLUB 

Please see next page for October Outings 

Members of the T.F,N . C. are invited to enjoy the photographic 
record of the trip described by Dr. R. M, Saunders in this 
Newsletter. Mr, Marshall Bartman will give a talk on the botany 
of the north shore of Lake Superior and will present the first 
showing of his pictures of the r are Bog Adder's Mouth Orchid. 
Meet at Hodgson School, Davisville Ave., near Mt. Pleasant Road. 

Secretary - Miss E. Lewis, HO 5-3422 

Children from 8 to 16 are invited to register at the opening 
meeting of the Toronto Junior Field Naturalists ' Club, Saturday 
October 5, in the Museum Theatre. Fee $1.00. Walt Disney's 
"Prowlers of the Everglades" will be shown; and groups organized. 

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

AUDUBON If you have not already obtained tickets for this excellent 
WILDLIFE 1963-64 series, you are advised to do so without delay, as seats 

FILMS are selling rapidly. Eaton Audi tori um box offh:e opens Sept. 28. 

FEES Fees for the 1963- 64 Club season are now due. Members are urged 
NOW DUE to renew by mail and avoid tiresome line-up at the meeting. 

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

I ) wish to renew membership in the T.F.N., and enclose 1963-64 fee as 
We) (please check): indicated, 

Single $4.00 --- Family (adults) $6.00 - - - Life $100. ---
Corresponding $2.00 (for those living outside 

---a 20-mile radius from the Royal Ontario Museum) 

Name: 

Donation$ --- ----

--------------------------- ----------
Address: ----------------- ------------------
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Saturday 
Oct. 5 . 
10:00 am 

Saturday 
Oct. 5 
10:00 am 

Saturday 
Oct. 19 
10:00 am 

Sunday 
Oct. 20 
9:15 am 

Sunday 
Oct. 27 
9:30 am 

OCTOBER OUTINGS 

WILKET CREEK PARK - Botany Leader: Dr. Carl Atwood 

To study plant pathology caused by insects , spiders and mites 
(galls , cocoons, leaf- rollers, etc.). Meet at the parking lot at 
the entrance on Leslie St. just north of Eglinton. Take Eglinton 
East bus from Eglinton Subway Station, and get off at Leslie St. 
Check bus time with the T. T. C. (HU 7-2424). 
TERRA COTTA CONSERVATION AREA - Birds Leader: Dr. R. M. Saunders 

Drive north on Highway #10 from Brampton to Victoria. Turn west at 
the crossroad in Victoria and proceed to the village of Terra Cotta. 
At the Terra Cotta Inn, turn right, up the hill, and continue to 
park entrance. There will be a parking charge of 50¢ for cars. 
Bring lunch. 

GORMLEY SIDE ROAD & BAYVIEW - Botany Leader: Prof. E. 
Another interesting botanical excursion to investigate the 
infestation aging of trees caused by fungi . 

Jorgensen 

TORONTO ISLAND - Birds Leader: Mr . John Dex 

Be sure to checl{ the time of the ferry (EM 8-2610) . If t he schedule 
is changed we will take the 9:00 am ferry in preference to the 9:30 
am. Meet at the ferry landing on Centre Island. Lunch recommended. 

RATTRAY 1 S MARSH - Birds Leader: Mr. Earle Damude 
'l'ake Highway #2 past Port Credit bridge to Bexhill Road (2 .2 miles 
past bridge - Shell station opposite Bexhill Road). Go south to the 
end of Bexhill Road. 

Mr. J . A. Gingrich, Outings Committee. 
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

Thanksgiving weekend outing in Algonquin Park, sponsored by Hamilton 
Naturalists' Club, is open to all naturalists. Full Information from 
Mrs. J. Allingham, 1067 Oneida Place, Burlington, Ontario. 

Those interested in fungi are invited to attend a meeting at t he Botany 
Building, University of Toronto, on Sept . 30 at 8:00 p.m., to discuss 
the organization of a lecture and laboratory course dealing with the 
identification of edible and poisonous mushrooms. 

"ARCTIC CANADA" is the title or a two-hour film-lecture to be pres ented 
by Edgar T. Jones, of Edmonton, Alberta, at Eaton Auditorium on Oct. 3, 
4 and 5, at 8:30 p.m . Many members will recall with great pleasure , Mr. 
Jones I showing of his II Alberta Outdoors 11 at our Fevruary, 1960 , ineeting . 
Although not part of our Audubon Wildlife series, we feel that 11 Arctic 
Canada" should be recommended as a worthwhile treat for all naturalists . 
Tickets $1.25; $1 . 65; $2.00; from Eaton Auditorium box office. 

