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Coast to Coast...

A Birding Odyssey
by Glenn Cunningham
irding the length and breadth of the United
States may not sound so exciting when
compared to some of the exotic expeditions
we read about, but to a beginner who has
not birded outside California it can be a
vastly rewarding adventure.
In some forty trips across the continent I've explored
almost every corner of every State—but never as I would
this spring. I had only begun birding two years before, and
this was to be my first cross-country trip as a birder. So, in a
sense, as I set out on that promising April day, a whole new
country awaited me.
Though spring is probably the best season for such a trip,
it is, regrettably, impossible to be at the right place at the
right month, at exactly the right time of day, with the right
weather and tide conditions. In Arizona I was told, "You
should be here next month." In Ontario, "You should have
been here last month." In Delaware I followed the Garganey
Teal by one day, and in New Jersey, a Ruff in full guide book
plumage, apparently apprised of my arrival, took off that
morning.
Armed with Pettingill's guides to bird finding, selected
inserts from recent issues of Birding, and various local guide
books, I was prepared to track down anything—though
more than once I searched for "the second dirt road to the
right after the little white school house" only to find, it had
been replaced by a six-lane highway and a Super Shopping
Center.
My expedition began auspiciously with the breakdown of
my brand new car in Wickenburg, Arizona. But the agency,
on the outskirts of town, was in good desert habitat, and
whjle waiting I was well entertained by Cardinals, Cactus
Wrens, Phainopeplas, and Gambel's Quail. Then on Mt.
Lemmon, close by Tucson, I began to log my first life birds:
Mexican and Gray-headed Juncos, Coues' Flycatcher,
Mexican Jay, and a Grace's Warbler near the summit.
Faithfully following Jim Lane's guidebook, I reached Madera
Canyon that afternoon just as an excited group of birders
from Toronto was unloading. To their dismay the first bird
they turned up was the Eastern Bluebird—the only one I
was to see on my entire trip. But the trees around the lodge

