
To,,,.,onto Fi old Natural ists 1 

October Meeting 
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Speaker: Mr. Gerry Bennett 

Subject: 11The Mystery of Migration: 

Mr. Bennett is a member of our Club and a member of the Toronto Ornithological 
Club. His talk will deal with many interesting aspects of one of the most amazing 
of all natural phenomena - THE ANNUAL MIGRATIONS OF BIRDS AND OTHER FORMS OF 
WILDLIFE. General observations of seasonal movement throughout the world as well 
as local phases of migration in the Tor onto area will be discussed. 

FALL OUTI NGS 

Instead of publishing a separate schedule of fall and winter outings this 
season, it is planned to announce them each month in the Newsletter. 

Saturday, September 28 "Happy Nook" R.R. #2, Pickering, the home of Mr. Alfred 
Bunker. Time 2 .00 p.m . To reach Happy Nook follow #2 Highway east to 
Fairport Beach Road. Turn north to the first east-west road, then west. 
Mr. Bunker's house is the third on the north side of the road. If going by 
bus, take Oshawa Bus to Fairport Beach Road and continue as directed. Bring 
a picnic supper. Through the courtesy of the Bunkers tea and coffee will 
be provided. Leaders - Mr. Jim Simon and Mr. Ray Pannell. 
Note to botanists: Be prepared to go through wet and marshy ground. 
Wear stout shoes. 

Saturday, October 5 Migrants on the Humber. Meet at 9.00 a.m. at the bus stop 
at east end of Duna.as Street viaduct, over the Humber River. Walk to the 
Old Mill on the west side of the river, and return on the east side. 
Leader - Mr. Clive Goodwin. 

Also 
Saturday, October 5 A Botany walk at Glendon Hall, 1275 Bayview Avenue . Take 

Davisville or Law:::-ence Avenue East bus. Meet at the entrance gate at 
2.00 p.m. Le~der - Miss Elizabeth Price. 

CHRISTt;i.AS CARDS 

The F.O.N. Christmas card for this season is an extremely attractive one, The 
artist, Mr. Robert Bateman, has depicted a white-winged crossbill, in colourful 
plumage. The shape of the card has been changed from square to oblong, and a 
design added on the middle sheet. Samples of these cards will be on display at 
the October meeting, and orders may be given there, or sent by mail to the 
Secretary. P:::-ice $1 .50 per dozen. 

FEES 

May we once more appeal to our members to send in their fees by mail, rather than 
lining up to pay them at the meetings . It will greatly facilitate things both 
for you and for the secretary. The fee is still $2.00 a year, and it is due now. 

President - Dr. Walter Tovell 

Secretary - Mrs. J.B. Stewart 
21 Millwood Road, 
Toronto. HU 9-5052 
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NE'NSLETTER 

Number 149 September, 1957. 

Hurricanes are a feature of the world of nature that blew 
their way into the consc•iousness of most of the inhabitants of 
Toronto only with the disastrous visit of HurricanOHazel in 1954. 
Before that they were esoteric phenomena associated with Holly
wood movies or with the palm fronds and warm white beaches of 
the Carribean Sea. Since Hazel, however, Torontonians have been 
painfully alert to the possibility of another calamitous visita
tion. Nonetheless it seems doubtful if, even now, most people in 
Toronto realize that the first hurricane of the present season, 
Audrey by name, which whirled death and destruction across the 
bayous of Louisiana, also lashed the resort region of Northern 
Ontario with a swish of its spinning tail. Happily, it missed the 
most heavily populated part of Ontario, but those who live i n, 
or spend the summer in Muskoka and the region north and eastward 
from there will long remember the end of June and the first fort
night of July 1957. To them it will be the year of high water, of 
Hurricane Audrey, as 1954 is the year of Hurrica~Hazel to Toronto. 

