
Toronto Field Naturalists' 

MARCH MEETING 

Monday, March 2nd, 1959, at 8.15 p.m. 
at the 

ROYAL ONTARIO MUSEUM 

CI u b 

Speaker - Dr. Jas. Soper , of the Department of Botany, University of Toronto 

Subject - "Botanizing in the High Artie" 

In the summer of 1958, while a member of the expedition known as "Operation 
Hazen", sponsored by the National Museum of Canada and the University of Toronto, 
Dr. Soper made a botanical survey of northern Ellesmere Island. .An account of 
his experiences and a showing of his beautiful kodakchrome slides promise an 
interesting and stimulating evening. 

BOTANY CLUB 

Place - Eglinton Public School, library room, Mt. Pleasant & Eglinton 
Date - Thursday, March 19, 8.00 p.m. sharp 
Speaker will be Mr. Bristol Foster, past president of the Botany Club, who has 

just returned from his worl d tour 
Topic - "Life in a Different Land" (illustrated) 

New members wel come 

President - Mrs. Janet Goodwin Acting Secretary - Miss Llewella Mann 
BA 1 - 3961 

JUNIOR CLUB 

The Toronto Junior Field Naturalists will meet on Saturday, March 7, at 10.00 a.m. 
in the Museum Theatre. The meeting will be in charge of the Mammal Group. 
Visitors welcome. 

Director - Mr. Don Burton 
RU 2 - 2155 

OUTINGS FOR ~.ARCH 

Saturday, March 14th, at 2.00 p.m. Mt. Pleasant cemetery, meet at 

Mt . Pleasant Rd. entrance 
Leader: Mr. L. T. Owens - Winter buds 

Saturday, March 21st, at 1.30 p.m. Old Belt Line ravine. Take St. Clair 
car to Moore Ave. & Mt. Pleasant Rd. Walk east on north 
side of Moore to ravine entrance on right. 
Leaders: Mr. George Fairfield - Birds 

Dr. Walter Tovell - Geology 

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

49 Craighurst Ave., 
Hu 1 - 0260 
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The most noteworthy avian event of this winter is without doubt the 
incursion of Bohemian waxwings in numbers into Southern Ontario. These erratic 
and mysterious northerners have not appeared in quantity so near to Toronto in 
the memory of any living birdwatcher. Even the few stragglers that have occurred 
during the past generation have been few and far between. When over a hundred 
were seen on the Barrie Christmas census, and a short time later four hundred in 
one tree, you can imagine the exodus of birders from Toronto and other places 
towards Barrie . 

The birds have been feeding on mountain ash berries. There are many 
trees of this kind scattered through the Barrie district and the flocks seemed to 
go from one place to another as the berries became exhausted. Towards the 
middle of January the large flock disappeared, and smaller flocks were reported 
from Chalk Lake and Georgetown, indicating that the waxwings were drifting further 
south in search of food. Since they are likely to be in our area until the end 
of March, and possibly later, it would be well to keep an eye on all mountain ash 
trees that still have a crop of fruit. As these birds eat a great variety of 
berries as well as their favorite mountain ash, observers should watch all berry
bearing trees, shrubs and vines. 

An invasion of this sort is completely unpredictable. The probable 
explanation is a lack of food in the far north whence the waxwings come, but 
this is admittedly only a speculation. The species is circumpolar in distri
bution and its habits in Europe are as erratic as in North America. Whatever 
the explanation for the unchartable movements the sight of a flock of these birds 
is something worth going a long way to see. The cedar waxwing, our familiar 
summer resident, is a smooth Beau Brummel amongst birds as we all know. The 
Bohemian waxwing has all the elegence of its southern cousin, and much more, being 
larger, more superbly colored, and possessed of a better voice. This is the 
prince whereas the Cedar is only the country gentleman. 
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Needless to say it would have been nice to have been with Bob Trowern, 
Earl Stark and Doug. Scovell when they saw the four hundred in one tree, with 
Jim Baillie when he looked at more than a hundred in a tree near the Royal Victoria 
Hospital and then saw another flock in a windswept mountain ash at Oro Lea, with 
Rev. and Mrs. Henry Marsh when they found a flock in ornamental juniper right 
beside Highway 400 near the Cookstown crossroad and were joined by Mrs. Lucy 
McDougall and her Wednesday group from Port Credit, who happened to be passing by 
after a fruitless search in Barrie - - but why go on. This is one of those times 
when the editor of the Newsletter has so far drawn a blank. I wish to assure the 
readers that, contrary to what I 8lD. told some of you think, this does happen. 