Ruffed Grouse

yielded the Black oared Buohtit and the Bridled
Titmouse—and along the stream were Painted Redstarts
and Arizona Woodpeckers. A Goshawk flew overhead, and
the feeders outside the dining room were alive with
hummingbirds, including the gorgeous Rivolis. That night
the Elf Owl appeared in his favorite telephone pole.
From there I drove miles over Arizona's worst roads in
quest of the Harlequin Quail. And then, after I had written
the bird off as impossible, a pair crossed the highway in
front of my car! Ramsey Canyon lived up to its reputation
with myriads of hummers, including the Blue-throated—
and to my delight the feeders also attracted Scott's Orioles,
which had eluded me in the California deserts.
Continued Overleaf
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The Chiricahuas' Wonderland of Rocks was a new
National Monument on my'list, and also provided a life
mammal—the javelina. Heading east, I went out of my way
to revisit Carlsbad Caverns, where I picked up the Cave
Swallow, and, as an extra dividend, a Harris' Hawk that
posed obligingly on a fencepost.
J\.s I pushed across the high plains of Texas I met flocks of
Lark Buntings—and then, as I got further south, the
spectacular Scissor-tailed Flycatchers became the most
conspicuous birds. However, Rockport, on the Gulf, was
stormy—and even the famous Oystercatcher Point, though
supporting a few birders, had no birds—except for a pair of
Roseate Spoonbills I found feeding near the road on the
marsh side of town.
At Aransas National Wildlife Refuge I was too late for the
Whooping Cranes, but did pick up the Wild Turkey, the
White-eyed Vireo, the Anhinga, and 800 chiggers. A pond
near the entrance had more Least Bitterns than one has a
right to expect in a lifetime; and at Manor Lake I spied a
Woodcock, half-hidden in the foliage.
Galveston, alas, was a washout—but then came High
Island! A salt dome, or "hummock," slightly higher than the
surrounding land, High Island has a few acres of
hardwoods, an oasis in a treeless desert of marshland.
Everywhere I looked I was overwhelmed by brilliant
color—tanagers, orioles, warblers, Indigo Buntings,
Rose-breasted Grosbeaks, and the incomparable Painted
Buntings. There are always birders in the woods of High
Island, and with their help I collected tzoenty-six life birds
that first day. Among them were such commonplace Eastern
species as the Catbird, the Brown Thrasher, and the
White-throated Sparrow—but included as well were some
rarities, like the Kiskadee Flycatcher blown in by the storm.
It was my plan to attend the American Birding
Association's convention at Beaumont; and at Brownsville
I joined up with their pre-convention tour of the Rio Grande
Valley. Near the famous Santa Ana N.W.R. we waited in
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vain for a Hook-billed Kite, but were rewarded instead with
a Mississippi Kite, a Broad-winged Hawk, and the
Long-billed Thrasher—plus Groove-billed Anis that
perched on a nearby fence. A pond in the refuge produced
the Stilt Sandpiper, a Masked Duck, the Least Grebe, and
Olivaceous Cormorant; and near the headquarters we found
the Buff-bellied Hummingbird, the Green Jay, Rose-throated
Becard, Lichtenstein's Oriole, and White-fronted Dove.
Twelve life birds for the day.
Falcon Dam, further up the Rio Grande, produced the
Ringed Kingfisher, the Olive Sparrow, and the Brown Jay.
Then, while we were searching for the Varied Bunting, a
Mexican Black Hawk sailed overhead—on the lorong side of
the river. Some of the more ardent birders began to beg and
plead for him to turn north—and finally, he did. When he
reached mid-river a shout went up that sounded like we
had just won the Olympics. He was a "wetback," but a
legitimate addition to the list!
Next, we returned to Brownsville to pick up the Cassin's
and Botteri's Sparrows, finding flocks of Franklin's Gulls
and Dickcissels on our way. Brief stops at the King Ranch
enabled us to add the Tropical Parula, the •HaHH»ulated^'^y/
Owl, and the White-tailed Hawk. And then, in the low hills
west of Austin, we were treated to two local specialties, the
Golden-cheeked Warbler and the Black-capped Vireo.
Our first tour out of Beaumont was to the city dump—a
cypress swamp—to see the Fish Crow. Though common,
the Red-headed Woodpecker was new to many of us, as was
the magnificent Pileated Woodpecker. Rice fields near the
city hid a flock of Hudsonian Godwits, plus White-rumped
and Upland Sandpipers—and High Island produced more
warblers (twenty-three species in all were seen by various
groups that day). In the nearby Anahuac N.W.R. we rode
through the spartina grass in swamp buggies, to flush the
Yellow and Black Rails and the Sedge Wren; then we ended
the day in the open pine forst of White Memorial Park,
watching Pine and Tennessee Warblers, the Gray-cheeked
Thrush, and the Barred Owl. Seventeen life birds this day.
Back at High Island, Arnold Small found us the
Golden-Winged Warbler—my 100th life bird for the trip.
Then at Bolivar Flats, a renowned stretch of sand adjoining a
jetty on the Gulf, I added the Sandwich Tern, the Glaucous
Gull, the Piping Plover, and the American Oystercatcher. In
the grass we glimpsed the Sharp-tailed Sparrow, and a
Common Nighthawk perched on a nearby post.
But now the law of diminishing returns took effect. I had
only ten life birds that day, and a mere five the next. Clearly,
the honeymoon was over. Thereafter I would be happy to
find one life bird a day, and frequently I was forced to go
several days and hundreds of miles without a single new
species—the sobering price of my early success.
VV ith the convention behind me, my first order of
business was to spot the Red-cockaded Woodpecker, soon to
become my most-wanted bird. Unfortunately, it still
is—though I searched through all the most promising
places in six southern States. Guided by a Birding insert, I
visited Gainesville's Morningside Park, only to be told that
the bird hadn't been seen for the past two weeks. Then at
Georgia's Okeefenokee N.W.R. the naturalist directed me to
Peckerwood Trail, where all the woodpecker trees were
marked and numbered. Several hours of patient searching
produced six species of woodpecker, but still no
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Red-cockaded. Moving on to Brunswick, I sought help from
birders listed in the Birding Directory. But their advice was
scarcely consoling. "Try Okeefenokee/' they suggested,
"You can't miss 'em there!"
Eventually my path took me to Hattiesburg, Mississippi,
where, with no small difficulty, I tracked down the local
Audubon chapter, to be informed at last by a very pleasant
lady, "Oh, yes, the Red-cockaded Woodpecker. I saw one in
my backyard—but that was 25 years ago, and I haven't seen
him since." I drove on.
Fortunately, between such quests I found other points of
interest. The town of Enterprise, Alabama, boasts the only
statue of an insect in the country—a monument to the boll
weevil, whose efforts ended the area's dependency on
cotton and forced the populace to diversify their agriculture.
I was naturally curious, having referred to the statue for
years in my Economic Geography classes—but I cannot
honestly say it is worth a trip across the continent just
to see it.
On the other hand, Wakulla Springs, south of Tallahassee,
was a real highlight of the trip. The springs, Florida's
deepest, are crystal clear, and from the glass-bottomed boat
one can see fish and turtles 180 feet below. The "jungle
cruise" is a birder's dream—for our boat glided within a
few feet of egrets, ibis, Limpkins, Purple Gallinules,
Anhingas, and Osprey, all feeding their young. On the edge
of the springs, in a park-like setting, is an old, comfortable
hotel, and there, at dusk, a Chuck-will's-widow flew low
across the lawn.

Maryland and the Patuxtent Wildlife Research Center of the
U.S. Fish and Wildlife Service. The Center, with its
impressive complex of buildings, acres of varied habitats,
and a large staff of specialists, not only serves as the central
Bird Banding Office, but conducts many experiments
relating to the preservation of wildlife. A staff member who
showed me around said of my wanted list, "We can
probably find you a Prairie Warbler and a Yellow-throated
Vireo, but I can guarantee you a Field Sparrow." We found
the other birds, all right, but struck out on the Field
Sparrow—another "commonplace" species that proved
tough to track down.
Following Birding instructions once more, I headed back
to the coast for two more birds that couldn't be missed: the
Swainson's Warbler at Pocomoke Swamp and the Purple
Sandpiper at Rehoboth Beach. I missed them both.