There is a bungalow for sale at West HillJ whose owners have during the 
past several years developed and maintained a bird sanctuary and feeding 
station. Mrs. Parnell (AT 4-4565) would welcome enquiries from house
hunting naturalists who would keep up the good work so lovingly begun. 

President - Dr . David Hoeniger Secretary - Mrs. H. Robson (HU 1-0260) 
Assistant Secretary & Program Convenor 

- Miss Ruth Marshall. 



Number 197 

-✓ ~~~tJ!teld N~tmir~t!Sbi\, Ovb. 
"' .,.,,. . ) 

~~~--~ ~:: 

/(/{( WHtll ;i(Ai,;,,, 
. r, LJ.I{"'""• 

NEVvSLETTER 

Authorized as second class mail 
by the Post Office Department, Ottawa, 

and for payment of postage in cash. 

September 1963 

Straight out of the north the stiff breeze sent spray swirling along the 
sides of the ship as the vessel plunged ancl rolled through the wa.ves, heading right 
into the wind. White-topped rollers sparkled in the sun, and herring gulls came 
screaming up behind, eager for man's largesse. One man held a slice of bread in his 
band by the rail and a gull, bolder than his fellows, swept in, taking the offered 
slice as neatly as a pickpocket. It was, of course, the more generous offerings that 
the stewards sent overboard every so often that the gull flock was really awaiting. 
When these came the birds dropped back, and we thought they had gone, but no, in an 
incredibly short time they had scavenged all the edibles and were back with the ship, 
screaming for more. Yet who could deny anything to these free-gliding beauties, 
gleaming white against the water's blue? For the passengers who stayed on deck, in 
the sun--drenched lee of the stern cabins, this was an exciting and pleasant trip. 
Had the spray that swept up into the air not smelled and tasted fresh we could have 
thought ourselves at sea. In fact we were on Lake Huron, bound from Tobermory to 
South Bay Mouth in Manitoulin. 

For those of us who sat on the deck that August 1 afternoon, Mrs . Saunders, 
Marshall Bartman and I, this was the beginning of an intensive search, a hunt for a 
tiny plant, the smallest orchid in North America, and possibly the rarest, 
Malaxis paludosa, Bog Adder's Mouth. It is known to occur in only five places on 
the continent : Alaska, British Columbia, the Ogoki watershed in the Hudson Bay 
lowlands , northern Minnesota and the Sibley Peninsula in northwestern Ontario. In 
each locale it is confined to inaccessible bog areas, is always scarce and is very 
difficult to find because of its small size and inconspicuous appearance. We were 
bound for the Sibley Peninsula where more of these little orchids have been found 



than anywhere else though even here, it appears, fewer than one hundred and fifty 
plants have been seen in about thirty-five years. One was seen last year, and it was 
this frail lead that was taking us there, for the naturalist-ranger at Sibley 
Provincial Park knew where this plant was. We had hopes that he could take us to it . 
He had been alerted that we were coming and had kindly agreed to l ook the plant up 
before we arrived. Should we succeed in seeing this plant in bloom Marshall would be 
able to fill one of the last serious gaps in his almost complete photographic 
collection of the nearly eighty Canadian orchids, and we would all be seeing one of 
the rarest of Canadian flowers. 

By noon next day we were sitting beside a large roundish pond along the 
Trans-Canada Highway. All one end of' its dark water was whitened with the blooms of 
pond lilies, a pleasing panorama in which to partake of a picnic lunch. Night found 
us at Batchawana Bay where we were to spend the next two days. Here we had truly 
reached the north as the deep, throaty krruck of a raven, calling beside the river, 
and a family of goldeneye on the water told us. 

The miles-long sand beach that graces this huge bay is a compelling 
attraction to the many campers that crowd its shore. But it was flowers and birds 
that we were after, not beaching. In our possession was a copy of Hosie and Taylor 1 s 
report on their botanical explorations in this area in 1935, and though our little 
orchid was not on their list many other items of great interest were . We tried our 
luck that first evening, making our way through a purple cloud of fireweed along a 
log-strewn shore, only to come to an impasse where we were forced to climb out along 
a tangled pile of bleached old trunks set like a crazy dam across the mouth of an 
inlet. Our sudden appearance sent wood duck, blue-winged teal and mallards 
scattering up the long finger of water in search of cover. We were stymied and 
had to retreat for the jungle of tipsy derelicts appeared to go on indefinitely. 
The sun set that night a flaming red and, remembering the old weather saw, we looked 
forward hopefully to the next day. So much for such folklore; the day came dark and 
sombre, heavy with the roll .of thunder and drenched with rain in repeated showers. 

We ventured out, even so, up and down a number of roads but we couldn't 
find light enough to take a picture let alone see flower or bird. After lunch, 