Like most others driving north from Toronto on that Sunday 
morning of June 30th, the Greer Roberts and I were scarcely aware 
that anything unusual had occurred. Incredibly wet fields gleam
ing with standing water, and beaver ponds invading the road 
between Bracebridge to Baysville in several places were our intro
duction. Then a sign at Baysville warned us that t he road to 
Huntsville was impassable. There was no indication as to the cause 
or the place of the break, so we went on. Fortunately for us t he 
tremendous washout (for this is what it was) was a little beyond 
where we turned off, but the creek which had caused it also crosses 
the northerly shore road along Lake of Bays, and when we got to 
the crossing we found road, bridge, and a wide stretch of the 
neighbourhood under water . Other cars had turned back here, but 
Greer got through with careful manoeuvering, though we went over 
the submerged bridge with some trepidation. Soon we saw where 
large trees had blown down and had been partly cleared from the 
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road. Only later did we learn that friends of ours who had been 
a few hours ahead of us had had to go to a cottage to get saws and 
clear the route for themselves. The last section of road into 
the cottage was so waterlogged as to be but bare l y passable. 
Indeed, we wonder ed how long it would be before we could get out. 

Gradually we came to underrand that these were some of 
the results of Hurricane Audrey . The tail of the whirl er, having 
largely skipped over Southern Ontario, had struck this region 
the day before and though its winds were much moderated by the 
hurricane 1 s passage across the continent, they were still suf
ficient to cause widespread damage. More serious, though, as 
had been the case with Hurricane Hazel was the heavy rain that 
accompanied t he wind for in these parts this came on top of nearly 
a week of lesser rains, so that the whole countryside was sodden 
before the hurricane struck . In consequence the new water 
collected quickly in the streams and ran off in a flood. All the 
lakes were immediate l y filled and overflowing. Conditions were 
almost unparalleled .fLake of Bays rose nearly three feet above 
normal. Not an inch of sand was l eft exposed; beaches ceased to 
exist. At Bona Vista , usually there is a broad stretch of sand, 
you could sit on the rocks at the bank and paddl e in eight inches 
of water. All small docks were under water, and large ones were 
either submerged or precariously afloat. In order to get into 
Greer's launch it was necessary to wade in water halfway to the 
hips, on top of the landing, and then to climb up to the launch, 
which could usually be managed only by grasping hola of the 
rafters in the boathouse roof . A neighbour, who has living 
space in his boathouse, had to board up the windows for fear of 
their being smashed by waves . So went the story all around the 
lake. 

Marsh's Falls, where the Oxtongue River flows under the 
highway, is ordinaril y a pretty mass of sparkling white with 
high rocks sending the tumbling water in churning eddies around 
each barrier. Now the rocks had all disappeared beneath a roaring 
smooth torrent of green, a ll but one, the hugest at the bottom 
of the falls, and this ~.onstrous boulder was sending the crash
ing flood into the air with all the force of a bursting bomb. 
Below the falls the river was swirling in froth- puffed eddies, 
tearing at the roots of trees far up the banks, and sending 
detached trunks and branches pl unging towards Lake of Bays. For 
days the Oxtongue swept through only a few inches from the floor 
of the highway bridge, threatening to carry that structure down 
over the falls. It did, in fact, gap the road along the side of 
the bridge so that a road crew had to work furiously night and 
day putting in fill in order to keep the road open and the bridge 
safe. 

At Dorset, the usually placid river was tearing past the half
submerged town docks with such speed as to set up a permanent 
pattern of curling waves. In this tricky current flowed a steady 
parade of logs, pilings and other debric ripped from shores up
stream. The dumping of all this wreQKage into Lake of Bays made 
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navigation extremely risky; by night it was impossible, and in the 
daytime it was always necessary to keep a wary eye for deadheads. 
The number of boats on the lake was greatly reduced, partly be
cause the owners were not anxious to take the risk, partly because 
it was very difficul t to get gas at the regular dispensaries, most 
of them being under water and unuseable. One place was open where 
there was a gas pump a little way up the shore slope. Even here 
it was touch and go, since the l aunch scraped the arch of the en
trance way - anothe inch and we could not have got in. Then we 
had to have the gas brought to us in large cans by an attendant 
who waded in hip boots on top o f the dock. 