A he birds were coming slower now, but still I found much
to see along the South Atlantic Coast. The birder from the
Southwest, accustomed to environments that change
radically every few miles, is apt to be a bit dismayed by the
monotony of the eastern half of the country. The pine woods
of the southern coastal plain slowly give way to the
hardwood deciduous forest of the Piedmont and the
interior. And then this extends for 1000 miles to the
northern tier of States, where it merges with and finally
becomes the northern coniferous forest (though a few
islands of conifers are found in the higher Southern
Appalachians). Still, the Southern Californian cannot help
but be impressed by the unbroken greeness of the East. In
spring and summer the entire eastern half of the country
from the Gulf Coast marsh grass to the Adirondack forests
is fresh and green. Although I love my brown Verdugo Hills,
I never fail to thrill over this feature that the Easterner takes
for granted. And with it, of course, the abundance of water,
streams, lakes, and swamps, so rare and treasured in
California.
From the Atlantic coast I drove west across North Carolina
to the National Appalachian Parkway, a beautiful road that
winds near the crest of the mountains from Shenandoah
National Park in Virginia to the Great Smokies National
Park in North Carolina. Along the way I found a Canada
Warbler, apparently at home among the spruce and
pine—and at the Cherokee entrance to the Great Smokies I
came upon a large flock of Bobolinks—the only sight I had
of a bird I'd expected to be commonplace throughout the
East.
Now my wandering trail took me north through the
beautiful hills and dismal coal-mining towns of Eastern
Kentucky and West Virginia, leading me finally to Laurel,

However, there was still no slack in the pace of my
birding. At Norcross Wildlife Sanctuary, near Old
Sturbridge, Massachusetts, I was assured I would find the
Field Sparrow "just beyond the parking lot." But—!
Mt. Greylock State Reservation in N-.W. Massachusetts
looked somewhat more promising, if the wind would only
die down. A ranger there pointed out the trail followed by

till pushing north, I dropped in on two fabulous National
Wildlife Refuges: Bombay Hook, on Delaware Bay, and
Brigantine on the coast near Atlantic City. Both support a
variety of habitats that insure avian activity throughout the
year—though they're best during wildfowl migration. Still,
I managed to come away with the Great Black-backed Gull,
the Brant, the Mute Swan, and my best looks yet at the
American Oystercatcher.
Purposely skirting New York City—as I had every other
big city except Phoenix—I headed on toward the Block
Island ferry. But here the weather forced a change in my
plans, and, convinced at last that this is too big a continent
for any one trip, I reluctantly turned back toward the west.

Blackburnian Warbler
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local birders in quest of Bicknell's Gray-cheeked Thrush,
and I pursued the path to the fog-enshrouded and (in late
May) still snow-covered summit. But there I met only one
solitary junco.
From Vermont I ferried across Lake Champlain to New
York and the Adirondacks, and, following local advice, left
the highway and tramped for miles along logging roads on
the trail of the elusive BjSfGrouse—only to discover the
bird at last on the highway itself. Evening Grosbeaks,
another wanted bird, were easier to find, but the Gray Jay,
reportedly common, failed me entirely.
Cornell University, at Ithaca, is famous throughout the
birding world, for a few miles from the campus is the
university-owned Sapsucker Woods Sanctuary, site of the
Lyman K. Stuart Observatory, the nation's first research
laboratory for the study of living birds. From the main
building, picture windows overlook a ten-acre pond whose
sounds—including the trumpeting of their resident
swan—are piped inside. The Louis Agassiz Fuertes Room
houses many of his paintings; and a collection of bird
postage stamps (arranged by order and family from the
tinamous to the seedeaters) plus a hummingbird case with
90 mounted specimens, compete with the nature trails for
the birder's time—successfully, in my case, since it rained
during both my visits.
The Montezuma National Wildlife Refuge, also in New
York's Finger Lakes District, is a favorite with migrating
waterfowl, and at the headquarters I heard the
now-familiar, "Oh, yes, Field Sparrows are everywhere."
On the Esker Brook Nature Trail I met a group of local
birders. "Follow us," they said, "We'll find you one!" But
I made the mistake of informing them that I'd just seen a
Yellow-billed Cuckoo, and they deserted me at once to
search it out for themselves.
•C\.t Niagara Falls I crossed into Ontario en route to Pt.
Pelee National Park, site of the 1975 A.B.A. Convention. The
point, jutting into Lake Erie, is Canada's southernmost
spot, and, on account of its location on two overlapping
flyways, it boasts 336 recorded bird species. Here my list
was enriched with the Ruby-throated Hummingbird, the
Least Flycatcher, the Black Tern, the Black-billed Cuckoo,
and a Field Sparrow (!), one of the few in North America,
I'm convinced, and my nominee for the Endangered Species
List.
Grayling, Michigan, with its Kirtland's Warbler, needs no
introduction to the knowledgeable birder. A staff member of
the State Fish and Game had no difficulty in finding me one
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of the rare birds, since the territory of every singing male is
well known. I was also shown one of the 25 traps that
surround the nesting area, where about 3,000 cowbirds are
caught and killed annually in an attempt to save the
warblers from the brood parasite's depradations.
By way of Mackinac Bridge and Island, the Seney N.W.R.
on the Upper Peninsula, and Duluth, I finally reached
International Falls and Voyageurs National Park, the newest
in the system and the only one I had not yet visited. It is
undeveloped, and is to remain largely so, a wilderness
without roads, primarily for the hiker, the canoeist, and the
wildlife.
Northern Minnesota was suffering the worst drought in
many years, and one area, actually labeled "Woodcock
Habitat," at the time appeared more suitable for desert
sparrows. At Agassiz N.W.R., however, I did find LeConte's
Sparrows, and one thirsty-looking moose.
By contrast, North Dakota was too wet. The International
Peace Garden, a delightful stretch of park and woodland
astride the border, is the nesting site of several warblers, but
the downpour kept me in my car. At Kenmare, site of Des
Lacs N.W.R. and locale of the first A.B.A. Convention, I
was advised not to try the muddy roads that lead to blinds
for viewing the Sharp-tailed Grouse. But in nearby
"Sparrow Field," I found the Chestnut-collared Longspur
and the Baird's Sparrow—plus a single grouse that flew
overhead.
IVXany times while crossing the country I have tried to
find a line that separates the Eastern U.S. from the West,
but climate, vegetation, and landscape change so
imperceptibly that it defies pinning down. This time,
however, I think I found it. I crossed the wide Missouri near
Newtown, North Dakota, on State Highway 23, and
immediately the weather turned bright and sunny, with an
abrupt change in natural vegetation, agricultural land use,
and landforms. A few miles further on I felt completely at
home among the mesas, buttes, and sagebrush of Theodore
Roosevelt National Memorial Park. But I knew for sure I
was back in the West when the bird guides read, "Western
Meadowlarks are sometimes seen, and if you are lucky you
may find a Brewer's Blackbird."
Continued on Page 7
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Jon Dunn/FIELD NOTES

