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PLEASE NOTE CHANGE OF DAY AND DATE 

Tuesday, February 3rd, 1959, at 8.15 p.m. 
at the 

ROYAL ONTARIO MUSEUM 

CI u b 

MEMBERS I NIGHT 

Speakers ; 
James L, Baillie - "Census Highlights" 

James R. Mackintosh - "Fun at a Feeding Station" - illustrated 

Richard Fish (representing our Junior Club) - "Fine Mineral Specimens" 

Joe Benvenete (also from our Junior Club) - "Winter Birds" 

Dr . Peter Peach - "Flowers of British Columbia" - illustrated 

John Livingstone - "Some Florida Birds" - illustrated 

John Mitchele - "Canada I s First Conservation Workshop11 
- illustrated 

Colour Film - "Hawaiian Volcano" 

OUTINGS. Saturday, February 14, 1.30 p.m. - Boyd Conservation Area 
Leaders - Birds, F. Bodsworth 

Trees, Kenneth Armson, Faculty of Botany, U. of T. 
Take #7 highway to Woodbridge, proceed through business section 
north 1-1/2 mi. on Woodbridge-Kleinburg Road. 
Watch for large sign on right-hand side of road . Meet at gate. 
Note: As this area is inaccessible by bus at this time of day 
car drivers are requested to co-operate in providing transportation 
for those who would otherwise have to miss the outing. Any who can 
provide transportation, and those who require it, please phone the 
Secretary, HU 1 - 0260, not later than Thursday, February 12. 

Saturday, February 28, 10.00 a.m. - High Park 
Leader - Rosemary Gaymer, Birds 
Meet at west end of park (Ellis Park and Bloor) 

BOTANY GROUP - Meet in Eglinton Public School, Mt. Pleasant and Eglinton, 
at 8 p .m. sharp. Mr. Stuart L. Thompson will speak on 
"Woodland Ecology,rr with pictures by Mrs. Mary Ferguson. 
New members welcome. 

Mrs. May Persson, Sec. 
LE 6-0975 

JUNIOR CLUB - The Junior Club will meet at 10 a.m., in the Museum Theatre, on 
Saturday, February 1st. Sorry, no more new members this season~ 

President - Dr p Walter Tovell 
Secretary - Mrs. H. Robson 

49 Craighurst Ave. 
HU 1-0260 
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NE'NSLETTER 

Number 161 JANUARY 1959 

A Trip South (continued): 

Fresh seabreezes and sparkling sunlight greeted us on the morning of 
May 11 as we rolled across the causeway from Chincoteague to the mainland . Wild 
cries of wee-willy, wee-willy, rang once more in our ears along with the social 
chatter of clapper rails. Snowy egrets and little blue herons looked up from tidal 
pools , and least terns squeaked across the sky. A lively introduction to a new 
and very different birding day from that on Assateague. 

We were bound this morning for Pocomoke, the northermost of the great 
southern cypress swamps. There was not far to go, for the Pocomoke River and its 
bordering swampland lie in that part of the peninsula east of Chesapeake Bay where 
the three states of Virginia, Maryland and Delaware come together. We travelled 
in parts of all three states in our exploration of the swamp, using local topo
graphic maps as well as local advice to guide us to favorable spots . 

Once into the pine woods that border the swamp we found ourselves in 
a world away from the seaside marshes. No breezes here, no sharp cries. Quietness 
reigned, whilst down through green needles filtered the lambent sun setting the 
reddish holes of the pines softly aglow. A hushed world this and warm; we walked 
more slowly, exerted ourselves less vigorously than beside the noisy sea. Yet 
these woods possessed a beauty all their own. In the midst of the tall straight 
trees that rose above a thick carpet of brown needles there were numberless pink 
lady slippers jewelling the edges of the paths, and delicate azalea blooms winked 
from dark green thickets beneath the pines. There was much here to be seen and 
enjoyed in quiet pleasure. 

