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Toronto Field Natura Ii st st 

December Meetings 

Monday, December 7th, 1953 at 8.15 p.m. 

at the 

ROYAL ONT.ARIO MUSEUM 

Speaker: F.A. Urquhart, Ph.D. 

l l 

C l ub 

Director, Royal Ontario Museum of Zoology and Palaeontology 

SUbject: "The Migrations of the Monarch Butterfly" 
Illustrated with coloured slides and motion pictures. 

ROTUNDA DISPLAY 

A display of autumn plants by Dr. Fletcher Sharp. 

Two illustrated lectures by Mr. Dick Bird, well known Canadian 
lecturer, whose fascinating talks we heard last Spring, have been 
arranged for March, 1954. They will be held in Bloor· Collegiate 
Auditorium on March 10th and 11th. and are entitled 

CAMERA TRAILS ALONG NATURE TRAILS - March 10th. 

and 
THE ALPHABET OF THE OUTDOORS - March 11th. 

Tickets, price $1.00 per lecture, may be obtained at any meeting 
of the club beginning with December, or by mail from the Secretary. 
They were a sellout last year, so better· get yours early ! 

DECEMBER OUTING 

Saturday, December 12th. 
Upper Humber Valley, Dundas Street to Old Mill. 

Meet at 2.00 p.m. at bus stop at east end of Dundas 
Street viaduct over the Humber. Walk to Old Mill 
on west side of river, return on east side. A good 
spot to see winter birds with Clive Goodwin. 

Do you appreciate receiving your Newsletter? If so, and you 
have not already sent it, we would appreciate receiving your 
fee of $2.00 for the year. This is the last warning to delin
quents. After this - no fee - no Newsletter~ 

Secretary - Mrs. J.B. Stewart, 
21 Millwood Road, 
Toronto. HCJ.9-5052 
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Number 119 - November, 1953. 

Hature Notes on a Texas Tour - by J.M. Barnett 
(concluded) 

THE VALLEY 

One of the best birding spots to visit in Texas is "the 
Valley", as the district around Brownsville and the Delta of the 
Rio Grande is known. And the best and most enthusiastic birdnan 
there is lir. Luther Goldman of San Benito, who is the Manager of 
the Laguana Atacosa and Santa Ana Refuges. Our arrival at his 
home at 5 p.m. was most inopportune. The Goldmans were asleep, 
resting after a tiring day guiding a group of Audibon visitors 
around, and our persistent knocking woke· them up. Instead of 
being irritated, they both came up with a smile and after a 
friendly visit, arranged for our accommodation at a Motel and 
promised to take us out the next day. 

Picking us up at the Post Office Building at 8 a.m., 
Mr. Goldnan first drQve us out to the home of Mr. Ned Hudson, a 
birder friend of his who was to accompany us. While the two nen 
planned their course, we looked around the grounds at a number of 
Papyea trees in fruit and at a large bush covered with sweet
scented red flowers which was new to us and which we were in
formed was the Bird of Paradise Bush. 

Out first objective was the private property of a large 
landowner where, along a recasa (stream) bed, was some marsh, a 
bush of Mexican Ironwood Trees and a thick tangle of underbrush 
and vines, an ideal spot for Warblers if any were around. Cross
ing the stream at a small dam, we plunged almost immediately into 
the deep shade of the trees where our presence set up a number 
of alarr.1 notes among which our guide distinguished those of 
Cardinals and Chats. Following a footpath, we soon saw our first 
new bird, za Couch's Kingbird, and had a splendid look while Hr. 
Goldman pointed out the differences between it and the Arkansas 
Kingbird lrhich it closely resembles with its yellow breast. 
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Soon after, a Greem Jay scroamod and as wo wore vory anxious to 
soe one of those birds, we stopped while Mr. Goldman started squeak
ing. The bird's curiosity was immediately aroused and it gradually 
approached until it was in the trees just above our hoads. Ho had 
a lovely view of this most beautiful of the Jays and folt that, if 
we didn't soo any other birds, our visit here was worthwhile. A 
flutter of wings and a glimpse of a large bird flying off through 
the trees was our first intro 3.uction to the Chachi?-laca and then 
looking down Mr. Goldman saw tho egg. We had evidently come on 
Mrs. Chachalaca just after she had been caught short and had de
posited her contribution to the perpetuity of the species on tho 
ground. Tho result was a white egg about the size of a hon's but 
with a very rough surface. 