however, the rain stopped, and if fog began to blow in from the lake it was possible 
to get around. We drove out along Corbeil Point, one of the places where Taylor 
had done his collecting. The road ended and we rolled along a track. Finally we 
left the car and took to the woods. All dripping still, yet who cares about that 
if a real find might be made! As a matter of fact we found nothing: we were found! 
Wben we got back to our car there was a police cruiser and a policeman investigating 
the car . We couldn' t imagine what was the matter. As it turned out the officer 
was afraid that some of the rough characters in the neighborhood mig}:lt be "stripping 
the car". He had taken particular note of' all our binoculars, cameras and other 
equipment . When we explained what we were doing he was quite interested and very 
helpful . Having heard our story and looked at the maps he told us of a newly bull
dozed road that might get us to the spot we sought . We had tried one such road in 
the morning and ended at a spanking new shore lodge. But then the policeman 1 s road 
started out through the local dump; we had seen it before but how were wo to know 
it was going anywhere! 

Following his advice we negotiated the dump and went on what proved to be 
a new development road, running for many miles up the east s:Lde of Pancake Bay . 
We had not gone too f'ar when a low spot appeared to our right. This migbt be our 
place . We stopped, and I pushed down through the dripping bushes until I began to 
wade in sphagnum moss. All the plants were bowed with the wet and matted together. 
Nonetheless) as I parted the growth I saw in the moss slender heads of delicate 
white flowers . Bejewelled with drops of water, pressed into the lush moss, their 



true shape and color was bard to detect. I stopped and raised one; the water shook off, 
a spike of cream-colored, club-shaped blooms lay cupped in my hand . At once I r ose 
and shouted to the others, "Here is Habenaria claveJ.~!3-ta. 11 Never before had I laid 
eyes on it but a close study of books and pictures had told me what to be prepared for. 
This was the green woodland or clubbed orchid, its distinctive blossoms twisted 
obliquely along the flower head in a way that showed the long spurs to perfection. 
To both Ann and me this was a new orchid, and to Marshall it meant a chance to get a 
good picture where previously he had had only a mediocre one. We plunged further into 
the spongy wet and soon found that we were wading through masses of this orchid. 
Then, right before us, was another orchid. We stooped to examine it carefully, but 
we couldn't be sure so I rushed back t o the car and brought in the requisite volume 
of Britton and Brown and the necessary 10 X glass. In a moment we were sure, the 
characteristic points were checked . We were looking at Spiranthes romanzoffiana, 
the Hooded Ladies' Tresses, another rarity, so far as Southern Ontario goes, one we 
had previously seen only on the Bruce Peninsula, and again one that Marshall needed 
to find in order to try for a better picture. Indeed, here in the bog we had found 
two of the three orchids we had especially come to see. Thanks to the helpful policeman we 
had located this rewarding spot that otherwise we would have missed. True, we could 
not get the wanted pictures on this dull, foggy afternoon, but tomorrow might be better. 

We ended our day by exploring the new road to its end in a pile of bull
dozed trees . Beyond the forest screen we could hear waves crashing on rocks . We 
picked our way thence through the trees, seeing still another orchid on the r oute , the 
little white spikes of Rattlesnake Plantain (Goodyera tesselata), rising from marbled 
leaves, until we stood on a formidably stoney shore. :ft'og hung low over the water, 
but occasionally a lash of wind cleared a view. Spray burst over dark ledges: and 
even on these exposed rocks there were flowers, graceful, nodding harebells and dwarfed, 
stubbornly sturdy goldenrod. Grace and courage in the gloom. Overhead four great 
black shapes emerged momentarily out of the grey, veering suddenly as they glimpsed 
the intruders on their lonely shore, ravens, dwellers in the wilderness. On such a 
scene as this must the coureurs de bois have looked many times: the ravens they could 
not have failed to see; I wonder if they saw the harebell and the goldenrod? 

To our satisfaction, the next morning dawned sunny. We rushed back to the 
bog on Corbeil Point, took all the pictures we needed, and then went on to explore the 
scenic Trans-Canada route as far as Montreal River. Most of what we saw were stimulating 
ventures in beauty - far vistas over blue water t o spruce-studded islands, high, rocky, 
green-coated headlands, crashing waves on curving beaches . Along the highway, where it 
pierced the woods, were streams of purple and gold, fireweed and St. Johnswort. 
Occasionally the fireweed sweeping in to claj_m a f ire-made opening created a huge pool 
of purple in the greenwood, such a show as would make the passerby suck in his breath 
in startled delight. To come a:fter all this to the Montreal River, from which we had been 