As so often happens, though, it was not in these beautiful surround
ings that we made our first real bird find of the day. We had come out of the 
pine wood into an old, overgrown gravel pit where slimy green water lay motionless 
beneath t ang.J.ed smilax mazes. An unknown call made us turn sharply to peer; the 



- 2 -

caller could not be located. We found ourselves picking our way amidst old 
coffins on a dump with a now broiling sun beating down on our heads. There in 
that unseemly spot came a burst of powerful song, a cheerful ear-catching surge. 
All of us turned at once toward the sound, and, as the music kept pouring forth, 
we quickly discovered our singer, a wonderful summer tanager, glossy and polished, 
a gleaming vivid red, transforming the brushy old clump into a realm of beauty 
with color and song -- Nature rising above and transforming man's waste. 

The trail we were following would take us, according to the map, down to 
the Pocomoke River and so to the cypress swamp. But the trail got more and more 
overgrown, and, perhaps because we were too mindful of ticks and other creatures, 
we decided to turn back. Not before, however, we had squeaked out a yellowthroated 
warbler and other more familiar dwellers of the swamp. Still, it was disappointing 
to get no further than the first cypress trees. We drove on to the forest warden's 
cottage. The warden was pleasant, friendly and unhelpful since he knew nothing 
about birds, merely redirecting us to the trail we had just left. In frustration 
we drove into the woods nearby, ate our lunches, made a circuit of this area only to 
find it silent, apparently empty, and unrewarding. 

At Snow Hill a talkative negro attendant at a filling station told us of 
a woods road that went to the river. Gratefully we followed his directions and got 
to the river alright, straight into somebody's backyard, from which we extricated 
ourselves midst a hue and cry of barking dogs. We tried again and got into the 
middle of the woods along a lane that petered out into a path. Leaving the Gar 
here we trudged on deeper and deeper into the steamy afternoon forest. Few 
sounds save those of our own footfalls greeted our ears for the better part of a 
mile. Then a dry, buzzy trill ascended from bushes in a wet swale. Greer and 
John located the author whilst Tom and I were off in another direction. At their 
hail we hurried back. A little listening assured us that this was, indeed, one 
of the birds we sought, so we said, "To heck with the ticks," and ploughed into the 
bushes. A little squeaking and manoeuvring did the trick, and we saw come in view 
the striped head of a worm-eating warbler eyeing us enquiringly from the safety of 
a thorny thicket. Such a sight was satisfying, and balm to our frazzled nerves. 
It sustained us throughout further fruitless tramping along hotter and hotter trails 
until we got back to the car and set off for Snow Hill -- that name in itself was 
a refreshing pleasure -- and something cool to drink. We had made a find, but this 
time we'd really had to work for it. 

Cool drinks and ice cream at the inn gave us a new lease on life so that 
we crossed the river on the highway and went in search of further tracts of swamp
land with renewed hope. The first area we came to looked fine with tall vine
covered trees rising from black mirroring water but it was alongside a paved road 
and cars roared by all the time, making hearing impossible and birds wary. We 
crossed a broad tributary of the Pocomoke, turning up a dirt road on the west 
side of this stream. Just around the turn, as we got away from the paved road, 
the sizzling song of a grasshopper sparrow told us we had made a good choice. 
Even so, we were not prepared, after our earlier strenuous efforts, for the next 
sudden visitation. We had come to a halt beside a bank where the wood fell 
away to the valley bottom, when a bird broke cover ahead, flying rapidly across 
a ploughed field on the other side of the road. Size and a faint sensation of 
blue led me after a momentary pause -- I didn't want to make a false move for 
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for there had been too many before -- to leap from the car and run across the field 
after the bird. It had come to rest in a tree at the :'ar corner. Arriving 
within looking distance I hastily scanned the tree, and right in the middle found 
the bird, now busily picking insects from the underparts of leaves. One glance 
was enough to cause me to signal my companions. They had remained sedately in 
the car, no doubt mindful of earlier frustrations, but now they crune at a jog 
trot. Happily, the bird stayed on, oblivious of our excitement, thus giving us 
all a perfect observation of one of our most wished-for species, the blue grosbeak. 