Jean Brandt

Royal and Elegant Terns

BIRDING around Hollywood

Elegant Tern

Royal Tern
Beginning birders often encounter problems with our
closely-related southern terns, the Royal and the Elegant.
Much of the confusion, however, is due to two factors: an
incomplete understanding of their distribution, plus the
innacurate portrayal of their key field marks in the standard
field guides.
The Elegant Tern arrives from Mexico in early March, and
about a hundred pairs nest at the south end of San Diego
Bay. North of the San Diego area, however, the species is
very rare until late June, when post-breeding birds push up
the coast from their nesting sites in the Gulf of California.
These post-breeding flights vary from year to year, but
during a good flight year the bird can be seen in numbers
north to the San Francisco Bay area—with a few almost to
the Oregon State line. The numbers of Elegants dwindle
during October, and the last birds leave the California coast
by early December. Mid-winter reports of the species
(including those on Christmas Counts) are undoubtedly in
error, as there are no properly documented winter records.
The Royal Tern, another visitor from the south, is
primarily a winter resident in Southern California — and
winter reports of Elegants invariably pertain to this species.
From September through mid-March the birds are fairly
common along the coast north to Santa Barbara, with a few
to Morro Bay. But further north they are purely accidental.
Though during the summer a few are regularly found in the
San Diego area (one breeding record), elsewhere they are
rare. Both the Royal and the Elegant are strictly confined to
the coast, and neither has yet been recorded inland.
The Elegant Tern is noticeably smaller and more slender than
the Royal, with a proportionately longer and thinner bill; but
these marks are only truly effective when the two species
are together. The best mark is the pattern of black on the
head. Throughout most of the year, the Royal is essentially a
white-headed bird, with only a thin band of black extending
from behind the eye to the nape. The important character is
that the dark eye stands out in the white face. The Elegant Tern,
on the other hand,has a more extensive black patch, and it

includes the eye as well as the rear portion of the crown. The
illustrations in Robbins' Birds of North America are in error, as
this key mark has been reversed. Although the mark applies
only to birds in non-breeding plumage, except for a short
period in March and early April, all the Royals (including
summering individuals) are in winter plumage.
Another good mark exhibited by many of the Elegants is
the pinkish sheen to the underparts. \&