led to expect so much, and t o see its savage, scenic grandeur so completely obscured 
and marred by road and water power development as t o be drearily uglified was the 
biggest disappointment of our trip. As a result we ate a somewhat disconsolate picnic 
on the beach, then retraced our way to Batchewana Bay. 

Fortunately for our peace of mind we decided to go up to Batchewana Falls 
that afternoon. There we found the sunlight playing upon the white, frothy water and 
the dark gorge in such a way as to give us most dramatic views. This was the lower 
falls. We had heard of an upper falls . It might offer even greater beauty, so we 
continued up the road, on and on beside the stream. We went so far that we were 
beginning to doubt our directions when we saw a car drawn up by the side of t he road. 
We were miles off the highway in a very lonely stretch . It must be a fisherman if 
it weren't a crazy naturalist for the hunting season was not yet on. But as we drew up 
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a small girl, all alone, appeared. She was getting something from the car. We stopped 
to ask her about the upper falls of the Batchewana. Of that she knew uothing but in the 
woods not far away, she said, was a very lovely falls on a small stream that flowed into 
the Batchewana , We decided that this sounded interesting, and asked if we could go in 
with her . Our first guess had been right, it seemed. Her father, a fisherman, had 
found this falls by walking up the stream the previous evening, finding at the foot of 
the falls a fine fishing pool. She consented to take us in. Certainly, without her 
aid, we would never have discovered this place for though it was no more than three or 
four hundred yards from the road it was only approachable through dense bush. Nor did 
we hear the music of the falls until we stood almost in sight of it, so deadening of 
sound was the dense forest screen. When we did emerge into the glade we stood for a 
moment transfixed , Before us, sun-steeped in the middle of the dark green trees, 
descended a curtain of silvered lace from far above our heads, a shimmering veil 
worthy of the very spirit of the woods. The people who were there hardly seemed to 
matter, of them we were oblivious. This was the wild, and this delicate, sunlit falls 
a gem of the wilderness. Yet here was something more. It could not be ignored. 
We bad been led from the depth of real disappointment to the altitude of worship. 
What other attitude is possible before such a sight? In such a mind we ended our day. 

In the morning we resurn~d the journey toward our further goal at Sibley. 
With renewed vigor we passed beyond Montreal River and on to Wawa, named for the wild 
Canada goose. A wonderful likeness of this great bird stands at the entrance to the 
town where the roads divide, looking out over a far-reaching valley with spread wings 
as if about to take off on a long migration. A night at Wawa and a look at the famed 
Michipicoten Falls, where we saw Kalm's Lobelia blooming in blue bundles on grey rocks 
within washing distance of the water of the falls, and then on our way. It would be 
pleasant to stop with you at all the striking lookout points, the many falls and 
plunging rivers that we saw along this wonderful new scenic highway, of which Canada has 
every reason to be intensely proud, but we cannot for you will remember that we are on 
a special mission. I will only say that at Terrace Bay we stopped to look at another 
bog, just on speculation that we might find our little orchid there. We did not, but as 
we waded knee-deep in the yellow-green sphagnum we could not help but notice certain 
large, lobed leaves, almost lying on the moss . When looked at carefully they were 
found to belong to plants that were growing up through the heavy moss cover. Then 
suddenly there was a stem sticking up along with the leaves that held the largest, 
most resplendent orange-red "raspberry" any of us had ever seen. At least it looked 
like an enormous raspberry but so big as to be unbelievable. Ann found the first one 
but other of these incredible berries emblazoned the green sphagnum, like huge jewels 
in a green gembox. Only when we took one to the car and traced it through the key in 
Britton and Brown did we really discover that this was the famous cloudberry or baked
apple berry , a true dweller of the cold north, which here was reaching its southern 
limit . Since it belongs to the same genus (Rubus) as the raspberry no wonder it 
seemed to us like a giant version of' that familiar fruit: that, indeed, is exactly what 
it was, though it has, of course, a distinct character all its own . 

Another day's run brought us by mid-afternoon to the neighborhood of the 
Sibley Peninsula, our main objective. As soon as we were settled in a motel on the 
highway we drove into the provincial park to find our friend, the park naturalist, and 
see what he had to say. We finally tracked him down leading a nature hike and waited 
for him to come out. When he did we made arrangements to meet the next day, early in 