However, I should hasten to say it was not in this case for lack of 
trying. On the morning of January 9th my wife drove up No. 400 to the place where 
the waxwings had been seen two days before, and she saw not a single bird of any 
sort , nought but blowing snow all the way up and back. In the afternoon, acting 
on information that the food supply was getting low in Barrie and the waxwings were 
dispersing over the countryside, she and I drove well over a hundred miles looking 
for possible flocks. We went east to Markham, up to Ballantrae, over to Aurora, 
thence to No. 400 and up to the Cookstown road. Once again the general scene was 
one of blowing snow, white whirls picked up from the fields and whipped like 
c()iling smoke along every mile of pavement outside the towns. Had there been any 
Qirds moving, sitting in trees or feeding we could have seen them even so. And 
how many were there? Two, just two~ This, I believe, is something of a record, 
though not the kind I am anxi ous to achieve. In more than 150 miles driving, 
counting my wife's morning trip, there was a count of two starlings, one in 
Markham, one in Aurora'.~ It reminded me of a T.F.N.C. winter field trip at 
Purpleville Wood years ago when three birds were all the leaders could turn up. 
What a lot of explaining went on that afternoon. Fortunately, this afternoon we 
only had to make an explanation to ourselves. 

My next pilgrimage for Bohemian waxwings was made on January 18th, when, 
following persistent reports, Greer Roberts and I headed for Barrie. This time 
the weather was beautiful, though we saw not a bird from Toronto to Barrie for all 
that. 

Upon arrival we drove directly to the vicinity of the Royal Victoria 
HQspital where most of the recent reports indicated the birds to be. In sight 
of the hospital we immediately found birders combing the area. Like us they 
were from Toronto, knew that the birds had been seen yesterday, but had not found 
them today. We turned into Thompson Street where we had a specific address, two 
or three mountain ash trees where a flock had been observed. Right place all 
right. We had no sooner turned the corner than we saw a pair of birdwatchers 
sitting in a car watching the trees. More Toronto birders, Ralph McCleary and 
Ted Farley; the former, having seen Bohemians at this spot last week, was now 
trying to show them to his friend. They told us glumly that they had not yet 
seen any though they had toured the city three times and had gone out beyond 
Shanty Bay to a mountain ash where waxwings had been a week ago. Indeed they had 
been to every known spot; now they were just sitting, waiting and hoping. We too 
watched these trees for awhile, then decided to make our own tour of ash tree 
addresses. Our results were exactly those of McCleary and Farley. Nihil. We 
arrived back at Thompson Street to find several newly-arrived birders who told 
us with great glee that a flock of 15 Bohemian waxwings had just left, having 
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been around for ten minutes before being scared off by a passing car. In a 
moment McCleary and Farley arrived from another tour. Their reaction to the fact 
that the birds had come and gone in the little quarter-hour they and we were 
absent -- well, it was very much like our own, and had best be left to the imagina
tion. The lucky observers were all from Toronto; there was a real invasion of 
Torontonians into Barrie this Sunday. Dr. and Mrs. Murray Speirs with several 
others had been able to stand right beside the ash trees and watch the feeding 
birds, having arrived at just the appropriate moment. We decided that we had 
better stay around for awhile, so settled in the car to eat our lunches. Two 
purple finches came, fed and went, raising our hopes. A black squirrel made a 
sumptuous meal of berries, then rushed away, leaping from tree to tree. Finally, 
we decided it was not worthwhile waiting longer, so turned and headed for the tree 
east of Shanty Bay; 2.6 miles east of the store, Jim Baillie had told me, and his 
measurement proved exact to the dot, for as the speedometer ticked off the last 
tenth of a mile we came abreast of a large farmhouse in front of which stood a 
heavily-fruited mountain ash. Surely here -- No, there was not one bird, only a 
farm dog to bark vigorously as I tramped the icy road looking, looking and looking. 