A he subject of birds rarely comes to mind when Tinsel
Town is mentioned, but surprisingly enough there are some
very good natural areas nearby, and both residents and
tourists alike should be aware of them. All of these spots are
no more than a few minutes drive or bus ride from the
famous corner of Hollywood and Vine.
1. Lake Hollywood, hidden away above the Hollywood
Fwy. south of Barham Blvd., is probably the best local place
to see our chaparral birds. The setting is spectacular, and a
stroll around the lake will transport you far from the bustle
of the city. If it's a good winter for montane species, Red
Crossbills, Varied Thrushes, White-headed Woodpeckers, all
three nuthatches, Brown Creepers, and even Steller's Jays
may be found. Search in the pines on the east side of the
lake and below the dam for these birds. The first mile on the
east side may be birded from a car, but the rest of the road is
fence d-in. This keeps out autos and motorcycles; but people
on foot or on bikes are encouraged to enjoy the area. The
first % mile on the west side is the best place to see
Wrentits, California Thrashers, and migrants in season.
2. Wattles Park, on Curson Ave. off Franklin Blvd., has all
the appeal of a romantic Mediterranean garden, and it's a
beautiful spot to picnic among fan palms and Hooded
Orioles (in summer), and waxwings and White-crowns in
winter. From the park an overgrown trail winds up into the
wild chaparral (and the chaparral birds) of the Hollywood
Hills.
3. Franklin Canyon, just west of Coldwater above Beverly
Hills, has a rugged, unspoiled quality that tends to startle
Eastern visitors. The road through the canyon borders a lush
woodland of oaks and sycamores, and in any season birds
abound. The best birding is around the Upper Reservoir,
nominally closed to the public — but permission to visit is
generally granted after a courtesy call on the caretaker,
whose house is by the dam.
Even though the stars may have faded, Hollywood is still
a great place to visit. Good birding! \p?

the los angeles audubon

Annual Dinner
Tuesday, February 8th
at
Yamashiro Restaurant, Hollywood Hills
Cocktails are at 6:00 p.m. and dinner (teriyaki steak) at 7:30 p.m. A
program on Canada's High Arctic will be presented by Glenn and
Trish Warner of Bathurst Inlet Lodge, in the N.W. Territories. For
reservations send a check for $8.40 per person to Phil Sayre, Apt. 306,
660 So. Garfield Ave., Monterey Park, Calif. 91754 (phone: 288-0545).
Seating is limited, so don't delay.
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Shumway Suffel

BIRDS of the Season
ecember is the climax of the birding year, and
more birders will be in the field this month
than in any other month of the year, largely as
a result of the Christmas Counts—1200 of them this year,
with 25 in Southern California alone.
Unseasonal fall weather spawned floods in the
southeastern deserts during early September, and brought
us such inland oddities as the Red-billed Tropicbird, picked
up alive at Morongo Valley Sept. 11, the day of the
hurricane. But locally violent Pacific storms in October
caused birders to complain that the fall migration was
off-schedule and disappointing. Certainly there were dull
days when almost no migrants could be found, yet there
were also periods of activity when isolated pockets of
rarities were discovered.
Fortunately the Oct. 17 LAAS trip to Santa Barbara Island
hit one of these hot days. Except for a Red-billed
Tropicbird, the pelagic birding was slow; but the island
produced Palm, Tennessee, Magnolia, and Blackpoll
Warblers, an Ovenbird, two Sage Thrashers, two
Short-eared Owls, four Golden-crowned Kinglets, two
Bobolinks, a Winter Wren (the first record for the island),
and a Philadelphia Vireo (about ten Calif, records).
Other noteworthy birds in October included an early
Merlin in the field west of Cal State-Dominguez, on Oct. 22
(Herb and Olga Clarke), and two Sandhill Cranes (very
unusual in our urbanized area), found by Marge and Sandy
Wohlgemuth on Oct. 13 in a ploughed field in the Sepulveda
Recreation Area. Black Oystercatchers must be
re-establishing territories on the mainland coast, as up to
four have been seen regularly on the isolated breakwater at
Marina del Rey, and another was at Abalone Cove, Palos
Verdes, on Oct. 27 (Shirley Wells). A rather late Tropical
Kingbird was reported by Ken Landis near the Camarillo
State Hospital on Oct. 24, and the first Brown Thrasher of
the fall was seen on a barren hillside below Scotty's Castle,
Death Valley, on Oct. 15 (Guy McCaskie et al). The second
Gray Catbird on Pt. Loma, San Diego, this fall was seen by
Bob and Elizabeth Copper, among others, on Oct. 16. It is
remarkable that since the first two (or three) Sprague's
Pipits were found below San Diego on Oct. 19,1974, three
more turned up (in Oct., Nov., and Dec. 1975). And then, on
Oct. 21, a single individual was found in the short grass
field west of Cal State-Dominguez, in the City of Carson,
L. A. Co. Certainly the birds must have been overlooked
previously.
A very rare Yellow-green Vireo (about six State records)
was seen in the tamarisks north of Imperial Beach, S.D. Co.
on Oct. 25—but it could not be found the following day.
Rarest of several rare warblers in October was a dull
immature Pine Warbler, found by Joe Jehl on Oct. 13 in the
Pt. Loma Cemetery, and seen by a host of birders during the
next three days. After studying the Pine Warbler on Oct. 15,
Larry Sansone extracted a very colorful Philadelphia Vireo
from the dense cypress trees near the old lighthouse on the
point. The second rarest warbler was probably a
Golden-winged Warbler above Scotty's Castle on Nov. 15

