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Research in
Sequoia and
Kings Canyon
National Parks
by Larry L Norris
he National Park Service manages
large tracts of land in this country
with the twofold objective of preserving natural ecosystems while still allowing for study and enjoyment. This dual objective is an inherent flaw in the philosophy of
the National Park Sendee. How do park managers keep ecosystems unimpaired and yet
allow for the use of these ecosystems for visitor enjoyment?
Because of this dual objective, the National Park Service has had to make some
land-use decisions that do not totally satisfy
either objective. Most decisions that affect
resources or visitor use are difficult and are
not made quickly. Many of them require
research before an informed decision can be
made.
The need for research in national parks is
evident when you consider the magnitude
and scope of many park problems. To solve
these problems, information from many
sources is required — both baseline data and
technical data. It is the role of research in
national parks to provide the needed information to park managers to enable them to
make informed decisions and to establish
resource management programs that will be
beneficial to the resources and allow for visitor use and enjoyment.
In Sequoia and Kings Canyon National
Parks, several research projects are underway, and others have been completed that
provide the type of information necessary for
wise land-use decisions. The southern Sierra
Nevada, because of its proximity to metropolitan Southern California, receives many
more visitors to its forests, rivers, and mountain lakes than parks that are more remote.
With an increase in visitors, an increase of
impact on resources is seen, and a greater
need for management is created. Ongoing
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ort Moresby, 7 August 1981. Say
presto and you have an idea of how
day arrives. There is no dawn, only
the sudden screech and din — dozens of
Rainbow (blue, green, red, yellow, purple)
Lorikeets. They clamber and cavort on the
branches of a casuarina tree out the window
of my third floor hotel room. I watch them
from 40 feet away. The day is tremulous with
a quite bearable humidity. The rest of the
tour group will land this afternoon. Until then
I've only to sit at my window, binoculars in
hand, for the casuarina is a way station for
species after species: singles, pairs, groups:
Papuan Graybirds; Yellow Figbirds; Grayheaded Mannikins; and glistening black, redeyed Singing Starlings. Also families of svelte
White-browed Wood Swallows and, most
thrilling of all, a momentary stop by a male
Fawn-breasted Bowerbird. Pacific Swallows
course around the tree while the ground
below is scouted by pairs of Peaceful Doves.
So it went until around 10:30 am when the
humidity demanded that man, bird, and
beast defer activity.
I met Bruce — who had lived in New
Guinea for three years studying birds of paradise — for the first time in the lobby. He was
the leader and had already been in Port
Moresby for several days. It was 3:30 pm, and
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with him were nine other birders hardly in
the most buoyant of moods after their long
journeys. Four of them had come all the way
from London without a pause. But flight
fatigue be hanged, we were soon off on our
first jaunt together, to one of a birder's prime
sites, Moitake, the city sewage installations.
Moitake was a well-engineered layout consisting of three large settling ponds (the
wind favored us each time we were there).
To one side of the ponds was a dry field covered with sparse scrub and an occasional
tree. The other side was a narrow dry weedy
strip which fell abruptly into a tall thick mass
of cattails and rushes growing in and around
a series of boggy sumps holding the ponds'
spill-off. Around and around this domain a
pair of warm brown Whistling Kites soared
ceaselessly. And at water's edge along the
dikes there foraged a horde of marsh birds:
Common Sandpiper, Masked Lapwing,
Comb-crested Jacana, Black-winged Stilt,
Whiskered and Gull-billed Terns, and Great
and Plumed (Intermediate) Egrets. In the
bog pools and against the foliage on the
swampy side were Little Egret, Little Pied
Cormorant, Purple Swamphen, Dusk}' Moorhen, Australian Darter, Coot, and Australian
White Ibis. Over in the distance, sharp white
Continued top next page
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head and neck gleaming in acute contrast
with the rich brown of its body, sailed a Brahminy Kite.
Over the dry field on the opposite side of
the ponds, a Swamp Harrier reconnoitered
the scrub below with long dipping flight. A
Gray Shrike-Thrush alighted in a nearby low
tree only to be chased away by a pugnacious
Brown Oriole while a pair of Rainbow Beeeaters darted around a prominent up-jutting
dead branch. A Bright-capped Cisticola
paused in the open atop a grass stem. A bit
over an hour later, -when we had completed a
circuit of the area, we returned to the hotel.
When we made the same trip again two
days later, we encountered Pied and Whitefaced Herons, Little Black Cormorant, Australian Little Grebe, Water Whistle Duck, Sacred
Kingfisher, and Lowland Swiftlet. And 22 days
later, on the final day of my stay, Moitake
yielded its first migrants from the north:
Golden and Gray (Black-bellied) Plover,
Japanese Snipe, Sharp-tailed Sandpiper,
Common Tern, and Red-necked Stint.
The second day we were up at 5:00 am
and, without breakfast, packed binoculars,
the two scopes, and ourselves into the minibus and headed, in the dark, toward the
Sogeri Plain wherein lay the Varirata National
Park.
The Varirata is a true national park complete with headquarters building and a
ranger. The ranger was not as yet on duty and
we scrambled out of the bus and headed
down a trail winding through the grounds.
Bruce soon spied our first Giant (Rufusbellied) Kookabura. We were in rain forest
country; dazzling brown and blue butterflies,
orchids, trees that reared themselves higher
and higher, a crisscross of rills and gurgling
water and dripping moisture. A noise
reached our ears. The path -was so narrow
that we now walked Indian file beneath a
canopy of jungle giants densely drapped with
aroids, ferns, mosses, and tough vines, lianas
and stranglers. We reached a singlar stand of
trees. Shafting sunlight bathed a network of
horizontal limbs a hundred feet or more
overhead. On these branches were our first
Raggiana Birds of Paradise. The males were
displaying with strident grating calls as they
sidled along the perches. Filamentous flank
plumes became opulent red cascades that
vibrated in accent with the pulsing expansion of their brilliant emerald-green throats;
they went from tree to tree, seeming to waft
rather than fly. We were spellbound.
Afterwards we returned to the hotel for
brunch. Late that afternoon we drove out to
the Lolokai River. On the way we saw several
of the nondescript flycatchers called Jacky
Winter. We saw Broad-billed Roller, the
ubiquitous flycatcher Willie Wagtail, and the
Amboina Cuckoo-dove. We reached the river
at a point where it was shallow, but still deep
and wide enough to have held crocodiles.
We spread out on a gravelly mound. Across
the river the bank was heavily wooded from