Everywhere people were blustering about the authorities not 
letting out the water fast enough at the Baysvil le dam, but it is 
doubtful it they could have done more than they did. Nature had 
delivered an unexpected blow, and it was difficult for man to cope 
with the results. In this forested area, with most of its natural 
reservoirs intact, its bogs, swamps, ponds, and with its vast 
wooded cover, this sudden concentrated run off was phenomenal, One 
can only guess at what would have happened had the great hurricane 
rain come on to Southern Ontario, where most of the natural 
storage basins and forest cover are gone. The run off there could 
have been catastrophic, and the ruinous story of Hurricane Hazel 
repeated. From that point of view it was a good thing that this 
storm hit chiefly the northern area, and not the southern part of 
he province, largely bare of forest and marsh. 

-~ High water then, set the picture for my visit to Lake of 
~ ays this year/.- that, and a still somewhat uncertain knee, the 

latter being i it" no way helped by a too strenuous hunt for a 
special bird I wished to see~ Birds near the cottage, however, 
were, it seemed to us, rathef more numerous than last summer, 
when many, it will be remembered, were eliminated by late spring 
storms. Thrushes, especially, appeared to have made a comeback. 
Evenings were blessed with the flutings of wood thrush and veery, 
of oliveback and hermit. White - throats and juncoes, myrtles, 
Blackburnians and redstarts, red- eyes and peewees could be heard 
all day. Sapsuckers fed their incessantly squeeling offspring a 
few yards from the porch, whilst mergans·ers paddled near shore 
with strings of fluffy young. All around were birds, and many of 
them. Still, the special birds I had marked down to be seen on 
my visit just couldn 1 t be found . The barred owls did not talk to 
us as they have in the past, The olivesided flycatcher offered 
no "Quick - three bears 11 to eager ears . With the special missing, 
there was a tinge of disappointment in the air however pleasant 
all the rest might be. 

If there is anything missing in the bird scene at Bona Vista, 
we always count on the trip to Algonquin Park to make up the de
ficiency. This year our vi s it to the park had to be deferred to 
the end of the week since the hurricane had caused a large beaver 
dam to go out near the park highway, which was severed for several 
days. On Friday we did get in. We decided to center our search-
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ing on the best area we knew in order to see as much as possible 
with as little strain on my knee as could be. Nothing worked 
out. The day turned dark and windy, the spruce wood where the 
walking was supposed to be easy, proved to be full of unsuspected 
hollows, windfalls, and other booby traps. Virtually no birds 
could be found, certainly not the ones we were looking for. My 
knee got sorer with every yard and both Greer and I had unpleasing 
visions of his having to carry me out, or going for aid while I 
stayed waiting. Fortunately I got out on my own leg and a half, 
but the whole day in the Park was, so far as birds went, for the 
first time in our experience, a complete flop. We had not seen 
a single bird we had gone to see. Hence, glumness prevailed on 
the way home. 

Sa~urday arrived, a beautifully balmy day. Sunlight danced 
on sparkling waves. A playful breeze fondled the leaves. Here, 
indeed was a day on which to forget yesterday's failures, to 
look forward to new and pleasant ventures. A good time this to 
embark upon an expedition that would not be too demanding physic
ally, yet which could be very rewarding. Quickly we determined 
to go to Rat Bay in the outboard. As we chugged along over the 
dimpling water we argued our chance of finding our birds; after 
yesterday's debacle we couldn't be too sure. Still, this was 
another day, another place, and in the warming sun there shone 
another spirit. 

Rat Bay we had chosen for a particular reason; we hoped to 
find loons nesting. Each morning at Bona Vista we had heard or 
seen a loon, a call coming in quavering plaint as we sat at break
fast. Could it be that this bird was nesting somewhere about 
the lake? If so, where? Years ago loons had nested near Point 
Ideal, but new cottages and cottagers had ousted the quiet-seeking 
loons. Where could they go? Passing the several possible places 
around the lake before our minds we could think only of Rat Bay 
as having suitable conditions. The marsh at the inmost end of 
the bay might be adequately remote and untroubled enough by humans 
to offer a chance to loons to raise a family in safety~ 