As HO proceeded through the bush, we flushed a Pauraquo, a 
large Goatsuckor of tho Whippoorwill family, identified by tho 
white on either side of the tail, which we were furtunato to soc 
before it disappeared in tho trees. But this was not all for lfr. 
Hudson lod us a little further where he showed us tho female 
sitting 011 her nest on the ground by the side of a log whore she 
was well camouflaged. We didn't disturb her. Another flurry of 
wings and uo caught sight of a bird, like an overgrown Roadrunner 
flying off among the trees. Another Chachalaca; but this time the 
perpetuation of tho species had a better chance, for almost ir.u~od
iately it:r. Hudson announced a nost. In the fork of a nearby tree 
were a fo1:r sticks crisscrossed and, balanced on the top of them, 
were two e8e;s. How this big bird manages to keep them on tho 
flimsy structure she builds and how the young maintain their posi-. 
tion once thoy start to grow were questions which immodiatoly 
arose. 

As we moved into a space which was a bit open, tho cooing 
of doves proclaimed the presence of both the Whitewinged and tho 
Whitefronted Doves. We saw a number of the former, the white 
on their wings making identification easy. Redbilled Pigeons wore 
also hoard cooing in the distance. A Derby Flycatcher flew into 
an Iromrood Tree and we were surprised to find he had a nest there. 
This is one bird that you have no difficulty identifying because 
of his striking appearance which, s een for the first time, hold 
our attention. Another new species soon here was tho Black
crestod Titmouse, a pair of them performing acrobatics just like 
our Chickadees. Coming out in the open near the stream we flushed 
a flock of Gadwall which were feeding at tho edge of a marsh, and 
then started looking for Bittern, both the Least and tho .American, 
but wore disappointed in only flushing the latter. A small bird 
feeding o.t tho dgc of the woods caused some excitement as we 
immediately thought of Warblers but after we had chased it into 
a position whore we could got our glasses on it, we discovered it 
was a Red-eyed Vireo. 

Dack itj the bush again we heard a commotion of Jays and 
Mr. Hudson who r,-,as nearest tho excitement, announced that some 
Green Jay had treed a Specklebellied Snake. We went over to have 
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a look but the beautiful picture these birds made hopping around 
in the brilliant sunshine where their colours glistened in a 
most striking manner kept our attention and we never did see the 
snake. On our way back along the edge of a dyke, we flushed a 
Whitefronted Dove from a nearby vine and then found we had driven 
it off its nest, just a depression in the thick tangle of leaves 
and branches which held two white eggs. A shy little Sparrou 
which nay have been a new species for us eluded us but before 
gettine back to the car, we saw Chipping, Lincoln and Clay-coloured 
Sparrous. 

Passing through the town on our way to Laguana Atascosa 
Refuge, ue stopped to look at a Redeyed Cowbird feeding on a lawn 
which was another new species for us. This bird was a male and 
as we uatched, he puffed out his neck ruff and fluffed himself 
out to look about twice as big as he really is, a characteristic 
perforoance. He is all blueblack in colour and we could clearly 
see his red eyes. 

At the Refuge we found ourselves in a different type of 
country, a harsh type with scrub and cactus everywhere. But our 
luck uus holding;even here it was beautiful for we were vieuing 
the miracle of the cactus in bloom, a floral display unique to 
us, a picture which seemed to have a million suns shining which
ever way ue turned. Here the big yellow flowers of the Prickly 
Pear Cactus were varied occasionally by blooms ranging in colour 
from cream to a vivid scarlet. And for variety, we saw for the 
first th1e the Morning Glory Bush, a plant with scanty foliace 
but covered with flowers like pale Morning Glories. There uere 
also a number of trees which were covered with small yellow 
flowers having red centres. Birds here were a bit scarce but we 
drove out to a clump of Retama Trees where a pair of Ver1;1ilion 
Flycatchers had a nest. The brilliant male always occupied a 
prominent position on one of the topmost branches near the nest 
and presented a splendid target for our binoculars. \'le spent some 
time aduiring him before we could tear ourselves away long enough 
to eat some lunch. While we ate and looked around we were fortun
ate enough to see a Ladderbacked or Texas Woodpecker and a Golden
fronted Foodpecker~ both new to us. The latter has a conspicuous 
white ruop showing when in flight which immediately caught our eye 
and interest. But the Vermilion Flycatcher was there always demand
ing our attention and just before we moved away, put on one of his 
nuptial performances which was one of the highlights of the day. 
Fluttering in the bright blue sky with his tail spread and his 
head tlrroun back, he poured forth his melody until, seeminGlY ex
hausted, he dropped back to his perch. We walked away slouly? 
treadinG softly with a humble feeling very much as if we uere 
leaving a great church after having heard some soul stirring music. 