water's edge to as far back as one could see.
A Shining Monarch Flycatcher flew in and
out of the top of one tree on this far side of
us. We sat and waited while Bruce imitated
the call of the King Bird of Paradise. A nervous answering yelp sounded from opposite.
Again Bruce called. Once again a yelp and
this time we could see that a bunch of twigs
quivered under the weight of a bird. A third
imitated call and out burst a male King Bird
of Paradise. Its belly was white and topped
with a wide emerald chest band; its tail was
short except for the two central feathers
which were barb-less and elongated like twin
wires tipped with vivid green flanges, and
the rest of it was a pure flaming red. The bird
passed about 25 feet above and to the side of
us, giving everyone a clear close view. If
you've seen a fabled ruby or a scarlet tanager,
a cardinal or a poinsettia bloom, you still
have not seen anything quite so red as a living male King Bird of Paradise.
The road back took us through savanna,
flatland dotted with random trees. The sun
was now aslant. We stopped near one isolated group of trees and watched a pair of
striking Golden-breasted Mynas, the marvelous Eclectus Parrot, Black-headed Butcherbird, New Guinea Friarbird, Gray-mantled
Goshawk, and Zoe Imperial Pigeon. That
night — a quick meal, a hurried filling-in of
our checklists, and then a soul-satisfying
sleep.

he following day we arose at 4:30
am and convened in Bruce's room
to breakfast on toast, jam, butter,
cornflakes, milk, orange juice, and tea or coffee. In the quiet darkness we loaded up and
struck out toward the Veimauri Sago Patch.
This was a place where sago had once been
grown commercially but it had been long
since abandoned for that purpose, and now
it was a bog studded with rotting stumps of
cut trees with here and there an entire tree
skeleton left erect. Around the edges and in
the midst of this watery waste a few adventitious plants of many kinds had begun reclamation. The wonderful things was that the
road was on high ground so that one had
only to look down to survey for birds. The
opposite side of the road was also lower and
was a deep lushly-foliaged gulley with no
water. On this side, sitting in quiet outline on
the tip of a dead snag, was a juvenile male
Twelve-wired Bird of Paradise.
Full sunlight struck. We were strung out
along a half mile of the road, some looking
on one side, some on the other; we exploded with excitement, calling to each
other as species after species was sighted
and identified. A Modest Honeyeater feeding
a giant (compared to itself) young Brush
Cuckoo; Orange-bellied Fruitdoves; a pair of
Greater Streaked Lories; Yellow-faced Mynas;
a boldly cheeping Lowland Peltops, neat
black with white cheek patches and scarlet

lower back and undertail coverts; a glowing
Yellow-bellied Sunbird. On the marshy side,
a Banded Landrail; and high above, a flock of
Mountain Pigeons; and in one of the tall
skeletoned trees, a pair of Dusk-orange
Lories; a jaunty Black and Yellow Monarch;
the Spangled Drongo; the quaint large unadorned bird of paradise known as the
Glossy-mantled Manucode; and a Pheasant
Coucal.
Through all of the foregoing activities Port
Moresby had been our base. Now we quit
this area with an hour and 17 minutes' flight
to the Wau Valley, a more moist elevation at
4000 feet. Here, at the Wau Ecology Institute,
the only biological research station in the
country, we made our camp for the next several days.
One night Bruce hooted a Brown Owl into
the glare of his flashlight. There were at other
times the dainty little Red-capped Flowerpecker; the trim black and tan Black-headed
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Pitohui diving into the bushes just like a
towhee; the Common, Cinamon-breasted,
and the unique Belford's Honeyeaters; the
Gray-headed Whistler; Greater Wood Swallow; a Brown Falcon; the White-throated Fantail; Red-breasted Pygmy Parrot; and scudding across the sky, a Long-tailed Buzzard.
One day we made a visit to Mt. Missim
where Bruce had once had his research
camp for several months; it was an area deep
in the jungle and a spot where six different
species of birds of paradise could be found. I
saw four that day, some saw five. Getting
there was the worst stint of physical exertion
that I can remember having endured. The
trip began at 4:45 am and took us along a
route that only Bruce knew because no path
existed. Branches turned out to be powder
when one clutched for support; tendrils and
vines at eye-level or knee-level or head-level,
some with thorns and snares, would scratch
or whip back upon one; a firm place to step
turned out to be a 15-inch deep hole filled
with dead leaves into which one sank to
one's knees — all this in pitch darkness
(flashlights never seemed so pitifully inade-

quate). There was only the vague form of the
person ahead of you —never mind the one
behind you. You stumble against a debrishidden log and out goes your hand for
steadying but your hand plunges down deep
through a drift of loose leaves before you
touch earth and your face comes within four
inches of the side of a great rotted, halfburied tree trunk; it is then that you remember that the snakes of New Guinea are mostly
nocturnal and mostly all poisonous. It is
good that you are in darkness because in the
daylight you could see that the place where
you walk is like a path along a vertical wall for
off to the left is nothing but a greenerychoked and very acute slope without a bottom. And finally we're at our destination and
there is daylight and there, way up high, is a
Lawes' Six-wired Bird of Paradise, velvety
black all over except for an opalescent breast
shield. He scurries rapidly toward the tip of a
branch. On each side of his head he carries

three long bare-shafted feathers which end
in tufts like tiny feathered rackets; these
ornaments can be rotated 360 degrees at will.
While we watch, the wires are spread frontwards and slightly downward and the bird
quivers so that the sun strikes the breast
shield and it blazes like the jeweled hilt of a
legendary sword.
The route away from Mt. Missim led us to
play a crucial role in a drama of life and
death. We drove up and down along a narrow road, walled by the perpendicular earth
on one side and the space to the horizon on
the other because the land fell away so
steeply. We approached a spot where the
road, one-car wide, spiraled upward in extremely tight blind U-turns. Those of us who
sat up front could see only space ahead as we
came toward each bend. Suddenly as we
slowed to a crawl, reaching a crest and turning sharply at the same time, there appeared
on the slope side of the road, barely below
our eye-level, a Mountain Whiteye. In a closing circle it flew upwards crying piteously.
Just below it in a slightly wider circle was its
pursuer, the accipiter, a Collared Sparrow-