and 16. One of our more frequent vagrants, the Tennessee
Warbler, was seen at Furnace Creek on Oct. 3 (the Clarks
and Kimball Garrett); at Big Sycamore Canyon, Oct. 24
(Herb and Olga Clarke); and in the willows at Harbor Lake
on Oct. 25 (Mitch Heindel). Virginia's Warblers were
unaccountably scarce this fall, as they are usually regular,
but uncommon, migrants. Two Magnolia Warblers were
found on Oct. 24, one in the small Malibu Shopping Center
Park (Arnold Small), and the other in the South Coast
Botanic Gardens (Jesse and Donna Morton). The latter bird
stayed for at least a week. An unusual number of
Black-throated Blue Warblers were present on Oct. 16, and,
surprisingly, all were males. One was in Tapia Park, (Jim
Halferty and Jerry Friedman); another in the Pt. Loma
Cemetery; and a third was at Scotty's Castle. A
Black-throated Green Warbler was in the Pt. Loma
Cemetery on Oct. 3 (Bruce Broadbooks), and Blackburnian
Warblers were seen on Pt. Loma on Oct. 4 (Olga Clarke),
and in Morongo Valley on Oct. 29 (Doug Morton). At least
three Chestnut-sided Warblers were below San Diego in late
September, and another was at Big Sycamore on Oct. 24
(the Clarkes). Most, if not all of these were in the lime-green
and white plumage of the fall immature.
Blackpoll Warblers are regular but uncommon along our
coast in fall, so a few below San Diego and one in Long
Beach Rec. Park (Mike San Miguel, Oct. 17) were expected.
In addition to the one on Sta. Barbara Id., Ovenbirds were
seen on Pt. Loma (Jon Dunn, et al, Sept. 25), and at Scotty's
Castle, Oct. 23. Most Northern Waterthrushes are seen in
September, but a few stay on later in the fall, and some even
winter here. Thus one in Tapia Park on Oct. 3 (Larry
Sansone), another at Furnace Creek the same day (the
Clarks and Kimball Garrett), and one or more below San
Diego on Oct. 10 and 16 (Armand Cohen et al) were more or
less expected. A rare but very dull immature Bay-breasted
Warbler was below San Diego for several days in late
September, and another was seen in Death Valley
on Oct. 15.
Two Rose-breasted Grosbeaks turned up at Deep Springs
(the Clarks and K.G.) on Oct. 2, and a male was at Pt. Loma
on Sept. 25. A Dickcissel (the sixth of the season) was
found in the high grass at the South Coast Botanic Gardens
on Oct. 8 by Florence Siudnak and Eric Brooks, but proved
difficult to relocate. Dr. Richard Neuman reports seeing a
very rare LeConte's Sparrow in the grassy marsh above
Little Lake, S.W. Inyo Co., on Oct. 23 and 24. Three
Sharp-tailed Sparrows were found during the high tide of
Oct. 23 by the LAAS field trip to Upper Newport Bay. An
early Tree Sparrow was in the date grove at F.C. Ranch on
Oct. 23 (Guy McC, Jon Dunn, et al), and the first Harris'
Sparrows of the fall were found on Oct. 23 and 24 at F.C.R.,
as well as at Cantil in E. Kern Co. (Dick Neuman). Their
close relatives, the White-throated Sparrows, were a little
earlier, with one near San Diego on Oct. 16, another at
F.C.R. on Oct. 23, and a third in Tapia Park on Oct. 25. A
Chestnut-collared Longspur at F.C.R. on Oct. 3 (K.G.) was
the first reported this fall.
\&
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Birding Odyssey

Continued

In the Black Hills I sought the endemic White-winged
Junco, and though none of the rangers at Mt. Rushmore or
at Custer State Park had ever heard of the bird, I finally
found one puzzling specimen with a white wing bar on one
side only!
In the Pawnee National Grassland north of Greeley,
Colorado, I had instant success finding the McCown's
Longspur—exactly where it was supposed to be. But my
luck was different at Rocky Mountain National Park. The
Park Headquarters advised me that I could find the Rosy
Finch all over the town of Estes Park, and the Gray Jay at
every picnic spot—true enough, if you're willing to settle
for the House Finch and the Clark's Nutcracker.
I continued on to the summit, but there a strong, cold
wind discouraged search for the finch or the ptarmigan. On
the western descent, however, a pair of Gray Jays appeared
to share my lunch, rewarding me with my 144th bird, the
last one for the trip.
There were many more possible birding areas ahead, but,
as always when one nears home after a long journey, there
was a tendency to press on. Still, I couldn't help but linger
to marvel again at the ruins of Indian cultures at Mesa
Verde, Walnut Creek, and Tuzigoot, or the splendor of the
Painted Desert and Sedona.
Not unexpectedly, I was a bit travel-worn on reaching
home, after 14,000 miles and 75 days of pretty steady
driving. My new car was no longer new, and the trip had
produced its share of frustrations and disappointments—
but all were overshadowedJsy the many rewarding, even
exciting, experiences I had along the way. Not only was I
richer by 144 life birds, but I had thrilled again to the
wonders — natural and man-made — of 32 of the 50 States.
It was a grand way to celebrate our Bicentennial Year— and
I was more than ever convinced that whether you bird or
not this is indeed a big, wide, wonderful land, u^

The Condor Fund
So far the response to this year's Condor drive has been
gratifying, but more contributions are needed. If you have
not done so already, please send what you can, to lend your
support to the continuing effort to save the species. Make
checks payable to L.A. Audubon and mail them to Audubon
House, 7377 Santa Monica Blvd., Los Angeles 90046.