As we gazed down the ridge and across the fields towards Lake Simcoe we 
realised that this was a place very fami liar to us both, for we were only yards 
west of the Oro Lea road where we come to see upland plover every spring. Indeed, 
we could make out the very field where the plover live. Yet how different, how 
frigidly different it all looked from those April visits in search of courting 
plover. Then we see green fields, new-leafed trees and glistening water. Before 
us now was a cold, bright wintry scene, frosted, icy, glittering. 

We turned up the Oro Lea road toward the highway. It was the first back 
road we had tried, and it was a mass of sheer ice, dusted in places with blowing 
snow for a strong breeze was rising. Greer drove slowly with extreme care; 
sliding into the ditch would be only too easy. Halfway to the highway he stopped, 
pointing to snow buntings in a pasture on his side. Two dozen and more birds 
were dotted over the field, some being no more than 15-20 feet away. I got out 
quietly, leaving Greer to watch from the car, and walked along the road to where 
I could see clearly. In the bright sun and against the snow the buntings showed 
to perfect advantage. So much so that Greer noted for the first time the birds' 
warm yellow tones that appeared beautifully at such close range. All were 
busily feeding and it was interesting to see a bird hopping up to catch hold of a 
head of grass, then bearing it down to the surface of the snow where it could 
pluck the seeds. Another method was demonstrated several times, when a bunting 
would walk along a stem until the grass was flattened on the snow. Twice I saw 
a bird that was having difficulty garnering seed because of the waving of the 
grass in the breeze put one foot on the seed head to hold it down. It was an 
action much like my dog's when she puts a foot into a dish that moves along the 
floor, making eating hard. The bitter breeze and blowing snow had no percept
ible deterrent effect on these buntings. They acted as if they were completely 
at home in such weather, as of course they are. 

One amusing episode, several times repeated, caught my eye. More than 
once I have seen ducks trying to land on ice slide quite a way when they came down 
too hard . Today I saw buntings do something very similar. Again and again one 
bunting would dash at another, trying to get possessi•n of some morsel of food or 
to oust a rival from a desired spot. More than once such a charge ended on a 
bare icy crust, and the attacker, carried by his own momentum, would skid, 
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sliding forward an inch or two before regaining control. I never saw one really 
topple as I have seen ducks do; a black or mallard sliding on its rear end is really 
a ridiculous sight. Nonetheless, to watch a bunting skid and slide was startling, 
as never before have I seen these graceful birds, masters of the winter snow, even 
show the least awkwardness. Even here the slip was of the most momentary duration, 
and hardly amounted to more than a schoolboy's slide on an icy walk. I could not 
help feeling as we gazed on this intimate little bit of bunting life that to see 
this was worth the trip and would be the loveliest sight of the day . 

So it turned out. We got back to Barrie, did another turn through the 
center of town, glimpsed a flock of birds that I am convinced were waxwings 
flitting amongst the houses and gone so quickly as to make identification impossible, 
revisited Thompson Street where we found two birders just going and no birds. We 
stayed a little while, then went on. 

Leaving Barrie by way of Allandale we kept an eye on all mountain ashes, 
noting quite a number, most wit h plenty of berries, but saw no waxwings. We also 
watched Manitoba mapl es, for we had heard of many evening grosbeaks being around. 
Finally we did spot seven of these in a maple just beside a garage. While we were 
standing admiring the little flock a car drew up in front of ours and the driver 
jumped out, calling my name . It was Alf Mitchener from Collingwood, and with him 
was Dr. Ives of Stayner, on thei r way to the Westman house to try and get pictures 
of a towhee that has been visiting the Westman feeding station. Birders were on 
the move today almost as much as on a May morning. 