hawk. The hawk was so close that, looking
down on it, one could see every primary and
tail feather flex in the inexorable closing in
on its prey. But it was at that moment that the
bulk of the mini-bus loomed up and the
whiteye, giving what would have been its last
mortal sound, dove straight at us, just clearing the top of the hood, and disappeared in
the weeds on the other side. The sparrowhawk braked itself to an instant halt, hovered
in a spasmodic rage, and with wild evil eyes
made a feint at dive-bombing the mini-bus.
One day we made a tour to Kunia Creek
looking for Torrentlarks which we did not
find there but did find later. At a point where
the creek ran through its strongest rapids we
saw the River Flycatcher. Further in the environs of Wau we saw the Black Graybird,
Western Black-capped Lory, Plum-faced
Mountain Lory, Mid-mountain Berrypecker,
and in the Bulolo Gorge, that rarity, the
Owlet Nightjar.
We were ready for a new location. We left
the Wau and headed for Lae in the bus. When
we had reached the edge of the Huon Peninsula, we took a road that passed and went
above the town of Gain (gaa-en). This road
too ran along the crest of a deep ravine
choked with giant trees. The upper branches
were at road-level and were the haunt of the
Emperor Bird of Paradise. The males of these
wore long white filaments under chocolate
brown bodies accented by viridian throat
shields. Several played and darted about
affording full views as a pair of Curl-crested
Manucodes flitted by in follow-the-leader
style.
We resumed our drive toward Lae and
when we reached the fiatlands, we stopped
to inspect a group of handsome Blue-tailed
Bee-eaters and a Singing Bushlark was
flushed. We stayed in Lae only overnight and
the next day we caught the plane for Mt.
Hagen, the highland spot that lies at 5300
feet and is the site for the famous tribal
SingSing pictured on every tourist folder
about Papua New Guinea.

riving up to Tomba at 9000 feet,
we pulled onto a turn-off on a kind
of plateau midway of where the
road made a long winding decline. Hardly
had all of us cleared the bus than overhead,
high and bullet-like, there zoomed a great
New Guinea Eagle with a prey animal in its
talons. A bit later we were startled to watch a
large brown long-tailed bird launch itself
from a tall tree and sail down to alight on a
rock beside the road below us — a Brown
Sickle-billed Bird of Paradise on the ground!,
Upon recovering from this sight and turning
around, Bruce immediately spied an immature male King of Saxony Bird of Paradise
with just two tiny sprouts of what would
eventually be its unbelievable head ornaments, twin wires of enamel spangles. Mountain Swiftlets hawked up and down and the
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trees were being gleaned by a Red-headed
Honeyeater, a Papuan Flycatcher, and a
Black-bellied Graybird. It was in this same
spot the following day that we saw the spectacular juvenile male Ribbon-tailed Bird of
Paradise with its white-edged, black-tipped
tail three times as long as its body; then there
was the flash of the golden nape and black
head of a Schlegel's Whistler; and the
"queeea" flight call of a beauteous pair of
Fairy Lories flying to a landing on some dead
branches 50 feet away. This pair were of the
red phase of this parrot (the other is black)
and had two very elongated central tail
feathers of green shading into yellow; green
back and wings; black belly; and all the rest
scarlet.
On the day after that we were up early
again and off across the Jimi River and into
the Kuli Valley. In fields long cleared of forest
we saw an audacious Long-tailed (Schach's)
Shrike. Then at the edge of the forest we
watched while an adult male Superb Bird of
Paradise expanded the greenish-blue iridescence of his throat shield full width over
and over again. After him came, for me, the
ne plus ultra, an exquisite adult male Blue
Bird of Paradise, resplendent with its black
head and neck, the decorative arcs of silky
white feathers above and below each eye,
and filagreed flank plumes of lilac and cobalt
tinged delicately with purple. On our way
back, a Bat Lorikeet and the Two-eyed Fig
Parrot.
So then we put the Mt. Hagen area behind
us and drove off to the Baiyer River Sanctuary, a nature preserve with caged specimens
of all native mammals, and a great many
birds and reptiles.
The next day I turned the page in my notebook; it was a Friday, and the note to myself
read "take malaria pill" (a once a week
must). We drove up through the Trauna Gap
and out along the Jimi River Valley. This trip
brought us a Spot-winged Monarch; Queen
Carola's Six-wired Bird of Paradise; the Red
Honeyeater which except for its curved beak
looked exactly like the Hawaiian apapane;
the Great Cuckoo Dove; and a most unusual
looking bird, the Moustached Tree Swift sitting high on a dead limb while we got thorough views of it before it flung itself into the
air looking, in silhouette, like a crossbow.
On the third day I elected to stay behind
the group. The resident Super had promised
to show me a blind from which I could take
some movie film of the bower of a Lauterback's Bowerbird. I watched the bird from
six feet away as he tended his bower of grass
stems and olive-green berries and stones.
While I was in the blind the humidity was terrific but I dared not move around in it too
much because a yard away outside was a
well-attended wasp's nest sewn between two
dried leaves on a low bush. Even so, in addition to the bowerbird, I watched a pair of
continuedpage 9