Audubon Scholarships
This year Los Angeles Audubon is offering several
scholarships to cover tuition and room & board at the 1977
sessions of the Audubon Workshop in the West, a two week
ecological encounter session conducted during the summer
in Wyoming's Wind River Mtns. The highly acclaimed
program is commended especially to those engaged in
environmental work, or contemplating careers in the natural
sciences. For information concerning the scholarships, call
Audubon House, 876-0202.

Tanager Schedule
There will be no TANAGER next month. The Jan.-Feb. issue
will be mailed for arrival around February 1st.

The Rites of Christmas
Toward the end of this month, members and friends of Los
Angeles Audubon Society will join thousands of people
across this continent in birding's most durable and
gratifying ritual, the annual Christmas Bird Count. In fact,
this year we are sponsoring not one but two counts: the
Malibu Count, on Sunday, Dec. 19, and the Los Angeles
Count, on Sunday, Dec. 26.
Everyone is welcome to participate! Beginners can spend the

day with advanced birders; feeder watchers can report all
that they see; the nearest park or neighborhood can be
scouted; and you may be assigned to cover an area alone or
with others. After the day's over, we'll all get together to
compare notes and size up how we've done. To join in the
fun, just give the Compilers a call: for the Malibu Count
(Dec. 19), contact Jean Brandt, 788-5188, or Kimball Garrett,
479-8667; and for the Los Angeles Count (Dec. 26), call
Nancy Spear, 372-7653. A participation fee of $1 per person
is used to cover the cost of publishing the data from the
Count.

Winter Waterbirds
UCLA is offering a series of four lectures and three field trips
devoted to the study of the ecology and identification of our local
wintering waterbirds. Dr. Lee Jones is the instructor, and the first
class meets Wed., Jan. 12. The fee is $75.00. For enrollment
information, see below.

How Birds Communicate
Dr. Luis Baptista is coordinator for an all day seminar on bird calls,
songs, and visual communication, to be held at UCLA Saturday
Feb. 5. The fee is $25.00. To obtain enrollment information for this
course or the one above, contact the Dept. of Biological and
Physical Sciences, UCLA, 825-7093.

Just Arrived!
BIRDS OF THE WEST
The long-awaited book by Herb Clarke and Arnold Small.
More than 200 species illustrated in color. Order
your autographed copy from Audubon House.
Price: $30.00 plus $0.60 postage/handling
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CALENDAR
Los Angeles Audubon Headquarters, Library, Bookstore, and
Nature Museum are located at Audubon House, Plummer
Park, 7377 Santa Monica Blvd., Los Angeles 90046. Telephone:
876-0202. Hours: 10-3, Monday through Friday.

Audubon Bird Report-call 874-1318
THURSDAY, DECEMBER 2—Executive Board Meeting, 8:00 p.m.,
Audubon House.

SUNDAY, DECEMBER 26—Los Angeles Christmas Count.
Compiler: Nancy Spear (372-7653).
THURSDAY, JANUARY 6—Executive Board Meeting, 8:00 p.m.,
Audubon House.
SATURDAY, JANUARY 8—Los Angeles Zoo. Special
arrangements have been made for those wishing to do so, to view
the only remaining captive California Condor—one of less than 50
of the birds still alive. The Curator of Birds, Richard Rundel, will
meet the group at 2:00 p.m. near the African Tram Stop. Admission
to the Zoo is $1.50 for adults.

SATURDAY AND SUNDAY, DECEMBER 11 and 12—Carrizo
Plains.* Meet at 8:30 a.m. at the intersection of Highway 33 and
Elkhorn Grade Road. If you wish to look for the LeConte's
Thrasher come early, as the group will leave the area promptly at
8:30. Birds to be looked for are the Sandhill Crane, Golden Eagle,
Ferruginous Hawk, Mountain Plover, Sage Thrasher, Bald Eagle,
Barn Owl, and Short-eared Owl. A Merlin has sometimes been
sighted. Take Highway 5 north to State 166 (Maricopa turn-off), go
west on 166 to Maricopa, turn south on Highway 33, and go 1.6
miles to Elkhorn Grade Road. Be sure to have a full tank of gas
before leaving Maricopa. Motels are available in Taft for those
wishing to stay overnight. Before setting out, call the Bird
Report—in case of cancellation due to bad weather. Leader:
Jean Brandt, 788-5188.