As we turned into the narrow mouth of Rat Bay, we could hear 
hammering. Our hopes received a jolt. Two new cottages going up; 
happily for us they were at the nearer end, close to Portage Bay. 
The disturbance and its effects upon wild life were told in a 
picture of emptiness at the little marsh on that end. Towards 
the inner marsh, once we had passed the boys 1 camp, the scene 
was pleasantly different; all was still, in human terms. Tree 
swallows and barn swallows dipped and darted above the boat, 
harrying insect prey. A water thrush teetered along a lichen~ 
greyed ledge, shouting a wild warning as we came alongside. The 
wings of speeding dragon flies glinted before our eyes, whilst 
numerous splashes betokened innumerable frogs taking refuge from 
our disturbing craft in the sun-fingered amber water. 
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Nearer and nearer came the front of the marsh -ahead. Repeat
edly I raised my binoculars to sweep the water before the boat. 
And finally, there it was, the bird we had come to see; our loon. 
As soon as I saw it, quietly resting, almost like a small sub
marine at anchor , I called to Greer. Then in a burst I had to 
call again, for lo and behold, on the loon's back rode a downy 
black youngster. We had found not only a loon, but a loon with 
young, the loon 1 s family we so desired to see. Our calculations 
had this time come true; before us was the first loon with downy 
young we had ever seen on Lake of Bays, and only the second we 
had ever seen anywhere. 

Greer cut off the motor at once, and, with the help of the 
slight breeze, we began to drift closer and closer to the loon. 
As it watched our approach it became more and more nervous, first 
twisting its head and looking in several directions as if seeking 
aid or a means of escape, then breaking into a long drawn-out wail. 
This touching note of distress sent a sympathetic quiver through 
us both, and through another too, for suddenly from down the bay 
behind us came an answering wail. Turning to look we found that 
we had passed the male bird without ever detecting his presence. 
Had he dived or kept mostly submerged? Of had we simply been 
too intent on the more distant marsh, and so missed him? 
Gradually as we edged toward the female and young the fluffy 
black mite crept up on its mother's back, ta1cing a position on 
her neck where it looked for all the world like a black fur 
collar on a lady dressed in distinguished black and white. The 
nearer we drew the louder and more unceasing grew the wails and 
hoots exchanged between the two parents. The neighboring cliffs 
began to ring with echoes. Then, at some command undeard by us, 
the little one slipped off, the mother loon raised one wing and 
the youngster clambered underneath, the wing was folded down and 
nothing was visible save a hump in the lowered wing. Perhaps 
Madame Loon hoped to deflect our attention by thus hiding her 
precious young, thinking that l ike some bird or animal of prey 
we would turn away when our potential meal had disappeared. But, 
being human and inquisiti ve, we did not. 

The boat slipped ever nearer. At thirty feet we noticed 
that the lump had gone from beneath the wing; looking closely 
we made out the tiny black youngster snug against the mother's 
side, head still under her wing, but with little legs paddling 
madly in the water. At twenty feet we became too much even for 
this protective mother. With a most heart-rending wail, a 
prolonged shriek of despair, she splattered away, leaving the 
unfortunate ball of fluff to defend for itself. And, yet, it was 
not really desertion, for, when she was perhaps forty feet on the 
other side of us, the mother loon began crashing her wings on 
the water in a wild display. Clearly, this was the loonly version 
of the killdeer's broken-wing act, and, like that, designed to 
draw out attention away from the abandoned youngster. By now 
the careful male had arrived to take a part, and though he put 
on no show such as hers, he cooperated in the utterance of a 
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frenzied medl ey of wild cries . It was not enoughl. We did not 
follow. Suddenl y the femal e played her trump card. Standing 
up on the water, her whole body erect, she wal ked across the 
surface, gravely waving her wings back and forth . Twice she made 
the tremendous effort , so terribl y demanding for a bird built 
like a loon, and on e of the most dramatic of all bird displays. 
Then, all ener gy spent , she swam quietly to her mate, uttering 
with him a mournful pair of notes , as if to say "Now we've tried 
all, and nothing work s . What can we do?" 