The Making of a Hot Spot: the Antelope Valley
try Chuck Bernstein
November 27, 1971. 150th E and
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o find and see an array of birds in
one area is a bird watcher's dream.
Birders will travel through earlymorning darkness, drive all night, even journey great distances to reach such a place.
There are many well-known hot spots across
the continent — Cape May, the Everglades,
Point Pelee, to name only three. But how are
heretofore unsuspected hot spots discovered? And how is the word of their existence
spread?
In October 1980 — a good month for rarities on the West coast, where, as contrasted
to the Eastern Seaboard, we are still discovering new prime birding areas — I had the
good fortune of accompany Jon Dunn and
Will Russell on a trip to just such a place. Will,
a principal in a birding tour agency, had
never birded here before. Both Jon and I
were anxious to show off "our area," just 50
miles north of Los Angeles via 1-5 (Golden
State Freeway) and State Highway 14 (Antelope Valley Freeway) — the Antelope Valley.
Its time had come. 1980 had produced,
besides the expected birds of the high
desert, an abundance of eastern warblers, a
Hudsonian godwit, many black terns at the
marsh, and a few days later two Arctic terns
over the lake! Surely stuff a birder's dreams
are made of.
And from my personal logbook some of
my own memories:
April 17, 1 9 7 0 . Barrel Springs Road.
Bright morning sun ... juniper and the
strong odor of sage ... the eager looks on the
faces around me... the wild chase over loose
sand, from bush to bush. I will never forget
the wild excitement upon catching sight of a
thin gray bird — my first LeConte's thrasher!
Until the end of the 1960s the extent of
any birding in the Antelope Valley, either
individually or in organized groups, was a
single field trip each year to Littlerock Dam.
After all, despite an elevation of 2,500-3,000
feet, it is part of the great Mojave Desert, and
aside from the "crazy" roadrunner, what
birds would live there?
By 1971, Jon Dunn, Kimball Garrett, and
others of their generation (the younger set)
were birding this high desert "seriously,"
meaning at regular intervals, discovering the
best birding spots, and regularly astounding
the older birding community with their
finds.
Chuck Bernstein is a past president of the San
Fernando Valley Audubon Society, he is a California birder who lives part of each year in West Virginia. This article originally appeared in the BIRD
WATCHER'S DIGEST March/April 1981.

Avenue J. It is bitterly cold and windy. We
walk through a flock of dirty gray sheep that
loudly bleat and blah and scatter wildly on
our approach. The brown alfalfa stubble is
frozen and crunches underfoot. Small flocks
of water pipits and western meadowlarks
stand apart and feed.
We walk into a flock of hundreds of horned
larks, and, as one, they explode into the air.
On flushing they cry a thin high-pitched double note. We have been walking into such
flocks and chasing them for over two hours.
Myfingers are stiff with cold. Myfriend's nose,
it appears, has turned blue.
Again we flush the homed larks, and once
more, as a single body, they wheel off and
finally settle a few hundred yards away. But
this time one bird at the outer edge of the
flock ca/feKidl-kid!
"Don't lose that bird! Stay with it!"
We run and we run, and finally are in
position to set up the telescope. We cheer for
my first chestnut-collared longspur, benumbed conquerors warmed only by our
ecstasy.
Traffic and smog are left behind on this
day of anticipated revelation for Will Russell,
and by seven o'clock we are at the Lake Palmdale overlook watching a common loon far
below us and picking out the tree from the
violet-green swallows coursing overhead.
The sky is overcast. The air is clear and cold.
We must hurry; there is a lot to show.
We drive east on Palmdale Boulevard, past
available motels — always a plus for possible
birding tours — out past the juniper fields,
through the brown foothills covered with
Mojave yucca and on to the broad vistas of
creosote bush studded with venerable
Joshua trees reaching 50 feet toward heaven,
like ancient menorahs that have borne witness to history for a long, long time.
We pull up at a familiar wash at 149th E
and Avenue Q where there is a good stand of
old cottonwoods. In the greasewood clumps
are sparrows: fat, pink-billed white-crowns;
the very pale small Brewer's; a few of the harlequin-faced sage, with their black tails; and a
vesper, very large and streaked on the breast.
Deeper in the wash we scare up Bewick's
wrens, a yellow and an orange-crowned warbler — bearing the fail-safe white identifying
mark at the bend of the wing (unmentioned
in the field guides, perhaps because the
mark does not appear on all orange-crowns),
and three ghostly barn owls that flush a short
distance and try to disappear into the foliage
of another cottonwood tree, in utter silence.
Mountain chickadees, a plain tit-mouse, a
downy woodpecker, and a white-breasted
nuthatch are unusual for the Valley. A cactus
wren loudly stutters out its tattoo.

February 9, 1977. Vafyermo.. (fust a
few miles to the south.) Having seen but two
in my entire lifetime, lam exultant, counting
the rusty undertail coverts of 120 Bohemian
waxwings!
Willy and Jon talk of temperature ranges.
How cold does it get? How hot does it get? I
tune out. If there are birds to be found, pull
on another jacket, peal off a shirt. What's the
difference? In recent days near here were
found bay-breasted, northern parula, blackpoll and palm warblers!
The chill air is intoxicating. We let Will kick
out across the desert scrub by himself so that
he may better absorb the beauty of this
quiet, cold, fall habitat. When he returns I ask
what he thinks of it.
He says, "Nice."
New Englanders do that to you.
Lake Los Angeles, close-by, is good for
wintering birds. We find nearly a thousand
American Coots, flotillas of shoveler, ruddy,
red-head, canvasback, and ring-necked
ducks, clusters of eared and pied-billed and
western grebes, bufflehead and lesser scaup,
plus the wading great blue herons and snowy
egrets. "Nice," but still nothing exciting.

J u n e 1 4 , 1 9 7 8 . 1 4 9 t h E and Avenue Q.
A brilliant yellow Scott's oriole calls from a
Joshua tree nearby. A pair of LeConte's
thrashers herd their fust days-old chicks
across a dry streambed and into hiding. Just
below the craggy red rock hill on the north
side of the highway, we find verdin, nesting
verdin, recently discovered at the extreme
northwest limit of its range!
From Lake LA we go north to visit our
favorite ranch. Back of the barn feed goldencrowned sparrows, and sorting through the
flock of dark-eyed juncos, we find a grayheaded junco. Farming here requires irrigation. In earlier days each farm had to build its
own water reservoir, a four-sided dirt bank
affair. Today these ponds, surrounded by old
willows and sycamores and cottonwoods and
locust trees, remain for the benefit of wildlife, especially birds. Each is truly an oasis.
More barn owls, then two black-throated
gray warblers with their distinctive yellow
lores. A male marsh hawk (northern harrier)
is hunting low over the stubble fields. Then,
here to spend the winter, a ferruginous
hawk, •white fail flashing, sails overhead. The
clear whitish or gray tail is a quicker identifier, in either the dark or the light phase, than
the dark "V" of the thighs, when the bird is
in flight. The light ochre seems in the main
confined to the dorsal surface of the tail.
The hawk sets down on the crossbar of a
telephone pole. It perches vertically, as do
hawks, with its tail transecting the crossbar it
stands on. Nearby, a late-migrating turkey
vulture also perches on a crossbar. Because it
perches horizontally and parallel with the
crossbar, as vultures do, the daylight