I 
We joined forces and all drove on to the Westman's. Mrs. Westman, who 

is one of the most active and best -known birdwatchers in the Barrie area, I have 
met several times but her home I had never seen. Now that I have I can see that 
she and her family coul d scarcely avoid being birdwatchers and naturalists. The 
house is a gem in a per fect setting. It is approached from a road on the south side 
of Kaempenfeldt Bay through a pine wood on a lane about three-quarters of a mile 
long. Midway through the wood the front car put up a pileated woodpecker, and when 
we arrived at the house there were birds all around, more than we had seen anywhere 
else all day. Standing on an open knoll with a deep wooded ravine on one side and 
a screen of trees on the other, the house looks down a long sloping lawn to the 
lake and out along miles of shore to the mouth of the bay beyond. On the ravine 
side, enhancing the manifest natural attractions to birds, a large feeding station 
has been erected, and it was this that was obviously the centre of interest for so 
many birds. Chickadees, tree sparrows, hairy and downy, golden-crowned kinglets, 
a creeper, and others not identified, all were about. A flock of pine grosbeaks, 
whistling loudly, flew up over the ravine, and another flock, probably purple 
finches, circled over the house, possibly hoping to visit the feeders and being 
deterred by sight of so many people . The situation was as right for a successful 
feeding station as it was perfectly beautiful for a home. The Westmans, it 
turned out, were in Toronto looking for long-eared owls while we were in Barrie 
looking for waxwings. We birders are certainly always on the move. Still, than.ks 
to the Westman woods and feeders we ended our trip with a fine avian flourish. 

Bohemian waxwings are still on my want list, but I don't count any 
trip that includes a perfect sight of snow buntings, evening and pine gros
beaks, purple finches, and the others anything but first class. 

xxxxx xxxxx xx.xxx 
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In a letter of January 13th Mrs. Elma F. Williams of Aurora reports an 
interesting observation at her feeding station. She writes, "I saw a very 
curious sight this morni ng. All winter we have thrown out bread and scraps on 
our back porch for the bi rds, largely English sparrows and starlings, which come 
regularly for it. From an upstairs window when I happened to glance out I could 
see a circle of about 30 or 40 of them on the back lawn all busily going through 
the same procedure, dipping their beaks in the soft snow, s~reading their wings 
and taking what looked l ike a snow bath. They all kept flying back to the same 
spot on the snowy lawn, some yards from the porch, after getting more bread and 
wiping their bills in nearby trees, a dark group of them dipping their beaks in 
the snow or spreading their wings and seeming to fly through it. I have often seen 
birds "anting" but this is the first time I have ever seen them apparently bathing 
in snow. Is it a common practice : " 

What Mrs. Williams saw was unquestionably exactly that, birds bathing in 
snow . How common the practice is is not easy to say, though I suspect that it is 
quite regular where water is lacking . I have seen sparrows acting in a similar 
manner at my own feeding station, and in the open fields I have observed snow 
buntings bathing in this way. The few times on which such an observation is made 
is probably no indication of its rarity . Such snow bathing in winter is to be 
compared to dust bathing in summer, a practice indulged in by more than one species . 

Mrs. Williams also asks about the dipping of the beaks in the snow, 
and wonders if this is a manner of drinking since she does not put out water in 
winter. The answer is again affirmative. 11Eating11 or "drinking" snow is a 
regular way for winter birds to get water when open water is lacking. I have seen 
many birds drink in this way, the most recent being a hairy woodpecker in my garden, 
this very afternoon. Sparrows and starlings at the feeders frequently do so. 
Incidentally, Mrs . Williams' interesting observations of these common urban birds 
show what a good observer can see of interest even amongst the most common of birds 
in one 's own garden. 

xxxxx xxxxx xxxxx 

For those of our members whose interest lies chiefly in the realm of botany, 
and for t hose who would like to develop an interest in that aspect of nature, the 
members of the T.F.N.C. Botany Group have kindly drawn up the following list of 
books . They cover different regions of the botanical world -- fungi, mosses, 
ferns, grasses, trees, flowers and related plants, and ecology. They range from 
delightful introductory works of a general nature, such as the books by Rutherford 
Platt and May T. Watts, through handbooks of identification to the great standard 
books on identification that are listed l ast. 