the morning as he had to take another party out later. 

Our anticipation was high as we foregathered at Lake Marie Louise headquarters 
in the morning. We were going straight to the spot beside a little boggy lake where the 
one plant of the much-sought bog adder's mouth had been discovered the previous summer. 
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Surely, it or another of its kind would be there to greet us. It was a lovely little 
lake, edged with black spruce and a spongy bog, apparently just the sort of place where 
we could expect to find our so-desired plant. Entrance to the area was leisurely and 
tortuous. Again we saw the hooded ladies• tresses, a beautiful stand in a spruce 
grove near the water . Then came the commoner green-flowered bog orchid that grows 
near home as well as up in the north, and the one-leaved rein orchid, another 
familiar. Orchids were everywhere. This was certainly a favored territory. We 
followed animal trails, mostly made by moose which are common here, and picked our 
way in their tracks towards a small opening near the lake. At last we arrived; we stood 
on the spot we had driven nearly a thousand miles to be in. And there the sad truth 
was revealed. 11There is where it was, 11 our friend the naturalist informed us, pointing 
to an ancient rotted stump, 11right on that, but when I came the other day to have a 
look for it I found that a moose had stepped on it! 11 He had not had a chance to tell us 
since we were already en route, though he had written. Perhaps it is better that we 
did not receive that letter. We had travelled a thousand miles to find that a moose 
had inadvertently destroyed our one little orchid. 

Our feelings at this moment need no description. Frank Morris, author 
of the well-known book, Our Wild Orchids, who came to this same area in the 1920 1 s 
to look for this same elusive orchid, came in at the end of his first day 1 s hunt 
looking, we are told, 11 utterly crestfallen11

, since he had not found it. Our expec
tations had been more certain than his and our reactions corresponded. The naturalist
ranger showed us where to look, then he had to leave. We spent an intensive several hours 
combing the area, out to the very edge of the quaking bog, in amongst the spruces, in 
all seemingly likely spots. We found eight kinds of orchids, including Malaxis 
monophyllos, a close relative of the species we sought, but not a sign of Bog Adder 1 s 
Mouth. And for it there could be no substitute. We saw a loon's family, two adults 
and two young, outhe lake, the only successful loon family reported this summer on 
the peninsula. We saw a ruffed grouse family, the female standing within a shoe-
length of my foot. We saw moose tracks, moose droppings -- even smelled moose. Darn 
the moose, one of them stepped on our Malaxis. We tried another bog after lunch; 
again no results. Like Morris we, too, went away defeated and glum. 

But he had come back another day and found his plant. We could not give up 
more easily, so the next day we were back again, This time the naturalist-ranger 
directed us to another bog at Middlebrun Bay, an isolated spot reached by a long and 
tricky bush track through which the car was driven with utmost circumspection and 
trepidation . We did eventually arrive without mishap and found the bog immediately 
adjacent to the lake, very convenient and very extensive. This was , indeed, a 
truly magnificent bog, wild, splashy and remote , replete with flowers, mostly orchids. 
Surely our Malaxis must grow here; We separated, the three of us, to look over as 
much of the area as possible. I soon found myself alone, out of sight and sound 
of the others , carefully scanning mounds of sphagnum as I waded through the moss, pushing 
on as I would plough through snow. All of a sudden I saw a single tiny orchid on one 
of the mounds and, falling forward in my rush, I said to myself, 11You 1 ve got it. 11 

No, unhappily, it was another disappointment. Little orchid it was, a dainty heart
leaved twayblade, but no Malaxis. I had to go on. Brown-headed chickadees and red
breasted nuthatches came to complain of my intrusion. I ignored them. Then, 
retracing my steps along a muchy old lane I found my companions all disappeared. One 
more try, then, and I swung in an arc through another and wetter part of the bog to 
emerge into an opening where tall white orchids lifted their spikes everywhere and 
the air was perfumed with their scent. I counted 200 orchids in bloom from where 
I stood. At that moment Marshall appeared at the other end of the opening and, 
seeing me, called out, 11Have you ever seen anything like this? 11 No, of course, we 
hadn 1t, any of us . What we were looking at was a mass of white bog orchids (Habenaria 
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dils.tata) of such number that only the s:ght of it would make it seem possible. 
Such encounters as this must have been common when our ancestors first came to North 
America. Today it is possible, if at all, only in remote and inaccessible places. 