Meanwhi l e , we had been forgetting the youngster in watching 
the wonderful disp lay, and that little fellow, like so many other 
young, was going in exact ly the opposite direction from what the 
parents desired. I nstead of fol l owing them it was earnestly 
paddling towards us . Breasting the lily pads, nearly tangling 
with their stems , final ly it made the shadow of our boat which by 
now was grounded on a mudbank . Right in under the spl ashboard, 
went the little one, so that we had to lean over the side to see 
it. We tried to move away a bit so as to allow it to swim free, 
only to have the persistent youngster keep right at our side. 
Even at its tender age , i t tried t o dive; several times it made 
the effort, only to bob up each time like a cork. It was like 
trying to submerge a balloon. The more we moved the more the wee 
loon clung alongside. Did it think the boat was its mother? At 
last I leaned down and pushed it off; again it returned, and, when 
I tried to fend it off again , it responded by attempting to 
scramble up my hand. Evidently I was more of a loon than I thought. 
All the while I was afraid we would swamp the little mite. At 
last we stopped trying to move , grounded on the mud again, and 
went still. With the quiet we became aware of a thin piping 
sound; our tiny loon was cal ling to its mother. Did she reply? 
Did one of the calls she uttered mean, Here I am? It must have, 
for, giving us up, the fluffy black ball paddled furiously away 
through the l i l y pads, coming finally to its mother's side, there 
to climb contentedl y onto her safe back. Up came the protecting 
wing, the young one again snuggling underneath. So, with junior 
safely tucked away , the parents swam slowly down the bay. Danger 
was over, peace reigned once mor e . 

One question we could not answer. Did the loons have only 
the one young, or was this one a survivor? The normal clutch 
for loons is two, though there may rarely be three, and someti mes 
only one. Possibly one egg was addled; as we found no nest we 
could not prove this . If there was another youngster it may 
have failed to keep out of the way of some hungry predator. To 
this possibility our minds turne d by the sight of a l arge, tan-
colored mound on top of a mud islet in the marshes. That "tan 
mound" when carefully examined , sho\.\Bditself to be a huge snapping 
turtle, its dark head stretched out snake- like ahead of the "mound", 
its shell. That monster must have weighed close to twenty pounds, 
for such a one a downy young loon would be a tasty morsel. We 
tried to slip up on the sleeping turtle, only to find that its 
senses were distinctly wide awakeJ for though we paddled quietly 
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it heard us before we were nearer than 150 feet, and slid into the 
water with scarcely a ripple. Such wariness shows how these 
armoured hunters grow to be so large and survive so long. Yet 
another danger for the litt l e loon was illustrated when later 
we saw a large herring gull swoop several times over the fluffy 
young on its mother's back. Did the gull hope to frighten the 
adult loon into diving, thereby leaving the young one as easy 
catch on the surface? Or was it moved by memories of another 
young it had already snatched? If it got a good opportunity, 
there is little doubt that the gull would take quick advantage 
of it. Pike or watersnake in the water; perhaps mink or fox or 
weasel near shore; hawks or owls from the air - any of these 
would be glad of a taste of young loon. Little wonder then that 
a pair of loons may raise but a single young in a season. 

The adventure with the loon family was our great experience 
of the day, indeed, of our whole visit to Bona Vista. Nonetheless, 
as is often the case, when one exciting birding experience comes, 
another, or others, are likely to occur in quick succession. So 
it was on this trip to Rat Bay. On our return Greer slowed the 
boat near the mouth of Dwight Bay in order to do some trolling. 
Whilst thus idling I gazed about and was rewarded for the effort by 
the sight of what I first took for a large crow, since it was 
flapping when it hove into sight high above the ridge towards 
Portage Bay. But soon the large b l ackish bird began to sail and, 
then, as it reached the ridge towards Dorset, it started to circle 
and soar. These actions, and a more careful examination showed 
the supposed crow was really a raven, my first for Lake of Bays. 
Ravens I knew lived in the wooded country to the east of Dorset, 
not far from the University of Toronto Forestry School. They 
have been seen from the highway in that region, but not before have 
I seen one, or heard of one over Lake of Bays, though they must 
appear there off and on. As this bird, after some circling, 
dropped down, it caused us to wonder if offspring of the birds below 
Dorset are settling in this adjacent territory. This sight was 
all the more welcome as the raven was one of the birds we failed 
to see in Algonquin Park. 