Molds and Man - An Introduction to the Fungi. By Clyde Martin Christensen 

Field Book of Common Mushrooms • By W. S. Thomas . 

How to Know the Mosses and Liverworts. By Henry S. Conard. 

Ferns . By Virginia Eifert and Bruce Metcalfe. 

The Book of Ferns of the Ottawa District . By W. Cody. 
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Ferns of Northeastern United States. By Farida Wiley. 

Grasses. By Agnes Chase (a good first book for the study). 

The Forest Trees of Ontario. Issued by Ontario Department of 
Lands and Forests. 

Spring Flowers of Wisconsin. By Norman Fassett. 

.American Wild Flowers. By Harold Moldenke . 

Field Book of American Wild Flowers. By F. Schuyler Matthews 
(a good book for beginners). 

The Hidden Life of Flowers. Translated from the French of 
J . M. Guilcher (beautifully illustrated). 

Edible Wild Plants of Eastern North America. 
and Alfred Kinsey. 

By M. L. Fernald 

Poisonous Plants of the United States. By W. C. Muenscher. 

The Story of Plants and their Uses to Man. 
and Ronald Melville. 

The Web of Life. By J.H. Storer. 

Reading the Landscape. By May T. Watts. 

By John Hutchinson 

This Flowering World. By Rutherford Platt. 

This Green World. By Rutherford Platt. 

The Weeds of Ontario. Issued by Ontario Department of Agriculture. 

Weeds. Issued by Department of Agriculture, Ottawa. 

Gray's Manual of Botany, 8th edition. M. L. Fernald, ed. 

Illustrated Flora of the Northern States and Canada. The new 
Britton and Brown. 3 vols. H. A. Gleason, ed. 

x.xxxx xxxxx xxxxx 

The following article, entitled Woodlands For Pleasure, which appeared 
as Nature Bulletin No. 551 of the Forest Preserve District of Cook County, 
Illinois (January 24, 1959) is so apt a statement of a view that happily is 
beginning to develop hereabouts that it is reprinted here for the careful 
consideration of club members. 

"The Forest Preserve District of Cook County was created and is 
managed for the education, pleasure and recreation of the people. After 
approval by public referandum, the Board of Forest Preserve Commissioners 
was authorized by law to acquire native forests and other lands which mus, 
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be preserved or restored and protected in their natural condition as nearly as 
· possible. The preserves now total more than 45,000 acres. 

"The management of woodlands so as to maintain them in a natural condi
tion for the pleasure and recreation of the public is called recreational forestry. 
In several fundamental respects it is much different from commercial forestry 
which regards a woodland as a source of forest products such as lumber; as a 
tree factory from which, if it is properly managed, a crop of saw logs may be 
cut and harvested periodically. 

"A commercial forest is managed in somewhat the same way as a farmer 
manages his fields of corn, wheat and oats. Some species of trees, because they 
have little or no value for lumber, are called "weed trees" and in a commercial 
forest these are removed to make room for desirable kinds such as oaks, hickories, 
maples, pines or firs. Trees with short or crooked trunks and widespreading 
branches -- called "wolf trees" because they take up too much room and make too 
much shade -- are also removed. And in a commercial forest, when a valuable tree 
matures and has reached a certain size, it is cut and the logs are hauled to 
market. 

"In a natural woodland for recreational use, no native species is removed 
because it is too old, too crooked or leaning, too stunted or too widespread. 
Trees of this sort lend character and richness to the landscape and interest 
peo~le. To the recreational forester, no native tree or shrub is worthless. He 
does not always remove a mass of grape vines because it is choking and may kill a 
tree. 

"Most dead or hollow trees are permitted to stand because they furnish 
homes for birds such as woodpeckers, chickadees, owls and wood ducks, as well as 
for animals such as squirrels, raccoons and possums. When a tree falls it is 
allowed to lie and rot, furnishing food and homes for a vast variety of lower 
animals. As these live and die, the tree decays and together they return precious 
foods to the woodland soil. Furthermore, people expect to see dead and fallen 
trees scattered about in a natural forest. Death and decay, as well as reproduc
tion and growth, are natural processes constantly at work. 