Although formidable to us, we found the cactus 'home' for many 
birds. Among its spiny tangles we found also the nest of a i.Iocking
bird and that of a Thrasher. We could not determine the species of 
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the latter as the parent birds could not be seen but, from the 
locale, ue surmised that it belonged to a Sennett's or Curve
billed Thrasher. In Ontario we are accustomed to find Bubo 
occupying an old nest high up in some tree in the heart of a 
woodlot but in Texas things are different. We found the nest 
of a Great Horned Owl in the fork of a Spanish Bayonet about 
ten feet from the ground in a field of Prickly Pear Cactus. 
The nest was occupied by one half-grown young covered in a 
mottled dm-rn, who stared down at us with his great big eyes. The 
hunting nust have been good in the district because the carcass 
of a freshly-killed Jack Rabbit was in the nest with only a v0ry 
little eaten. And not far away on the top of another Spanish 
Bayonet uas the bulky nest of a Caracara. The bird flushed off 
the nest at our approach and circled around to watch us. He 
surmised there were eggs in the nest so did not stay around too 
long. 

Emerging from the cactus we came to open prairie uhere 
the_ bird life was different. We saw a large flock of Long-billed 
Curle1:T in a field and spying a smaller bird chased it with the 
car across a field to get a closer look and found it was a 
Hudsonian Curlew. Meadowlarks are as common as they are in Ont
ario but here they are Rio Grande Meadowlarks, a subspecies of 
the Eastern with no apparent field difference. All Peterson 
gives us in his Western Guide is that it is most easily recog
nized from the Western Meadowlark by its song which is like that 
of its Eastern cousin. Another familiar bird we saw was a Shrike 
but, here again, was a difference. In Texas they are ii/hi teru .. r.iped 
Shrikes and Peterson lists them as a subspecies of the Logeerhead 
with no apparent field difference. However, here, one bird had 
gone modern: it specialized on a diet of small land crabs, but 
instead of following the family trait of using thorns for spiking 
its victims down, it used the barbed wire fence. All along one 
strand of the fence bordering the road, each barb was tipped with 
the sl:eleton of one of these crustaceans. At one spot where l-Ir. 
Goldman stopped to survey some work in progress, a covey of Bob 
White paraded across our path in single file looking very digni
fied uith their heads held high. To vary our sight of the uild 
life of the count:r-y, we spotted a deer and Mrs. Barnett got one 
of the thrills of her lifetime when Mr. Goldman chased a coyote 
for sor.1c distance over the fields in t Le car. I was dragging 
my wearying feet along a dusty road some distance away at the 
time. 

Then we came to the coast and birds were everywhere. 
On the beaches were the shorebirds just getting ready for their 
migration north: Yellowlegs and Turnstones, Peeps and Plovers, 
Stilts and Avocets were running about searching for the staff 
of life and in doing so seemed to be playing tag with the 1.-rave
lets. Standing solemnly in the shallows were Ward's and Louis
iana Herons, America:1, Snowy and Reddish Egrets seemingly 
watchinc; their reflections in the water. Swimming around them 
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were Baldpates, Gadwalls, Pintails and Shovellers, "dipsy-doodling" 
and perfectly oblivious of us peeking at them through our bin
oculars. Further out on the water Redheads and Scaups floated 
around in huge rafts while over all, several species of Gulls 
and Terns flecked the clear blue sky with white, like snowflakes. 
As we stood and watched this scene, the wide open spaces around 
us gave a feeling of freedom, and we realized that a lifetime 
of interest could be spent in this one spot. 

We moved on to find the shore line rising to form a bank 
and here it was lined with busies where we saw Lark Sparrows, 
Orchard Orioles and flashing Blue Grosbeaks. But the most int
eresting sight for us along this stretch was two male Dickcissels 
sitting on a bush, looking as if they were resting after a long 
flight. They were the first we had ever seen in our wanderings 
and we found in them a fitting climax to a long and wonderful 
day which ended when Mr. Goldman dropped us at our car at 6 p.m. 