We slowed again between Garnett Beach and Bona Vista, 
this time to look at the flood conditions along the shore. Whilst 
passing the mouth of Dream Haven Creek a vireo song caught my 
ears. As it sounded rather like a blue-head we thought we should 
have a look. Pulling in to the shore we began squeaking and 
soon spotted the singer, which responded very obligingly to 
these blandishments, only he proved to be not a blue-headed, but 
a Philadelphia vireo. It came within a few feet of our heads so 
as to investigate the squeaks, singing constantly all the while. 
Again this was a 11 first 11 for both of us. Although I was aware 
that this species did sometimes nest in the vicinity I had never 
before seen one on territory, as this bird undoubtedly was, nor 
had I heard it sing, other than in recordings. The song impressed 
us as being sharper, possibly somewhat higher-pitched than that 
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of the red-eye. The Philadelphia certainly sang more precisely 
and rather more deliberately than that bird. The likeness 
to the song of the blue-head was noticeable in the timbre and in 
the use of the "churry11 note . This it was that had made me 
think it a blue -head in the first place. I noticed now that the 
churry note was always given singly, whereas in all the blue-heads 
I have heard it has been doubled. The red-eye, so far as I 
know, never uses this note. It would seem, therefore, that the 
song of the Philadelphia is closely related to those of both the 
red-eye and the blue-head, but about half way between them in 
quality and phrasing. 

With this observation we finished our most successful 
birding trip during my visit to Bona Vista, and proved with this 
success what every good birdwatcher knows from his own experience, 
that one day's debacle can be the prelude to the next day's 
rejoicing. These ups and downs, passing glooms and pleasant 
surprises, are all parts of the fascination of the birdwatching 
hobby. 

xxxx xxxx xxxx 

Those readers who have veen vexed by the plague of 
"white grubs 11 in the Toronto region will be interested in the 
following communication from Mr. J.D. Millar, which came to the 
Newsletter through the kindness of Mr. A.A. Outram. Mr. Millar 
writes: 11 With the present plague of white grubs destroying 
lawns in the Toronto area and everyone rushing to buy poisons 
to kill same, may the writer put in a word for a New Canadian in 
our midst - the generally despised starling. A summer bachelor, 
like many men at this time of year, I have had the opportunity 
during the past month of watching one of the most efficient 
combat teams that could be recruited in birdland. Our friend, 
the robin, is the unwilling partner of the shrewder and stronger 
starling, but it is believed their efforts have saved many lawns 
that otherwise would be bare and brown at the present time. 

During the winter the fami l y . maintains a bird feeding 
station, and over the years has taken a lot of quiet kidding by 
our friends to the effect that the only birds that come to the 
station are starlings and sparrows. It is implied we are only 
feeding them through the winter to be a nuisance the following 
summer, and I am afraid there are times when the wife is i nclined 
to agree, especially when the washing is on the line. The sparrows 
are constantly at work apparently picking up seeds and small 
insects, but it is the starlings that have particularly caught 
my eye recently . A family of robins patrol the ,lawn and, using 
their built - in sonar device, quickly detect the movement of the 
grubs as they do the worms . The quick turn of the head, the 
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short period of listening, and the sudden dive forward are all in 
evidence, but here the process changes. The white grub cannot be 
dislodged by persistence as can the worm, and the robin is at a 
disadvantage. Here Mr. Starling comes into the picture, rudely 
brushing his partner aside, and, with his longer more powerful 
beak and sturdier legs, he goes to work with determination. If 
the grub cannot be dislodged by frontal attack, he excavates from 
the sides. True, he leaves some large holes in the lawn, but, 
to paraphrase an old expression, a hole in the lawn is better 
than no lawn at all. 