between its tail and the crossbar quickly distinguishes it from a hawk, even at a great
distance.
Willy walks out to better study the ferruge.
He returns almost smiling. The sun is warming now. Three wintering mountain bluebirds pause on a wire to look us over.
Making a loop, we now race back west on
Avenue J, stopping to check the ponds at
four different ranches. Added to our list are
song sparrow, Say's and black phoebes, and a
rufous-sided towhee, unusual hereabouts.
Although Nuttall's and ladder-backed woodpeckers overlap in their range here, the Nuttall's we find is easy to distinguish by the very
thin white lines on the cheeks. Jon finds
skulking in the thick foliage around one
pond a male black-throated blue warbler, a
rarity for California.
March 20, 1 9 7 9 . Quail Lake. (A few
miles to the west.) We stand in a very cold
wind looking up at a migrating Swainson's
hawk flying with a northbound flock of turkey vultures, which this species often does.
Beyond the lake extends a carpet of orange
California poppies as far as the eye can see.
The luxuriant wildflowers, miles and miles of
them, can be dazzling in the spring.
Farther west now to the Lancaster sewage
treatment ponds. Now we are into a flat, wild
area dotted with saltbush. Skittering across
the road is our ground cuckoo, a roadrunner,
with its blue eye shadow and red earrings.
On the water, from atop the dike, the sun
has turned the reflection of the burnt-brown
hills all pink and gold. At the edge of one
basin stand two Baird's sandpipers waiting to
see which way we move. There are ring-

billed, California, and Bonaparte's gulls and a
few ducks about, but the hundreds of Wilson's and northern phalaropes that filled the
ponds just a couple of weeks ago are gone.
When we reach a basin recently emptied
of water, we find in the rich muck a greater
yellowlegs, a few black-bellied plovers, and
both sexes of pectoral sandpiper standing
side by side. There is a dramatic difference in
size. The male is approximately one-quarter
or more larger than the female! It can only be
compared to the difference in size between
the greater and lesser yellowlegs. Barely mentioned, if at all, in the field guides, the
greater size of the male seems to be true of
species that use the lek (staging ground
where males display to attract females) system for mating, including the ruff, a close
relative of the pectoral sandpiper.
The treated water, rich in nutrients, is
drained into the Edwards Air Force Base
marsh, where it is spread for evaporation.
The undersurface of this desert ground is too
hard to allow the water to permeate into the
underground water table.
Hidden in flat terrain, and reached only by
forbidding and long-neglected roads, the
marsh was easily overlooked. For bird watching, it was only discovered in 1977 by Fred
Heath, at the time a newly-transplanted avid
birder from New York. This marsh is unique
in that one may approach very close to shorebirds, if one has no great hangup about wet
feet.
A u g u s t 16, 1 9 8 0 . Edwards Marsh. It is
extremely hot... the sun-glare off the water is
almost blinding . . . I am thirsty and think
next time I must remember to carry water
with me. We stand in the warm mucky water

studying as theyfeed on a sandspit barely 25
feet away, a least, a rare semipalmated, a
western, a Baird's and a white-rumped
sandpiper one of each! The white-rumped is
a first autumn record for the western United
States! Minus the rufous-necked sandpiper,
we are looking at everything on page 125 of
"Birds of North America."
From among the least and western sandpipers and avocets and black-necked stilts,
we quickly add a mountain plover, with its
distinctive white eyebrow over whiterimmed, giant, ripe-olive eyes in a buffy face,
and a long-legged stilt sandpiper.
Jon is already in the water. Willy has waded
in, clad only in shorts, on my advice having
left his trousers in the car. I have tarried to
watch the traffic in American bitterns and
black-crowned night herons, when I hear
Willy yell, "Chuck, here's a ruff!"
I dash out over the bank and into the
water — shoes, socks, pants, wallet, and all
— to where Will is standing, his binoculars
pointed at the shoreline perhaps 50 feet
away. There it is, a female juvenile ruff — a
reeve, actually, and only the second record
for the Valley! This is a tawny, elegant shorebird that stands taller and more erect than the
long-billed dowitchers busily feeding around
it, even when they nervously stop feeding to
look about. Bobbing up and down, they
probe deep. The reeve pick-pick-picks and
does not probe.
The Antelope Valley is now a regular stop
on Will Russell's tours to Southern California,
and in time will be part of other tours to the
southern part of the state. But, after .all, as a
birding hot spot it is still in its infancy; it has
only been "seriously" birded for the past ten
years! x%

LAAS Library Back on Shelves
We are very pleased to announce that the
LAAS library is now back in business. The
entire book collection is on the shelves —and
beautiful new shelves they are, too. Current
issues of the journals will soon be available as
well, although the back issues will have to
remain in storage for want of room.
Many, many thanks are due to those of
you who donated books and time to help put
the library back together again. The amount
of support we received was really gratifying,
as we found out just how many friends we
have.
As before, the library is open for use by all,
and Audubon members may check circulating books out. We very much want this to be
a working library — one that serves the needs
and interests of our members, and so please

don't hesitate to make suggestions on order
ing new books, emphasizing or de-emphasi?
ing certain subjects, and so forth. We'd love
to hear from you.
— Roberta Sbanman, Librarian

New Books at LAAS Bookstore
LET'S LOOK AT NORTH EAST GREECE, Ornitholidays
ANNOTATED CHECKLIST OF THE BIRDS OF PERU, Parker
ANNOTATED CHECKLIST OF THE BIRDS OF ARIZONA, Monson & Phillips
NEW GUIDE TO THE BIRDS OF MALTA, Ultani&Gauci
*THEJAPANESE CRANE, Britton
BIRDS OF THE SOLOMON ISLANDS, Hadden
GUIDE TO BIRD-WATCHING IN EUROPE, Ferguson-Lees
WHERE TO FIND BIRDS IN WESTERN PENNSYLVANIA, Freeland

$ 5.25
17.95
5.95
13.95
15-50
1150
9.95
2.95

Sequoia/Kings Canyon, con't
research projects are gathering data on visitor impacts to park resources: the Backcountry Campsite Inventory and the MeadowGrazing Inventory. The Black Bear Research
Project is, in part, concerned with the problem of human intrusion on bear populations.
Other studies are related to resources
needs. Many of these deal with the problem
of reintroducing fire into the environment,
allowing it eventually to regain its natural role
as an agent of change in the ecosystem. A
study is underway dealing with grassland
burning and another on chaparral fire ecology. Part of the chaparral studies are conducted jointly with personnel from the University of California.