On the morrow we took a quick run down to Brownsville 
first thing in the morning to see this border town and do sor.ie 
windou shopping, after which we returned to San Benito to get 
directions from Mr. Goldman to visit the other Refuge under his 
care. Santa Ana Refuge is interesting because, within its con
fines the original flora of the district is preserved and here 
you will find a magnificent stand of Mexican Ironwood trees, 
hoary with Spanish Moss. Roads leading through this area ~re 
bordered ,-,i th an almost impenetrable tangle of scrubs and vines 
and were alive with butterflies and insects new to us. Ornith
ologically our interest was centred on Redbilled Pigeons and we 
were told to watch for them on dead trees. We were just begin
ning to wonder if there was any such thing amid all this luxuriant 
growth uhen, rounding a bend, we saw in front of us a dead tree, 
towering above its neighbours and perched on its uppermost branches 
a flock of ten Redbilled Pigeons. The bright sun highlighted 
them so that we could see every detail of the birds. We had 
lunch near one of the pumps where the woods were a bit open and 
after eating,wandered around the vicinity a bit. Derby Fly
catchers were quite common here and a Texas Woodpecker and some 
Summer Tanagers enlivened the scene. In a slough caused by the 
pumping, a pair of Mexican Grebes held our attention. 

Driving to the end of the road we found ourselves on the 
bank of the Rio Grande. Getting out of the car we were interested 
to find a number of small tree snails decorating the bushes 
around us. We were surprised to find we were on the edge of a 
steep bank at the foot of which was the river while opposite, 
on the liexican side, were mud flats stretching for some distance. 
Here at last was the river of which we hear so much in song 
and story, the river with the grandiose name of RIO GRANDE, a 
romantic sounding name. We were disappointed. Probably in our 
fancy we had pictured a majestic sweep of water but now ue looked 
down on its muddy surface scarcely wider than our own Humber just 
above Sunnyside and not half as picturesque. But perhaps it uas 
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just this stretch that was like this; we could not tell. Anyway, since 
our return we have heard that the drought in Texas has almost dried it 
up, reducing it in spots to mere mud puddles. On our way out we again 
saw the Redbilled Pigeons and at one spot stopped to admire a flock of 
Sennett's or Hooded Orioles lighting up the sombre woods with their 
golden glory. 

Our visit over, we regretfully left san Benito, the recasa 
town, and headed for the cool breezes of the Gulf Coast. And now that 
we are home once again, what can we say or all those grand people we met 
who made our tour such an interesting and memorable one, We said our 
thanks to each one of them, a comm.on enough expression in our every day 
life, but in each of these cases, behind it, our hearts were pumping 
with a rich and joyous feeling, a feeling which they, themselves, had 
created, 

X X X X X X 

Miss Helen Lawrence is one of the more fortunate members o:f this 
club. Why? Because she got a Carolina wren as a roomer without even 
askingt Let her tell you how it came about. 

"Just before dusk, on the evening of September 9th, I was attrac
ted to the garden by an unusual bird call. Approaching the edge of the 
hill, and peering down into the wooded ravine, I hoped for at least a 
glimpse of the performer. Just six feet below, in plain view on top of 
a brush pile was a small bird agitatedly bobbing up and down as he re
peated his two-note phrase. He turned this way and that, giving a 
marvelous opportunity for me to see his markings: rich reddish-brown 
back and wings, buffy breast, light-coloured chin, conspicuous white 
stripe over the eye, and a very wrenlike tail. Undoubtedly this was a 
Carolina wrent He seemed not to mind my presence, and soon flew up 
into the dead branches of an old apple tree in the garden. Now the two
note call changed into a harsh and decided scolding, evidently directed 
at me. After much hopping about, the wren flew over into the very leafy 
trumpet vine which twines around the thick timber serving as a clothes
line pole. Then, almost immediately there was silence, no more movement; 
he was gone, even as I watched. 

Although I heard him on following evenings, it wasn't until the 
Sunday that I again saw him make his way to the trumpet vine, scolding 
loudly all the while. Deter-mining to watch more carefully this time, 
I stared, as unblinkingly as possible. But to my amazement, again there 
was silence, and no more motion. I peered everywhere among the branches. 
He must be there! But not a sign of him. Suddenly my eye was caught 
by a slight movement, not in the vine, but in a two-inch square hole 
in the clothesline pole. There he was in the hole, just six feet from 
the ground. And I was only twelve inches from him! He was crowded into 
one corner of the two-inch deep hole, head turned towards me, bright 
eye watching. 