Yesterday we had looked at indigo buntings, wondering if they really 
could be mistaken for blue grosbeaks, and knowing full well that they often are. 
Yet now that we had the real grosbeak before our eyes we could not understand 
how anyone who has ever seen this bird could confuse it with an indigo. The size 
was that of a cardinal, the beak l ooked like that of an evening gros·beak, white, 
imposing, unmistakably a "gros bee". The fawn or chestnut-coloured bars on the 
wings were equally distinctive, though not as easily seen as the other two features. 
So far as this mark went the inexperienced observer could confuse a brown-winged 
indigo with a chestnut-barred grosbeak, though only if size were overlooked. The 
blue on the grosbeak is softer-toned, less metallic and rather lighter in shade. 
While we were watching, moreover, this bird half-raised a crest at the back of its 
head several times, thereby making its resemblance to its close relative, the 
cardinal, very striking. We hoped to hear some song, but this we did not get, for 
the bird kept to its feeding without uttering a sound. Not even in South Carolina 
had Tom and I had so good a look at this wonderfully beautiful bird. And our 
last sight of one was now more than twenty years behind us. The others had never 
seen the blue grosbeak before. Inasmuch as this species is notably rare east of 
Chesapeake Bay we were immensely pleased at our good fortune and privilege. This 
sight turned a day hitherto marked by frustration and struggle into one of happy 
satisfaction. 

The turn of the tide had arrived. Our next pause brought us sound 
of an Acadian flycatcher. And near a bridge over the swamp-edged creek we heard 
a red-bellied woodpecker rolling out the calls we had learned so well in Murray's 
wood along Ontario's Thames . John and Greer went looking for this fellow and soon 
I heard Greer calling to come and see the bird at its nest. There, indeed, it was 
at a hole in a half-rotten old stub, going in and out, apparently carrying food to 
its young. In a moment a gnatcatcher twanging near the stream sent me hurrying 
back. Curiously I had just said to Greer that we were too far south for golden
winged warblers when, in searching the tree tops for the gnatcatcher, the first 
bird I saw was not the blue-grey mite at all but a golden-winged warbler, -- one 
of the very few warblers we were to see on the whole trip. The golden-wing was 
Quiet and soon disappeared, whilst the gnatcatcher kept calling persistently; at 
last I found it, having examined two white-eyed vireos, an Acadian flycatcher, 
a parula warbler and a cardinal on the way. To cap our busy little session by 
the woodland bridge a wood duck crone flying upstream, shooting frantically into 
the trees when it saw us gazing too closely as it went by. 

Our day in the swamp was rounded off by this last burst of activity. 
We decided forthwith to spend the night once again beside the sea. Our decision 
made, we turned eastward, making for Ocean City, arriving an hour later on the 
water side of the Oceanic Motel in an invigorating seaside breeze. To our 
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delight we found that we could get accommodations right beside the ocean, 
where we could watch the waves crashing in foam across the jetties, and breathe 
the salt in the air. To supper then and thence to bed with the roar of the 
Atlantic lulling us to sleep. 

In the morning we awl:ikened to see salt spray blowing against the 
screens, to hear least terns piping over the breakwall, and when we opened our 
bedroom door one flourish of the binoculars brought into view purple sandpipers 
running on the rocks -- purple sandpipers and least terns from the door of the 
night 1 s lodging, that is hard to beat. 

Refreshed by our night near the sea, we once again turned inland for 
the day, concentrating this time on the northern end of the Pocomoke Swamp 
beyond Whaleysville in Delaware. Using local topographic maps we found our 
way into the swamp roads, coming at last to a halt where woods, wet and dry, 
open field and spirited sang promised good and varied hunting. The first song 
we went after was a puzzler. We knew it, yet we didn't. Not until we had 
tracked it to a tree along a drainage ditch and saw a yellow-throated warbler 
could we be sure. After all this southerner was a stranger to us, so we 
could be excused for not knowing his accent too well as yet. What a beauty 
this woodland sprite is, rather like a blackburnian with a bright yellow throat 
but much more tuneful than our flame-throated northerner. 