I have watched this combination of birds destroy at 
least one hundred grubs in the lawn during late July and early 
August, observing their actions only for an hour or so in the 
morning and possibly three hours in the evening. On this basis 
I am convinced that at least five hundred grubs have made meals 
for Mr. Starling. 

A less frequent visitor is a flicker, or "yellowhammer" 
as I knew him in boyhood, who frequently will take over when even 
the starling has become discouraged. Using the most effective 
grub digging beak in birddom, he is always the gentleman who 
comes in to excavate a particularly deep hole if the grub's 
resistence has proven too great for his colleague. 

I will be feeding the starlings again next winter; the 
wife will occasionally be re-washing the clothes next summer, but 
we will still have our lawn.* 

*Ed. Note A number of reports of robins and starlings extracting 
the "white grubs" (June bug larvae) from Toronto lawns have come 
to our notice. I watched a robin at such a labor myself one day 
and noticed the extraordinary effort it had to make. Indeed, it 
was the unaccustomed jumping and strenuous probing that caused me 
to watch this bird. It evidently had to loosen a circlet of grass 
before being able to get underneath and bring forth its fat white 
prize, which it swallowed whole. Another it failed to get out 
whole but picked to pieces from under the grass. The benefit 
to Toronto lawn owners of the activities of such birds, must, as 
Mr. Millar suggests, be very great indeed. 

xxxx xxxx xxxx 
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From our secretary, Mrs. J.B. Stewart, comes the following 
account of the Nature Study Camp held as usual this summer by 
the Federation of Ontario Naturalists. 

"Despite rain , wind and high water, the 19th session of 
the Federation of Ontario Naturali sts Nature Study Camp bids 
fair to go down in history as one of the most successful which 
we have had. Under the leadership of Professor J.R. Dymond, 
President of the F . O. N. , the camp assembled at Billie Bear 
Lodge, near Huntsville, on the week-end of June 29- 30. To say 
that it was a wet and sodden group that gathered about the 
roaring fire which had been kindled in the Lodge would be putting 
things mildly . But were they downhearted? Neverl Rarely 
has there been a camp at which such a kindred spirit prevailed 
from the beginning - each camper had a story to tell - washouts 
in the road forded, holes avoided, fallen trees surmounted, and 
finally the haven of a warm lodge, and the welcome company of 
other travellers with whom to swap experiences. What more 
could one ask? 

The fact that the high water had washed out the bridge 
on the East River was somewhat of a catastrophe when viewed from 
the point of excursions which had been planned on the other side. 
However, one quickly learned that there were just as pleasant 
places to visit nearer home, and a brief readjustment of our 
program soon proved that the birds, plants and mammals were 
equally plentiful on the near side of the stream. Mammals were 
more than usually abundant this year, everything from moose to 
mice being seen. The bears at the garbage dump provided nightly 
entertainment for the hardy souls who were willing to brave the 
mosquitoes and no- see- urns. When a whole group were sitting 
quietly on the bank of the East River, a moose emerged from the 
opposite shore, and apparently quite unconscious of his admiring 
audience, swam the river and made off into the thick forest on 
the near bank. On another day, from the same vantage point, we 
watched with interest the acrobatic antics of a huge snapping 
turtle, which started off to amble across the road, missed its 
footing on a teetering rock, and did three complete somersaults 
before it finally landed at the water's edge several feet below. 

There were three unexpected birds on our list this year: 
a bluebird, a meadowlark and a vesper sparrow. The unkind bird 
enthusiasts among our number insisted that we should list the 
meadowlark as 11 meadowlark 1sp?' 11 

( species unknown) simply because 
it did not favour us with its song. To our mind that is strain
ing at a gnat and swallowing a camel, but so be it~ 

·we were really delighted with the progress made by all our 
scholarship students. The boys from the Kitchener-Waterloo 
club were two of the most ardent, cooperative students whom we 
could have desired. The student from the London Teachers 
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College made good use of his time, while our two guests from 
Quebec were enthusiastic and appreciative. We shall long 
remember the vi vacious manner in which our younger member 
from Quebec l ead a spirited rendition of 11 Al ouette 11 around 
the camp fire. The two Toronto Field Naturalists Club 
scholarship pupils were also a great help in our daily round. 
Jerri Shortt, of the University of Toronto, and a leader in 
the Junior Club, made a definite contribution in the way of 
insect i dentification, and Sandy Barnett, also a member of 
the Juniors, more than carried his weight at all times. 