TUESDAY, JANUARY 11—Evening Meeting, 8:00 p.m., Plummer
Park. Everyone welcome. To usher in the New Year, we've arranged
a slight departure from our regular fare: a screening of the vintage
British comedy, The Tawny Pipit—a film about politics, birding,
and the higher purpose of life.

*PLEASE NOTE THE CHANGE IN THE DATE OF THIS TRIP.

SATURDAY AND SUNDAY, JANUARY 29 and 30—Salton Sea.
Meet at 8:30 a.m. at Wister turn-off on Hwy. I l l (about 36 miles
south of Mecca, and north of Niland). The trip promises spectacular
birding, with thousands of wintering geese (Ross' Geese are
usually found) and large numbers of waterfowl and shorebirds.
Camping is available at Finney Lake (no water) or Wister
Campground. Please be sure to register at the refuge H.Q. at
Wister. There are motels in nearby Brawley. Leaders: Shum Suffel,
797-2965, and Harold Baxter, 355-6300.

SUNDAY, DECEMBER 12—Whittier Narrows Wildlife Sanctuary.
Meet at 8:30 a.m. at the Nature Center. With the New Lakes
established and attracting ducks and shorebirds, this region is
becoming one of the best local birding areas. This is an excellent trip
for beginning birders; the walking is easy and it is the only place
west of the Colorado River where the Cardinal can be found. Take
the Pomona Fwy (60) east to the Santa Anita off-ramp, turn south
(right) on Santa Anita to Durfee Ave., turn east (left) to the Nature
Center. Leader: David Foster, Nature Center Biologist, 791-3084.
TUESDAY, DECEMBER 14—Evening Meeting, 8:00 p.m.,
Plummer Park. Everyone welcome. Lloyd Kiff, Curator of the
Western Foundation of Vertebrate Zoology Museum in Los Angeles,
will present a program entitled, Pesticides Still Persist. DDT has
been found responsible for egg shell thinning in a number of
species of birds, including the California Condor. The speaker will
outline the problem and show an excellent Condor film.
SATURDAY, DECEMBER 18—Upper Newport Bay. Meet at 8:00
a.m. at the cable crossing, about midway along Back Bay Dr. from
Jamboree Blvd. Two of the highest tides of the month (6.6') occur
this day—at 6:21 a.m. and at 7:51 p.m. This presents a good chance
for seeing rails—with the Black Rail a remote possibility.
Sharp-tailed Sparrows have been seen here at high tide, and
wintering shorebirds and waterfowl are certain to be present in
large numbers. The Osprey is also a possibility. Take the San Diego
Fwy. (405) south to the Jamboree Blvd. off-ramp, go west on
Jamboree to East Bluff Dr., then right on East Bluff to Back Bay Dr.
Leader: John McDonald, 714-536-4001.
SUNDAY, DECEMBER 19—Malibu Christmas Count.
Co-compilers: Jean Brandt (788-5188), and Kimball Garrett
(479-8667).
Los Angeles Audubon Society
7377 Santa Monica Blvd.
Los Angeles, California 90046

SUNDAY, JANUARY 23—McGrath State Beach and Santa Clara
River Estuary. This is one of the best areas for shorebirds, ducks,
and gulls. Occasionally pelagic birds such as the Parasitic Jaeger are
seen. Land birds are found along the estuary. Take Hwy. 101 north
and exit at Victoria Avenue in Ventura. Turn left and pass under the
freeway to Olivas Park Dr., then turn right to the traffic light at
Harbor Blvd. Turn left and park by the bridge. Meet at 8:00 a.m.
Leader: Nancy Spear, 372-7653.

TUESDAY, FEBRUARY 3—Executive Board Meeting, 8:00 p.m.,
Audubon House.
SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 5—Pelagic Trip to Anacapa Island. The
Paisano will leave the National Parks Monument dock in the
Ventura Marina at 8:00 a.m. and return about 6:00 p.m. You are
requested to be at the boat one half hour before departure. Price:
$18.00 per person. Make checks payable to Los Angeles Audubon
Society and send a self-addressed, stamped envelope with your
phone number and the names and addresses of all persons in your
party to Phil Sayre, 660 S. Garfield Ave., Apt. 306, Monterey Park,
Calif. 91754. Phone: 288-0545. No refunds accepted within 48 hours
of departure. Leaders: Herb and Olga Clarke, 249-5537.
TUESDAY, FEBRUARY 8—The LAAS Annual Dinner, at
Yamashiro Restaurant, 1999 No. Sycamore Ave., above Franklin
Blvd. in Hollywood. The program will be presented by Glenn and
Trish Warner, and will feature a film on the life of Canada's High
Arctic. Cocktails are at 6:00 p.m. and dinner (teriyaki steak) at 7:30
p.m. The price is $8.40 per person. For reservations, send a check to
Phil Sayre, 660 S. Garfield Ave., Apt. 306, Monterey Park, Calif.
91754. Phone: 288-0545.
SUNDAY, FEBRUARY 13—Whittier Narrows Wildlife Sanctuary.
Meet at 8:30 a.m. at the Nature Center.

Mrs, Don Suter
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