Back by the road we detected interesting sounds coming from an 
impenetrable jungle of bushes and thorny vines in a little vale, through which 
gurgled an unseen brook. One note was clear, the sneeze of an Acadian fly-
catcher, Then another was recognized, the treat-treat-treat of a prothonotary 
warbler. Since this resplendent swamp dweller had been heard several times 
yesterday and never seen, all effort was focussed upon getting this one out into 
view. We crept to the edge of the vale, there to offer our most enticing squeaks 
and whistles. The result'? Everything went absolutely quiet~ These southerners 
evidently did not care for my northern twang. Curiosity, however, will often 
prevail over prejudice, and pretty soon I did catch sight of a slight moving in 
the densest greenery. Aha, thought I, the prothonotary is getting into position 
to have a look at me. Carefully I watched, anticipating the silver and golden 
beauty. .Jmd what popped up? A dingy, browny-green warbler with a dull stripe 
over the eye? I had to make a lightning recalculation -- What is it? What is 
it? Then the name dawned. This was, yes, indeed, it was nothing less than a 
Swainson's warbler~ Here before our eyes was perhaps the least seen bird of the 
swampland; a "voice in the swamp" it is called because so often heard, so seldom 
seen. We succeeded each other quickly at the lookout spot, and for ea.ch in 
turn the dull-hued recluse came out, never saying a thing, only looking at us as 
we gazed at it. The prothonotary just never did appear~ Call one bird and 
get another; call a beauty and bring up a rarity -- the unexpected was working 
with a vengeance. 

Was it ever? It turned the page to another chapter in a flash. John 
and Greer had moved along to have closer looks at two Acadian flycatchers that 
had come to the roadside, possibly attracted by our co:rm:notion. But when they 
arrived simultaneously they paid no heed to us, having eyes only for each other. 
Suddenly they were chasing each other through the trees, sneezing wildly. Now 
they had actually tangled and were tumbling downward in the air. Then they 
were on the ground threshing around, flailing wings, completely locked together, 
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so oblivious to us that we were able to stand within less than a shoe's 
length from the encounter. With a butterfly net we could have easily 
captured them both; indeed, had we acted rapidly we could have done so with 
our naked hands. Only when one of the party nearly trod on them inadvertently 
did they separate, rising and flying off as if nothing had happened. Even 
now we do not know whether we were watching a battle between rival males, or 
a mating of male and female, though the loud singing beforehand and the 
evident belligerency of the participants indicate the former. If so it was 
a conflict of extraordinary ferocity, most amazing in these tiny forest fly
catchers] the like of which we have never seen before. 

Should we have spent more time here? All these invitations seemed 
to say so. And to them we must add a brown-headed nuthatch whistling in the 
dry pines. Still, this was a side ravine, edged by pines, not the heart of 
the swamp. That lay ahead. So, on we went. 

When next we quit the cornfields and entered the swamp we had rolled 
a bare mile into the woods when abruptly with one accord we all gasped, aLook 
at that~", and Greer jammed on the brakes. Beside us lay a dark pool of water; 
ringing the pool and mirrored in it, cascading down every bush and shrub and 
tree were garlands of purple bloom, a waterfall of wild wisteria. As we got 
out a wave of alluring spicy perfume flowed around us; and when we raised our 
eyes we could discern that not merely the roadside pool but the woods as far as 
we could see were cloaked in purple. Trees forty, fifty and sixty feet high 
were entirely submerged. An unbelievable sight, and when you picked your 
way through the flowery tangle into its midst it grew constantly more 
incredible. Here, away from the road, you were in a world completely purple 
and aromatic, a bower for the Faerie Queen, if ever there were one. So 
impressed, so overwhelmed were we by such lavish, luxuriant beauty that we 
stood a long time in silent admiration. Anything like this none of us had ever 
seen. It was almost unworldly, a scene out of Bunyan's Pilgrim's Progress, a 
grove on the way to the Celestial City. We drenched ourselves in its loveli
ness; we were loathe to leave, and when we felt we had to go we really had to 
tear ourselves away. Still, such a glimpse of sheer beauty as that cannot 
be experienced for too long; neither can it ever be forgotten. 