Later I took Ann in to see this spot for this was a sight not to be missed; we did 
not find our Malaxis at Middlebrun but we came away so moved by what we had seen that 
our sense of failure was strongly tempered by a sense of gratitude at the wonders we 
had been privileged to see. 

In the afternoon we got together again with our ranger friend and he took us 
through yet another bog, a veritable maze of old trees, tangled roots and mucky pools. 
Here we came upon a glorious stand of the large, round-leafed orchid (Habenaria 
orbiculata), the broad heads of white blooms standing like ivory carvings in shafts 
of sunlight in the dark woods. Once more we failed to find the Malaxis, but I am 
sure all of us ended that second day of bog crawling with the feeling that even if 
we did not find our rarity we would still have seen wonders of beauty that few 
people ever look upon. 

There was, in fact, one further possible source of help. If we could get 
in touch with Claude Garton, the well-known botanical collector of Fort William, 
who has, it would appear, seen more specimens of Mal.axis paludosa than any other living 
person in North America, he might be able to lead us to one of the plants. By dint 
of enquiry we learned that he was collecting in the Dorion-Black Bay area. As this 
was not too far away we drove over late in the afternoon. In the search for the 
house where he was said to be staying we landed at the start in a Bible camp where 
one of the students, taken from a class, showed us a track across a field that led 
into the property we sought. There we discovered first an empty new house, then a 
padlocked cabin guarded by two friendly kittens, and finally a house watched by a 
very powerful police dog. No person anywhere. We drove back to Dorion rather 
dejected, made more enquiries and found where Garton visited a good deal and drove 
there. He was not there. The best we could do was to leave the telephone number of 
our motel to which we returned really let down. We had been back an hour when the motel 
manager came to the door. Claude Garton was on the phone. 

Glory be! Garton was free the next day. He would be glad to to with us, 
and though he hadn't been in the Provincial Park area for two years, he would be 
glad to take us to another part where the little orchid bad previously been found. 
Marshall, who knew him, made the arrangements. Next morning we arrived early at the 
house guarded by the police dog, not now in evidence, and picked up Claude as well 
as a young bird-artist friend of his who was coming along too . We drove quickly to 
the park and out to the very end at Silver Islet. The bog chosen for this third day 
was not far from here. Frank Morris, incidently, had stayed at Silver Islet when 
he was in search of this same orchid. 

From the experienced Garton we quickly learned that the type of pog we 
had been searching up to now were not exactly the right sort. At least, in his 
experience, Bog Adder's Mouth always was to be found where mounds of sphagnum moss 
overhang open water pools. We had chanced on some of these in our hunt but bad not 
concentrated on such spots. Now, under his guidance, we would do so. 

The bog into which he led us was, without question, the toughest, most 
tangled and wateriest we had yet been in. It was a maze of winding waterways, black 
pools and muck-holes in the midst of criss-crossed, dead and living cedars and spruce. 
Around the roots of living trees and the piles of uprooted trees grew great ·mounds 
of sphagnum moss. Here, if there was open water beneath, we were to look. And we 
were looking for a tiny green plant that could be anything from ~ne to eight inches 
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tall, a little green plant in a green sphagnum world. Morris says that he bad to 
get down on bis hands and knees to find it. Garton tells us that he too was once 
down amongst the sphagnum so far that he found bis orchid only when coming around a 
corner bis face ran into it. This, I can well understand, for once you are down in 
one of those water channels you may sink to near your knees in the water -- or more 
if you're unlucky. By then the sphagnum mounds may be over your head, or you may be 
crouching so as to get on a level with the waterside edge of the mound. 

In fact, as soon as we had picked our way into the correct area we 
separated, each down his own channel, and I had proceeded but a few yards when I got 
up onto a dead trunk to see where the others were. Not a person was to be seen! 
Yet they were all only yards away. Everyone was so hidden in the channels or behind 
the mounds that they were not visible, Thus we grubbed our way through water and 
muck, over and under trees, up obstacles and down, along animal trails and through 
straight tangle for an hour, for two hours, I had gone over my boots more than once. 
I had squatted so much that I had split out both knees of rrry trousers. I had found 
nothing. It was nearing noon so I turned back and took a straight line towards the 
road. It was really rough going, and I had no idea I was nea1· any of the others, so 