Since then, we have watched him come to his roosting hole every 
evening. It is quite amusing to watch him approach by the same route 
each time - up from. the ravine, through the syringe bush, up into the 
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dead branches of the apple tree, over to the vine, then with a few hops 
into his "room.". Even the presence of two or three people in the garden 
doesn't keep him. away. He just scolds a little harder, adds a few extra 
"tea-kettles", and retires for the night. Only on two occasions have 
I heard his call as he went out in the morning. 

It was quite a disappointment when he failed to appear at dusk 
on the evening of Monday, October 5th. After dark, I investigated with 
a flashlight, but the hole was empty. But the next night, the now fami
liar voice was heard, and our Carolina wren was soon in his roosting 
hole, extra early after his night out. He has been back each night 
since; so apparently the accommodations in the clothesline pole suit 
our unusual and interesting tenant." 

X X X XX X 

Those who have eyes to see and ears to hear find plenty to 
interest them wherever they go. Another well known member of the club, 
Mrs. Lois Sisman, proves that with her letter of October 13th from. 
Lake of Bays, in which she writes: 

"On October 6th* I was working outside all day. About 10.30 a.m. 
I heard the honk of the Canada goose, and looked up to see a flight of 
75 birds just passing over head. They were flying low in right angle 
formation, in a "v", constantly shifting and changing places. Out of 
the north this migration cam.eat intervals until J.00 p.m.. Som.e groups 
had only 10 birds, others 50-75; there were 17 flights all told . On 
the sam.e day I saw a pair of duck hawks flying low over our woods. 

There have been numer·ous black bears around Lake of Bays area 
and I had the pleasure of seeing a mother bear with her cub cross the 
highway into the swamp; in fact I sat in my car and watched mother 
coax her youngster who seemed reluctant to leave the woods. He stopped 
in the middle of the highway and turned with longing eyes looking back 
into the woods, where possibly a brother was feasting on ripe berries. 
I didn't venture out of my car but waited for some time only to hear 
the olive-sided flycatcher fall from the tamarack. No more bears 
appeared. 

This spring I had a female arctic three-toed woodpecker here for 
one day only. She spent her time on a fallen balsam log eating the 
grubs. I looked for· days hoping to see her or her mate again, but in 
vain. However to-day, October 13th, a male bird came to the same spot, 

*Ed. Note: On that same date, October 6th, a large flight of Canada 
geese was reported over the Toronto region. There have been repeated 
fli ghts since then up to the present date, November 4th. Not only 
Canadas, but also blue geese have passed over our region in unusual 
numbers. Possibly the development of the great refuges at Oak Orchard 
Swamp in New York State, and of Pymatiming Lake in Western Pennsyl
vania, is having the effect of shifting the migration routes so that 
more geese than formerly pass through this area. 
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played all around on the ground, visited every balsam. tree in the wood
lot and stayed so long I had an excellent view of his yellow crown
patch, so now I shall be on the alert for the pair together . The white
winged and red crossbills have already been here feeding on tb.e spruce 
cones, and there are numerous evening grosbeaks around. 

Early afternoon to-day our lovely raven flew over, croaking as 
he passed on his way up the lake. A pair of pileated woodpeckers come 
almost every day to my back door, and this week we had an invasion of 
golden-crowned kinglets and juncos. 

Your story of the barred owl was of interest to me as I slept 
on the porch this summer and had many nights disturbed by his patrolling 
the water front. 

Soon I shall have my winter feeding tray up, and hope the three 
flying squirrels who visited me nightly last winter will come back again. 
They feasted on cracked wheat bread spr·ead with peanut butter . " 

XX X X X X 

A member of the club who has been much moved by the excellent 
work being done by the Crippled Children Camp Association in New Jersey, 
has asked that this project be brought· to the attention of the members 
of the club who might be interested in the work that is being done there. 
Mrs. Herbert E . Carnes, 25 Kenwood Road, Tenafly, New Jersey, who is 
one of the trustees ·of this association, has written to the member· in 
question to say: "This is another of my pet projects. I am building 
a nature room for the children with books, and charts on all phases of 
nature , birds, plants, wild flowers, trees, etc. I figure these handi-

. capped kids really need such an interest, perhaps more than the normal 
ones who can run, swim, jump, etc. Books have been a wonderful solace 
to me, and I hope to build a really fine natural history library for 
these crippled children. Any old childrens' books, on natural history 
or otherwise, will be most gratefully received. Perhaps you have friends 
who would be interested?" Any readers of' the Newsletter who might like 
to contribute old books from their shelves to this worthy cause should 
send them directly to Mrs. Carnes at the above address. 