The rest of our day in the swamp was enjoyable, interesting, even 
piquant, but it could not attain again those two heights, the Swainson'$ 
tangle and the wisteria grove. We travelled shadowy roads from one promising 
black pool to another, listening to and searching for prothonotary warblers. 
A voice here, another there, but only a voice. One Louisiana waterthrush we 
could see; a pileated woodpecker deigned to vouchsafe a passing glint of wings; 
a black-throated blue and a parula came to look at us, but always the protho
notary called maddeningly from secret haunts in the pathless watery jungle, 
never coming forth to be seen. Black snakes slipped off sunny mounds as 
we tried to get into favorable looking positions. A red-shouldered hawk 
screamed overhead. Turkey vultures peered questioningly through openings 
in the trees. But we had had our day. It was not to include the sight 
of the warbler, clothed in silver and gold. We must be satisfied with the 
beauties, the rarities, we had already observed. And surely this day had 
seen no mean privileges granted the visitors from the north. 

When the realization dawned upon us that we had seen all that the 
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swamp was likely to yield we made a rapid decision, Let's go on t o Cape May. 
Agreed. It hadn't been on our itinerary, but why not? So we did; and the 
rest of the afternoon was given to getting over the Delaware Memorial 
Bridge and on to Cape May Court House Motel, our old stopping place of two 
years ago. Somewhere en route John stopped counting vultures. He got up 
to 300, and every last one was a turkey vulture. We just couldn 1 t catch 
sight of a black vulture no matter how hard we -- or I should say John, for 
he was our official vulture counter -- tried. 

Cape May Court House was reached in time for a late supper. Yet 
not so late as not to leave us time for an evening run to the Stone Harbor 
refuge. There we had the pleasure of repeating our experiences of two 
years past, of seeing the egrets, the little blues and their companions 
streaming in to the rookery by the dozens as the night shift of black-crowns 
departed for the marshes. To add to our delight was a pair of glossy ibis 
we had missed them two years ago - - coming in with the night-roosting crowd 
and taking up a stand amongst the white egrets in the dark cedars. Black 
silhouettes they were, but unmistakable after the look we had had of their 
kin on Assateague. Again we spent the night, if not beside the surf, at 
least where the smell of salt air betokened the nearness of the sea. 

The morning found us making a tour of the salt marshes, over to 
Stone Harbor, down to Wildwood and back to the highway. The extent of these 
vast sea pastures was driven home to all of us for they are so much greater 
than any we saw at Chincoteague or Ocean City . We had heard reports of 
observers being recently disappointed in the sights on the marshes, so we 
were prepared to find them largely empty of birds. Indeed, that is how they 
appear at first sight -- grand reaches of waving green grass coursed by dark 
tidal channels with here and there the white form of gull or egret spotting 
the green. Thus it was this morning but once you stopped and directed 
binoculars towards the grassy expanse you could see heads emerging everywhere, 
shorebirds gathered around all the tidal pools and dotting the muddy fringes 
of every channel. This was what we found two years past, and now we found 
the same again. In truth, the whole marsh was an animated shorebird domain. 
You could scarcely discover a spot where some dowitcher, peep, plover or a 
relation was not making a meal, chasing a rival, preening or resting. And 
in amongst the migrating shorebirds herons and egrets foraged for their own 
daily fare. Near the high bridge south of Stone Harbor we set up the 
balscope and quickly had first one, then another Louisiana heron in view. 
What delicate ladylike blue that bird does wear~ Next we turned our atten
tion to company after company of brant geese that were resting on the grass 
or on the channel waters, 2000 of them in all. We studied an osprey witting 
on its nest atop a cock of salt hay, watched ruddy turnstones and black
bellied plover in full dress plumage side by side, and clapper rails running 
full tilt at each other in territorial conflict. These marshes were an 
end.less source of avian excitement and drama. We felt sorry for those 
who had passed across them and missed the play. 