busy was I fighting my way, until I pushed through one more tangle and saw Claude a 
few feet ahead of me. I stopped for breath and, as I did so, he said, "Hello, Dick. 
Have you found anything?" Hearing my, "No", he replied, "Neither have I". Then, 
turning bis head, as if going to move on, he suddenly ejaculated, "Good Heavens. 
Here it is!" 

Electrified, I sloshed rapidly towards him, again going over my boots, 
and stood beside him to look in wonder at a tiny green orchid, the plant for which 
we had spent so much effort and come so far to find, He pointed quickly to the 
identifying bulblet and corm at the base of the plant. I shouted for Marshall who 
was quite a distance away. He came stumbling as I had done, and didn't know until 
he arrived at our pool that I was calling him to see the much-sought flower. He 
thought I was shouting for him to come to lunch , He could hardly believe our plant 
was really found, that it now stood before his eyes. 

Leaving him to his wondering admiration Claude and I went out to the car, 
got the necessary photographic equipment, and found Ann. Then we all trooped back to see 
the longed-for, really-found rarity photographed. 

Standing in water nearly to the top of his boots Marshall set up his 
apparatus. Most fortunately the sun was on the sphagnum mound where the little 
orchid stood but it was necessary to cast a shadow behind it for a suitable back
ground. Ann provided the shadow! As he manoeuvred to get the right position Marshall 
got down nearer and nearer the water. Ann called out, "Marshall, you' re going to 
sit in the water." At that very moment Marshall abruptly got up, saying ruefully, 
"I already have!" To Clau_de and me behind him this was quite obvious. For two 
hours the photography went on. Lunch was forgotten. Everything was forgotten save 
only the precious Bog Adder's Mouth. 

After a while Claude and I took another look around for other possible 
plants but there were no others. We had found, it would seem, the one and only 
tiny green Malaxis paludosa in the neighborhood. And that, according to the best
informed observers, is the usual way in which this tiny orchid is distributed, one 
or two at a time or j_n one place. Why is it so rare? No one knows. But we all 
of us know now why the Bog Adder's Mouth is so seldom found . As Claude said when 
we came out, "Only people as crazy as we are would go into such a place." It is not 
only the place, however, but the infrequency with which it occurs even in such places. 

- 9 .. 



Thanks to Cl aude Garton our thousand-mile jaunt--it was 2800 miles before 
we got home--and our three days of bog-crawli ng had ended in what had seemed so near 
being impossible success. We came home riding on that success and surrounded by the 
glory of a little green orchid l i vi ng in a bog. 

X X X XX X XX X 

Highlights of T.F.N.C. hikes (Apr il-June, 1963.)_ 

A large group of about seventy observers covered Centre Island and Hanlan 1 s 
Poi nt with T, Carr on Apri l 20, having the good fortune to see such interesting 
spring migrants as Canada goose , short-billed marsh wren, white-crowned and fox 
sparrows, and a whip-poor-will, the last a rarity on the island. 

On April 21 some 34 members and f r iends enjoyed a hike along the Humber 
valley from the Old Mill to Dundas Street wi th Joan Woods as leader. They saw thirty
t wo kinds of birds, heard t he song of the winter wren, always a treat, and saw skunk 
cabbage, bloodroot and yellow adder's tongue (Erythronium americanum) in bloom, 

April 27th found thirty or so observers following Clive Goodwin through 
Purpleville Woods and t he Boyd Conservation Area. They saw 37 species of birds, 
including a pileated woodpecker and a Cooper ' s hawk. Mourning cloak butterflies 
were common. Coltsfoot, hepatica, spring beauty and yellow trout lily (Erythronium 
americanum) were in bloom. They also saw a redbacked salamander and several of 
the smaller animals . 

On April 28 Don Burton took twenty people through Cedarvale Ravine from 
Boulton Drive to Bathurst Street. Of the 32 kinds of birds seen a snipe, flushed from 
the stream, a nesting colony of grackles and a fox sparrow were outstanding. 

A count of 43 species of birds in the old Belt Line Ravine on May 4 
when George Fairfield led f i fty observers on a successful outing showed the spring 
migration stepping up. They saw bluejays on migration, and found a number of 
warblers, the golden-winged being especially appreciated, and saw rose-breasted 
grosbeak and white-crowned spar row. 

A walk the next day, May 5, at t he Island with David Hoeniger as leader 
and thirty observers again emphasized t hat May migration was well developed, for 
67 species were seen. These included quite a few warblers, an early hummingbird, 
dunlins and approximately a thousand Bonaparte's gulls. 

On May 11 Rosemary Gaymer took 17 followers through High Park, showing 
them 48 kinds of birds, of which green heron, sora rail, wood thrush, scarlet tanager, 
rose-breasted grosbeak, and notably a yellow-breasted chat were es:pecially noteworthy. 