that they can be preserved in as nearly a naturally functioning ecosystem as possible. The
purpose of the meadow and grazing research
was to provide the information necessary to
accomplish this management objective. The
research identified all forage areas where
stock can be turned out at night and calculated the acreage in each. A map and index of
these areas are now being produced by the
Research Office. A system of monitoring the
frequency and intensity of use by stock in
these areas was developed and implemented, and an analysis of stock activity in
each forage area was completed.

agement will be the protection of visitors and
their possessions from incidents with bears
and the continuance of wild and free-living
bear populations whose ecology and behavior remain as undisturbed as possible.
In an effort to understand what constitutes
an undisturbed population and the effects
human intrusion has had on these populations, we are capturing bears in a high visitor-use and in a wild area. Captured bears are
tagged on the ear, measured, a small tooth
taken for age calculation, and blood sampled
for health status determination. A score of
bears have been equipped with radio-trans-

Rare Plant Inventory
Enactment of federal laws also requires, at
times, that research be done in national
parts. The recently-completed Rare Plant
Inventory was done in compliance with the
Endangered Species Act. Threats to park
resources do not come just from park visitors
or from park operations; some come from
outside the parks. Air pollution and acid rain
are of this type. Air pollution monitoring is
being conducted in Sequoia and Kings Canyon, but the challenge to research is to determine the effects of such pollutants, including
acid rain, on the parks resources.
The Backcountry Campsite Inventory was
primarily a baseline inventory that sought to
document the extent of detrimental impact
to the environment by backpackers and
stock parties in the wilderness areas of
Sequoia and Kings Canyon. Each campsite
location was mapped, and a large map showing the distribution and clustering of campsites was produced from these data. The
impact on each site was also obtained. This
was done by evaluating seven ecologic factors at each campsite: 1) density and 2) composition of vegetation, 3) total area of campsite and 4) size of barren core area, 5) total
campsite development, 6) number of social
trails emanating from campsite, and 7) number of tree mutilations. Selected campsites
were given a detailed vegetation and soils
analysis to gauge the change in impacts to
campsites over time. The information gained
from this research project has been used to
help determine backcountry "carrying capacities" and visitor-use trailhead quotas; also,
to identify areas needing specific regulations
(egno wood fires) or management action.
Visitor impacts to campsites are not the
only area of concern in the backcountry, and
grazing of stock on the fragile mountain
meadows must also be considered to avoid
damage to the meadows and forage areas.
The objective of grazing management in the
Parks is to allow free-roaming grazing provided that meadows are not overgrazed,
their surfaces eroded, or the composition of
their vegetation changed. Also, representatives of each general meadow type present in
the Parks will be protected from all grazing so

Kaweah Faivn Lily — only three populations of this
plant are known to exist in the world.

Meadow Plant Classification
This research also identified and described
the plant associations evident in the meadows. Meadows were then classified to their
dominant associations. The determination of
the susceptibility of soil and specific plant
associations to trampling and grazing helped
to set opening dates-for meadows that will
prevent unacceptable impact. The meadow
and grazing studies took several years to
complete, but now the mountain meadows
can be managed wisely and overgrazing minimized as a threat to the health and beauty of
the meadows.
The Black Bear Research Project in Sequoia and Kings Canyon National Parks was
begun in 1980, and field work will be completed in 1983. It has close ties to research on
black and grizzly bears going on in several
national parks. The objective of these bear
studies is to improve the management of
bears in parks. The results of improved man-

Author radio-tracking black bears in the Kaweah
River drainage of Sequoia National Park.

mitting collars. Tracking these collared bears
by radio provides a great deal of information
about size of home range, periods of activity,
and use of different habitats — including
campgrounds. Problem bears that have to be
relocated are fitted with radio-transmitting
collars so that their wanderings after relocation can be determined.
To date research results have revealed a far
greater impact by visitor foods and prior
management practices than previously suspected. As a result, the Park Service has been
able to work with the park visitors to reduce
the amount of human foods eaten by bears.
This has lessened the need for direct management of the bears themselves. The Park
Service is optimistic that natural bear populations can be restored in the near future and
that negative encounters between visitors
and bears will seldom occur.
In an effort to reintroduce the natural role
fire played in the vegetation types of the Sierran foothills, a research project looking at the

effects fire has on selected aspects of annual
grasslands is in progress. This study hopes to
determine the response of annual grasslands
to autumn and spring prescribed burns and
for bums occurring in one, two, and three
successive years. The project also hopes to
determine whether native perennial grasses
reappear following fire. To complete the
information, data is gathered on the composition and density of species reoccupying the
burned areas and an analysis conducted on
the nutrient flux in selected species and in
the soil of the burned areas.

The total number of plant species and percent of
ground cover are carefully noted to document the
recovery of heavily impacted campsites.

Chaparral Fire Ecology Project
A second research activity concerned with
fire is the Chaparral Fire Ecology Project. In
recent years, park managers and research
biologists have questioned the practice of
total fire suppression. Natural fires caused by
lightning are part of the environment, and,
over time, chaparral species have adapted to
periodic fires. Management is now introducing fire into the chaparral on an experimental, controlled basis. Before this can be done
on a large scale, the question of how fire
affects chaparral must be answered. To
answer this question, research is being conducted to determine the effects fire has on
the composition and structure of chamise
chaparral. The effects of fire on nutrient recycling and succession (and consequent wildlife habitat improvement) are also being
studied.
Experimental treatments include burning
in the autumn and in the spring, and looking
at the effect fire has on chaparral at different

seasons. Also, two plots (areas) have been
manually stripped of all vegetation, one plot
during the autumn, the other during the
spring. Normally, when fire burns through a
stand of chaparral, it reduces most of the
aboveground plant material to ash and heats
up the surface soil, changing the nutrient
composition in the soil. The two plots
stripped of vegetation simulate the effects of
fire but without heat to the soil and the
chemical changes that might take place with
the formation of ash. All plots are sampled at
monthly intervals to monitor plant growth,
species composition, and nutrient composition of plants and soil. Preliminary results
show that the rate of plant recovery after fire
is directly related to the season in which the
area was burned.
Another area of interest in chaparral fire
ecology is fuels management. Fire suppression over the past 50 years has affected the
chaparral. Many chaparral stands, in the
absence of fire, have become overgrown,
decadent, and laden with combustible fuels.