"Thus, the recreational forester regards a woodland as a community, 
complete in itself, where each and every species of plant and animal, living or 
dead, contributes to the growth, stability and beauty of the whole. He believes 
in letting Nature alone, and patiently permits her to solve her own problems and 
work out her own complex system of checks and balances. He protects the woodland 
against fires, against grazing by livestock, and against damage by automobiles or 
misuse. Otherwise, unless it is seriously attacked by insect pests or some 
disease, his policy is "Hands Off". 

"Natural woodlands, such as we have in our forest preserves, appeal to 
people. They may enjoy the scenic beauty, the play of sunlight and shadows, 
the myriad kinds of plants and animals, the combination of small sounds and 
odors, or just the solitude to be found there. Each visitor can gratify his 
own interests and find his own enjoyment. He returns to his job and the 
hurly-burly of city life feeling rested and refreshed. He has been re-created. 
Those intangibles are what people harvest from woodlands managed for their 
pleasure." 
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Book Review 

Theodore Roosevelt's America. Selections from the writings of the Oyster 
Bay naturalist. (Devin-Adair Co., New York, 
1955. In Canada, Thomas Nelson and Sons, 
Toronto). Pp . xxiii, 418. Price $5.75. 

That a local birdwatcher in Syracuse in 1915 should have discovered 
Teddy Roosevelt crawling, "like a huge anthropoid", through a willow thicket 
in search of a cardinal was a true measure of T.R. For, in this dynamic man, 
the zest for living and a love of nature burned high as long as there was breath 
in his body. Despite physical handicaps that cursed his childhood -- possibly 
because of them -- T.R . beca~e the epitome of vigorous living, glorying in danger, 
in rugged, hazardous advanture, above all in the out-of-doors. So his name is 
as well-known in connection with frontier life on the Great Pl~,5.ns and in the 
Rockies, for wilderness treks in Africa and South America as it is with the Presid
ency of the United States. Indeed, probably no President except Thomas Jefferson 
has had as broad interests as Theodore Roosevelt. 

Moreover, his capacity to describe what he saw and experienced makes his 
many books intensely interesting and of tremendous value as a record of an age 
that has now la~gely passed into history. This book is composed of selections 
from his writings, stressing particularly the naturalist side, so intense in 
Roosevelt, but showing equally ~h~ character o~ frontier life in the mid-1880 1 s in 
the newly-opened Dakota Territory and in Wyoming. Indians, cowboys, buffalo, 
elk, grizzlies, love of hunting, and -- surprising at that date -- a deep 
sensitivity to natural beauty fill these pages. It all makes fascinating reading, 
and provides a remarkable documentation of social history in addition. 

This world bas gone. Nothing could be more indicative of its passing 
than Roosevelt's own personal transition away from a man living the rough, 
unfettered life of a new frontier, seeing the slaughter of the bison herds, the 
enslavement of the open prairie to fence line and range. By the time he became 
President he was convinced that if any of wild America was to be saved for future 
generations to enjoy and use, quick drastic steps must be taken to ensure con
servation. With characteristic vigor he threw himself into the new crusade, and 
with such effect that this continent owes more to Teddy Roosevelt than to any other 
single man, for the creation of its great natural parks and reserves, above all for 
the awakening of the need for and the value of conservation. The change that is 
evident in T.R. is the stor y of a changing world, the bridge from his world to 
ours. Canada, as well as the United States, owes much to Theodore Roosevelt's 
crusade on behalf of conservation. It is significant that he invited representa
tives from Canada and Newfoundland to the Conference on Conservation, the North 
American Conference, in 1909. 

The edirot's careful selecting, T.R.'s robust style, and the enlivening 
black-and-white illustrations by Ugo Mochi all make this a book for anyone's 
bookshelf. 

R. M. Saunders, 
Editor. 