Also on May 11 was the experimental trip to Tweed and vicinity led by 
Drs. Peter Peach and Walter Tovell , Some fifty people turned up for this outing who 
were shown 52 kinds of birds, including our now unhappily scarce bluebird, who also 
saw a patch of rare albino red trillium, and who received a real educati on in the 
local geology . The experiment was voted a success, "worth repeating. " 

This same weekend on the next day, May 12, Jack Gingrich led another 
successful hike, this one at Presqu'ile Provincial Park, ~or which 53 people came. 
They managed a count of 65 species of birds including an excellent flight of Canada 
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geese, a flock of pine siskins, an interesting assortment of shorebirds, a Caspian 
tern and a surf seater. 

Saturday, May 25, found some fifty observers combing the Terra Cotta 
Conservation Area in pursuit of botany and ecology primarily under the leadership of 
Helen Lawrence and A. F. Coventry. Professor Coventry gave an informative talk on 
the topography of this region at the start, and the group then went on to find a fine 
show of rattlesnake fern (Botrychium virginianum), fringed polygflla in full bloom, 
and shagbark hickory in beautiful bud. Birds came in to the picture too with broad
winged hawk migration, wood duck, and a chance to compare the similar songs of the 
yellow-throated vireo and the scarlet tanager. A part of the group saw a Wilson's 
phalarope at Sandford's pond. 

On May 26 about fifty people followed Jim Baillie along the lakeshore from 
Whitby to Frencbman's Bay, piling up the excellent count of 71 species of birds seen. 
The highlights were the sights of nine kinds of shore birds and 12 kinds of warblers but 
the greatest excitement came with the view of two flocks of whimbrel at Eastbourne, 
a knot near Whitby and a raft of 14 brant geese off Frencbman' s Bay. 

On June 1 J. A. Dex led a group of 15 through the Claremont Conservation 
Area. It was a pleasant trip but the list of 38 birds seen suggests that the migration 
was on the wane and that chiefly residents were being noted. Highlights were mourning 
warbler and indigo bunting. 

On June 2 Mrs. Eve Cobb, Jack Gingrich and Mary Spiers took an enthusiastic 
group of 27 into the Rock Chapel Sanctuary, where they had a good time with the botany 
and geology as well as with birds, of which they saw 53 kinds -- black terns, indigo 
buntings, scarlet tanagers and a red-eyed vireo ' s nest right over the path . 

Dr. Fletcher Sharp reports that the botany walks, led on Thursday nights by 
Miss Erna Lewis, and on Saturday, June 1 by Dr. Sharp were a real success, with as many 
as 28 people turning out for a hike . He suggests that they be continued through June 
next year. 

The season came to a pleasant conclusion with a trip to Hilton Falls, near 
Campbellville , led by Mr . & Mrs. N. Orbell, of the South Peel Field Naturalists' Club. 
A large group was piloted across fields and dry woods, and picked their way through wet, 
rocky bushland, to see a wide variety of plants in bloom, from an early summer profusion 
of buttercups and daisies and may apples to less well-known species such as highbush 
cranberry, bladdernut and wood betony. Twelve kinds of ferns were seen, including 
the comparatively rare Goldie's fern, and 40 species of birds, probably all summer 
residents, were noted by those who dared to look up while negotiating the damp and 
slippery rocks. Some of the group stood to watch a school of speckled trout basking 
in the river, and lunch beside the lovely falls was the occasion for much picture
taking. 
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President - Dr. David Hoeniger 
Vice-President - Mr. Ronald F. Norman 
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Executive members: 
Miss Ethel Day 
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Mr. G. Marshall Bartman 
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STATEMENTS OF RECEIPTS AND DISBURS:EMENTS 

For the year ending April 30, 1963 
Receipts 

Membership fees 
Donations 
F.O.N. Christmas cards, etc. 
Check lists 
Interest on stocks & bonds 
Sale of rights 
Exchange on cheques 
Cheques redeposited 
Audubon '1-lildlife Films 

Total receipts 
Add balance on hand April 30, 1962. 

Disbursements 

Printing 
Postage 
Office supplies 
Theatre, films, projection 
Salaries, honoraria, etc . 
F.O.N. Christmas cards , etc . 
Check lists 
Affiliation fees 
F. O.N. Camp scholarship 
Donations - F. O. N. Nat ural Areas Fund ) 

Long Point Bird Observatory) 
Junior Fiel d Naturalists ) 

Purchase of stocks 
Sundries 
Cheques returned by bank 
Bank charges, exchange & safekeeping 
Audubon Wildlife Films 
Provision for o/s invoice (wildlife Films) 

Total disbursements 
BALANCE April 30, 1963 
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$2 ,300.00 
116.45 
578.11 
23.60 

131.90 
1.58 

.85 
14. 76 

3,010. 68 
6 , 177.93 
1,758.70 

771.25 
113. 13 
119.74 
431. 15 
650.00 
489.47 
27 .00 
78 .90 

125.00 
1,575.00 

117. 00 
20.91 
14.76 
4.95 

1,386.87 
115.00 

6,040 . 13 
1,896 . 50 