Tagged and collared bear in the Giant Forest area.

In order to avoid uncontrolled wildfires in
the chaparral, the Park Service has identified
these decadent stands and is reintroducing
fire under controlled conditions with a prescribed burning program.
The need for the Research Office to complete an inventory of rare plants in Sequoia
and Kings Canyon National Parks was recognized a few years ago. Information about the
localities, numbers, and conditions of rare
plant populations in the Parks was needed by
park managers so they could make knowledgeable decisions on development plans
and park operations. The Rare Plant Inventory gathered data on 26 species of rare
plants known to occur in the Parks. Each
population encountered was mapped, and
data were gathered on the physical setting of
the population, the soil type, elevation, and
slope aspect. The associated species were
also documented as well as the size of the
population area, the number of individual
plants, if possible, and the health, vigor, and
density of the populations. Any threats to the

population were noted. At the conclusion of
the two summers of field work, 158 sensitive
plant populations were inventoried,. 85 of
which were known prior the the inventory
and 73 of which were discovered during the
course of the fieldwork. Park status reports
were written on each species with recommendations to management concerning the
threats to certain populations and the priority
of concerns for each species. The reports,
plus maps and illustrations, were put
together in binder form and distributed to
park managers. Guidelines for considering
rare plants in park operations have been
included in the normal project reports process, and full compliance with the requirements of the Endangered Species Act is now
possible.

Acid Rain
Sequoia and Kings Canyon were recently
selected as one of three national parks to be
part of a national research program to evaluate the effects of acid precipitation on natural
ecosystems. The study will be a cooperative,
interdisciplinary effort with the Park Service
and University of California scientists. In
addition to quantifying the input of acidic
compounds (input comes primarily as NOx
and SO 2 in the form of rain and snow as well
as dry particulates and gases), the study will
focus on collecting baseline data on soils,
nutrient cycling, vegetation, fauna, and the
chemistry and biology of lakes and streams.
The study will be looking at how inputs and
effects vary along the elevational gradient
characteristics of the Parks. Watersheds will
be selected for intensive study in the lowelevation chaparral, middle-elevation mixed
conifer forest, and high-elevation subalpine
communities. The Sierra Nevada was
selected as the site for such work based on
its potential susceptibility to acid inputs. The
typical granitic parent material results in a
low-buffering capacity of soils and lakes.
Together with the high levels of pollutants
produced in California, this makes Sequoia
and Kings Canyon an area of special concern.
These are representative of the major
research concerns in Sequoia and Kings Canyon National Parks. All of them have objectives that will lead to better management of
park resources, helping the ecosystems
remain intact for the study and enjoyment of
this generation and those to come.
I would like to thank the research personnel in Sequoia and Kings Canyon who contributed information on their various projects for inclusion in this article. I would also
like to thank the Los Angeles Audubon Society for funding a portion of my research this
spring in Sequoia. In the face of continuing
budget cuts, it is reassuring to see local
Audubon chapters contribute toward necessary research such as the brine shrimp monitoring at Mono Lake and the ongoing
research in Sequoia and Kings Canyon
National Parks. o S

Topics of Conservation
by Sandy Wohlgemuth
he summer doldrums mark the
close of another Los Angeles Audubon year. A time to search a little
further afield for interesting birds: the mountains, the national parks. Vacation time. Time
to take stock, to look back and see what
we've done. And how the Board of Directors
has spent our money.
Sepulveda. The Corps of Engineers has continued its development of the wildlife sanctuary in the Sepulveda Dam Recreation area in
Van Nuys. The Ora L. Leeper Fund of the California Community Foundation enabled us to
buy $1500 worth of Arizona ash trees to add
to the extensive landscaping already in progress. Some Audubon members helped with
planting engaged in by the Dixie Canyon Elementary school. With the Corps supplying
native plants, each adult worked with four to
eight children. Many of these youngsters
were getting their hands in soil for the first
time in their lives. With two kids lugging one
bucket of water, others running to get a can
of compost, shouts of "My turn!", "I'll get it!",
"Don't bust the soil ball!", the energy level
was in megawatts. The grown-ups had a
hilarious time — and the kids got a painless
taste of conservation. Some of them might
come back in a couple of years and see how
their flowers grow. Incidentally, many of the
plants were raised by the Corps at Whittier
Narrows with the help of a neat gadget called
a Rootrainer, purchased by us with Leeper
Fund money last year.
All is not idyllic in the wildlife sanctuary;
there are problems. The Corps is limited in
its manpower and money and must carefully
put one foot in front of the other. Watering
and weeding are time-consuming and expensive. Many of the plants will not make it.
The small, experimental pond is vulnerable
to motorcycles illegally roaring around the
perimeters of the area. Dogs swim after
objects thrown into the pond — hardly an
encouragement for water birds. The kind of
vandals that destroyed Audubon House tore
up the sprinkler system and demolished a
heavy metal barrier that kept out large motor
vehicles.
Peregine Falcons. On our recommendation, the Leeper Fund has provided funds for
the release of three immature peregrines
from the new Bone'y Ridge State Wilderness
in the Santa Monica mountains. This is an
historic nesting site for peregrines but has
not been used since the egg-thinning effect
of DDT extirpated this magnificent bird from
Southern California. Brian Walton, of the
Santa Cruz Predatory Bird Research Group,
will direct the project. Brian handled the
highly successful release of the three peregrines from the 20-story Westwood Center