To all the leaders go our most sincere thanks. To our 
chief, J.R. Dymond, may we say that the success of this camp 
was largely due to the whole-hearted enthusiasm with which 
he faced a new and difficult situation, and emerged at the end, 
weary, we have no doubt, but triumphant. To the newest member 
of our staff, Frank Pammett from Peterboro, we also extend 
congratulations for a good job well done. To all our other 
veterans, we would say that it was nothing more than we expected 
from such season ed campaigners~ 

And so, for another year, we end the saga of Nature 
Camp . See you next year, we hope~" 

xxxx xxxxx xxxx 

BOOK REVIEW: 

Artie Birds of Canada By L.L . Snyder. Illustrations by T.M. 
Shortt (Toronto . University of Toronto 
Press , 1957) Pp. x, 310. Price $4.75 

To Arctic Canada, once a barely-known l and, inhabited 
only by a handful of Eskimos, R.C.M.P. officers, missionaries 
and other hardy souls , comes every year now an increasing 
number of summer visitors and permanent resident s. The needs 
of science and defence, the exploitation of new-found resources 
and other factors explain this development. To these newcomers 
the Arctic is an unknown world. Many of them will want to 
find out as much as they can about their new environment. To 
aid them in this, and to encourage them to do so, many publica
tions are appearing . One of these is the present volume 
wherein L.L. Snyder, Curator of Ornithology at the Royal Onta rio 
Museum, one of Canada's most distinguished ornithologists, puts 
together for the first time a composite picture of the bird 
life of the Canadian Arctic. 

Designed primari l y as a guide to the i dentification of 
the regular bird inhabitants of the Far North this effective 
work str esses particularly the status , distribution, habitat 
preference, and identifying characteri stics of each species . 
Two keys, one based on physical distinctions, the other on 
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habitat choice, are included as aids. The chief aid, however, 
will certainly be the magnificent black-and-white drawings 
which accompany the text. Drawn with impeccable accuracy and 
with a remarkably perceptive feeling for the character of the 
birds, these illustrations, done by T. M. Shortt of the 
Royal Ontario Museum, are as fine of their class as any I have 
ever seen, and far superior to most. The way in which the 
habitat setting, the feel of the country is conveyed along 
with the portrayal of the birds goes a long distance toward 
suggesting the sort of world the Arctic really is, and gives 
one a sense of reality otherwise impossible. Nor must we forget 
the admirable distributional maps which add so greatly to the 
value of the book, which, indeed, are one of its essential 
features. An appendix lists those birds which, though some
times recorded, are not considered for one reason or another 
to be regular Arctic dwellers. A glossary of Ornithological 
terms, and a suggestive bibliography of literature on Arctic 
birds are also included. 

That much, very, very much remains to be learned about 
Arctic birds is at once apparent from a perusal of this book. 
And, unquestionably one of the reasons why it is being published, 
or, at least, why the author was interested in producing it, is 
that through developing interest by such a book much more 
information may be gained, Those who take up birdwatching 
in the Arctic will be able to turn up new facts for scientists 
to work with. Yet, even if this were not to occur, the 
publishing of this book will have performed another and valuable 
service since it will give a chance to many lonely people to 
find out something about the richness of the natural life 
that surrounds them, though they know it not, thereby giving 
them an opportunity to enrich their own lives and helping 
them to alleviate some of the lonely strain of Arctic living. 
As an invitation to seek out new knowledge, as a contribution 
to a fuller life, this book is a really worthwhile addition 
to the growing literature on the Canadian Arctic. Finally, 
the University of Toronto Press is to be congratulated upon 
bringing this book out in so attractive a form, well-bound, 
beautifully printed on excellent paper and using a clear, 
comfortable type. 

R.M. Saunders, 

Editor. 