XX X X X X 

BOOK REVIEWS: 

Jungle Lore By Jim Corbett Oxford University Press 
Toronto. Pp. 168 . Price $2.50 

Last year- we had the pleasure of reading Col. Corbett's ~ 
India, which we reviewed in these pages and in which we f'ound facina
ting insight into Indian life and nature. Now com.es a new book, 
Jungle Lore, from his pen. As with his previous work this book is a 
collection of' reminiscences, nicely written in a ~tyle that is filled 
with notes of humour and warm feeling. But where My India is concerned 
chiefly with people, Jungle Lore deals almost wholly with the jungle 
and its creatures, wild animals, birds, insects and plants. Especially 
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is it the story of how a small boy was initiated into the sport of 
big gam.e hunting in a country where carrying a gun and filling the 
larder with the products of one's own shooting was as natural - per
haps more so - as wearing shoes. Along with a knowledge of how to 
handle weapons, and how to stalk animals, young Corbett absorbed an 
enormous store of lore about all the creatures of the wild. At the 
same time he came to love the beauty and grace, the cunning shrewdness 
and intelligence of t ·hese creatures. It is significant that one of 
the best known big game hunters of our day in his later years came 
to use binoculars and a movie camera as well as a gun. 

Though Jungle Lore is written about India and about past ex
periences, there is in it a deep knowledge of nature and a sensitivity 
to the lure of the wild that will appeal to naturalist readers every
where, whether they be hunters or not. 

The Heart of a Peacock 

X X X X X X 

By Emily Carr. Oxfor·d University Press 
Tor·onto. 1953 Pp. xv. 234. Price $3.50 

There are birds and animals, plants and people and Emily Carr 
in this book, but above all Emily Carr. Emily was one of those chil
dren that collects pets, pets of all descriptions, just because she 
loved all living creatures, always excepting some people, and she 
continued to love them all her life. There was a peacock and a crow, 
a cockatoo, a parrot and a monkey. There was even a vulture. That 
vulture she called "Uncle Tom" because he resembled a picture in 
Uncle Tom's Cabin, his face being "bare and black" and sunk "into a 
body of white baby fluff". Miss Carr was on the way to visit a 
friend at a sum.mer cam.p when she acquired the vul tur·e from some Indians. 
Already she was accompanied by an English sheep dog and an Australian 
cockatoo, which she had been invited to bring along. When she arrived 
with the vulture her friend was "surprised" but "big-hear·ted", and 
gave them a tent to themselves! That summer· she tells us, "the cockatoo 
on my shoulder, the dog and vulture at my heels I went into the woods 
and we were very happy. At night we were cosy, folded in our tent". 

Creatures of the wild were as alluring to her as were pets. 
In them she saw beauty and gr·ace and colour for she looked at them 
with an artist's eyes. Sometimes they wer·e symbols to her, like the 
eagles of the Skeena River, "watching, mighty king of bir·ds", or 
their brethern, the eagles of Mt. Vestovius that expressed for her 
"power-power freedom, endurance~" 

Always she hated killing and bloodshed. From earliest 
childhood she boiled over at the slaughter of the beautiful creatures 
she loved, as on the day she shrieked "You beast! you murderer!" at 
a collector who killed sixteen waxwings in a tree in her field, and 
was whipped by her sister for insulting a neighbour in the house! 

In her love of nature, wild and tame, Emily Carr shows the 
same independence, courage and sensitivity that marked her painting, 
and which made her one of Canada's most distinctive "characters". 
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The sam.e terse, close-clipped style that fills her other books, sits 
likewise on these pages, coupled with hum.our and a real sense of beauty. 
This is a charming little book, and if it is the last we shall have 
from the pen of Emily, as I suppose it must, then it is a fitting epi
taph, written by herself, telling us forever of those values she held 
so dear - love of beauty, love of people, love of life. 

X X X X X X 

BOTANY SECTION 
• 

A number of members interested in botany meet the last Thursday 
of each month for the informal discussion of plants. Anyone interested 
in joining the group may do so by phoning Miss Leuwella Mann, BA 1-3961. 

Trees and Winter Buds: The study of winter buds can be very 
interesting. Trees can be identified by their buds as easily as by 
their leaves. Anyone interested in learning more about them may do so 
by joining Lou Owens, (ME. 6217) on Saturday, December 5th, at the 
Yonge Street entrance to Mount Pleasant Cemetery,-at 2.00 p.m. 

R. M. Saunders, 

Editor • 