As we had to be on our way homeward this day, we spent less time 
than we wanted in these fascinating surroundings. Getting back to the main 
road and on to the Audubon Nature Reserve where we had a particular bird we 
hoped to see, we drove blithely into the back garden of the fine old colonial 
home that housed the Audubon headquarters at the time of our previous visit, 
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only to be told when we knocked on the door that this was now a private 
residence. The lady of the house was, nonetheless, very gracious, obviously 
used to such enquiries, and gave us permission to leave the car there whilst 
we went on to the reserve across the road. In parting she asked us to keep 
an eye out for two sheep that had got loose and were wanderi ng. We promised 
to do so, and we did, though we never laid eyes on the roving mutton. Our 
own objective was a sight of hooded warblers, which we had missed in Pocomoke. 
Two years ago the hoodeds were easil y found in this wood, and we were counting 
on them now. It just goes to show, you shouldn't try to repeat. We tramped 
hither and yon, squeaking, whistling, calling, and finally did get a fleeting 
glimpse of one hooded warbler , after having seen almost no other bird. It 
was not a very satisfying experience. 

Our next and final goal was the National wildlife Refuge at 
Brigantine, nort h of Atlantic City, of which we had heard in glowing terms 
from a Washington birder that we met at Stone Harbor the night before. Load
ing up with sandwiches at a place on the Garden State Parkway, we headed for 
Brigantine, arriving ther e by a rather roundabout route after missing our turn 
by several miles, an easy thing to do on a limited access highway. 

We arrived right square in the middle of lunchtime and had to hunt 
up the wardens, whom we found eating in a shed, before we could sign the 
register and gain official entry. They told us how to drive down on to the 
dykes. This refuge of 13,500 acres is mostly composed of sea marshes, even 
vaster than those at Cape May; and here the refuge authorities have constructed 
a series of dykes that run for mi les into the marshes, and upon which the 
birdwatcher may drive. In doing so he does what we had so often wished for 
in other marshes, gets right out in the midst of the birds. Thus we presently 
found ourselves stoppi ng to v i ew ruddy ducks just off the car, to survey a 
swarm of black ducks rising in front of us, a crowd that i ncluded at least 
fourteen gadwal l and how many other ducks, to watch a mysterious cloud of 
shorebirds in the distance that would not come as close as we would like. The 
dykes were still being built on this day, and road equipment was rolling along 
several of them, so that we could not go as far as we might have later. But 
we found a quiet corner for our lunch even so. However, it was not quietness 
but the sight of three dozen Canada geese just off our right bow -- with water 
all around us nautical ter ns seem highly suitable -- that really brought us to 
a halt. So we ate our sandwiches whilst the geese preened and paddled 
yards away. As we were finishing, twel ve of the Canadas, in dignified pro
cession, left the salt marsh and paraded across the dyke just in front of the 
car to reach fresh water that was impounded on the other side. Yes, they 
wanted a drink of fresh water. That is all, and when each one had satisfied 
its thirst, they all re-assembled and the line paraded back to joint the others 
in the salt marsh . 

On the way in we had made the thrilling discovery that there were 
three glossy i bi s right alongside this same dyke. We had a look and went on. 
With all the huge noisy road machines grinding along a neighbouring dyke during 
the lunch period we thought it likel y these birds would have departed. Still, 
it was worth a look on the return trip. After all this was only the third 
time in our lives we had ever seen glossy ibis, and all of them on this one 
jaunt. Needless to say we were delighted when we found them still on hand, 
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trucks, cars and humans notwithstanding. To be sure, here we were in the 
middle of their home territory; where were they to go: And in a refuge like 
this they, and all the birds, are under protection. It doesn't take birds 
long to find this out. Now we could have our look, and to our heart's content. 
One by one we levelled the balscope; one by one we burst into exclamations. 
The tall, heron-like birds that we had until now known only as dark silhouettes, 
and thought of as only bl ackish, were in reality creatures of glowing iridescence. 
Dark, yes; black, no, for in the beams of the noonday sun what we saw was a 
burnished coppery red on the backs of these sickle-billed ibis; living works of 
art, worthy of any sculptor in any age, monuments to the never-ending, ever
unplumbed variety of nature's creative beauty. This is what we saw and what 
we carried away in our memories. A fitting close this, the revelation of 
unsuspected colorful beauty in a hitherto unknown bird, to one of the most 
memorable of all our birdwatching expeditions. 

R. M. Saunders, 

Editor. 