office building last year. The Western Foundation of Vertebrate Zoology sponsored that
release and expects to repeat the performance this year. A most exciting prospect —
peregrines streaking through the California
airspace once again and checklisted as "fairly
common"! LA Audubon is happy to play a
part in this great experiment.
Malibu Lagoon. Trouble here. Los Angeles
Aubudon, the Western Foundation of Vertebrate Zoology, the Malibu Township Council
and many others have worked since 1976
with the State Parks and Recreation Department to restore the marsh at Malibu Lagoon.
A fine plan was created and approved, the
money appropriated, contracts let, and the
first shovelful of earth was to have been
turned over last August. At the last moment,
Little League, which has two fields on this
public land, decided they would not leave
and filed three lawsuits to prevent their eviction, thus halting the project. The court said
the League would have to be formally
evicted; that case comes up in late July (this
results in a ten-month delay costing the taxpayer thousands of dollars in inflationary
increases and penalties paid to contractors.
In another suit, the judge revoked the
permit issued by the Coastal Commission
that authorized the marsh restoration — a
complicated mess with ramifications too
intricate and painful to recount. The Little
League has a media consultant and sophisticated legal talent. It has paraded its kids in
baseball uniforms into the
courtroom,
picketed Governor Brown on television and
generated signatures on petitions to Sacramento. To this frankly biased observer, Little
League is playing a dog-in-the-manger game
in the hope that the Parks department will be
forced to buy them new baseball fields in
order to save the Malibu Lagoon project. LA
Audubon's new telephone tree has stimulated a rash of letters to the governor opposing the Little League obstruction and supporting expeditious implementation of the
plan. We have encouraged other local Audubon chapters to participate. The ultimate fate
of Malibu is clouded at the moment. We will
continue to do all we can to overcome the
remaining obstacles to rescuing this last natural estuary in Los Angeles County.
Telephone Tree. LA Audubon agrees with
the political experts who say that one of the
most effective instruments in influencing
agencies and legislatures is the lowly letter
from the voter/taxpayer. We have formed an
old-fashioned telephone network that asks
volunteers to write on pressing local and
national issues. Some 75 people have joined
us so far with more signing up periodically. A
surprising number of elected officials and
others have answered our letters indicating
there is considerable sensitivity to public
opinion. Our officers write many letters

throughout the year on vital conservation
matters, speaking for the membership as a
whole. We like to think we have a modest
amount of clout and that we make a difference.
Areas of Critical Concern. IA Audubon
has initiated an inventory of natural areas in
Los Angeles County that are worth preserving
and that are now or may be in the future
threatened by development. We are trying to
get all local Audubon societies to join with us
in this project. The inventory will enable us
to focus our energies on those places most
urgently in need of preservation.

erious environmental dedication
takes more than forthright letters
and impassioned testimony before
committees. Putting its money where its
mouth is, Los Angeles Audubon has contributed mightily to important conservtion goals.
California Condor. Our annual Condor
Fund, used for habitat research and a feeding
program, amounted to $4000.
Mono Lake. We continued our strong support of the Mono Lake Committee with contributions totalling $2750. Together with
National Audubon, the Mono Lake Committee and others, our suit against the Los Angeles Department of Water and Power goes on.
This suit has drawn national interest, as it is
being argued on the "public trust" doctrine
that holds that the integrity of public property cannot be jeopardized by the demands
of one community. The suit, if successful,
would bring into question the water rights of
many long-established California water contracts. It may have nation-wide implications.
A number of water districts have joined DWP
in this controversy. The State Supreme Court
has agreed to hear the appeal of National
Audubon, et al, thus avoiding a two-year
minimum wait if the case went through the
state Court of Appeals. LA Audubon has just
contributed another $10,000 to this legal
fight to save Mono Lake.
Madrona Marsh. The tiny remnant of a
once-flourishing wetland in Torrance still
supports a host of wildlife though it is surrounded by a shopping center and other
developments. We have added $250 to our
previous donations to the Friends of
Madrona Marsh.
Citizens Mobilization. This campaign of
National Audubon is stimulating letters, telegrams, phone calls and lobbying by Audubon
members around the country as an answer to
the challenge of the anti-environmental
assault of the Reagan administration. We
heartily joined in to the tune of $1000.

August in New Guinea,Con't.
Whittier Narrows. Leeper Fund money is
being used to buy bird food to help the
Nature Center. County Parks department has
been hard hit by Proposition 13 cutbacks and
we can give them up to $500 this year. The
Leeper Fund has been used in many constructive ways for conservation purposes by
the California Community Foundation with
the advice of LA Audubon. The fund was
established many years ago by the will of Mrs.
Leeper and was to feed the birds at the Audubon El Monte Nature Center. This sanctuary
became the county Whittier Narrows Nature
Center; so it is appropriate that, at long last,
the specific request of the donor has been
achieved.

Black and White Fairy Wrens flit around. Later
that day I sat in another blind near the display arena of a Magnificent Bird of Paradise.
This bird dances up and down a vertical stick
in the middle of a yard-wide space on the
ground which he keeps meticulously free
from any debris.
When he landed nearby I watched him
send a tremor through his green throat
shield while vibrating the slinky yelloworange shoulder cape and "churring" away.
When the rest of the birders returned, having
failed to find a Loria's Bird of Paradise, they
scattered about the grounds and one fellow

occasional whole trees and colossal
branches. For miles we chugged before turning off the main channel onto a large tributary. We drifted down now smoother water.
Daylight had come, and birds — Sulfurcrested Cockatoos and waterside trees
crowded with roosting tan Nankeen Night
Herons which erupted into frenzied squawking flight as we drifted by; the strange whitish giant Channel-billed Cuckoos by sixes
and sevens; and marvel, a stolid pair of great
black Palm Cockatoos, eyeing the passing
dugout as a priest might eye a sinner. The
sun and humidity both rose fast. Bend after

did find a little death adder. We discovered a
nesting Frilled Monarch incubating directly
above one of the paths; we surprised a flock
of Australian Black Ducks on the river; and
the trees contained many feeding Ornate
Fruitdoves. Early one morning I strolled one
of the paths through the densest trees and
rounded a bend just in time to catch sight of
the disappearing form of a Dwarf Cassowary.
At other times we searched out the Black and
White Robin-Flycatcher and the Tawny Grassbird; the Azure Kingfisher and the Trumpet
Bird; the Spotted Honeyeater and the New
Britain Mannikin, Varied Triller, and Zoe
Imperial Pigeon.
Then the Mt. Hagen vicinity was put
behind us as we took a flight to Wewak on
the north coast.
Next day, another long drive all day over
upland roads to Angoram. At one place we
were watched wrily by the beady eyes of a
pair of Bernstein's Coucals. Angoram lies on
the bank of the majestic Sepik River — the
perfect tropical jungle river — vast, muddy,
forceful, twisting, and very swift; it empties
all the drainages from the northern ranges. At
Angoram the Sepik is at least a mile and a half
wide. In the pahns on our hotel grounds
were dozens of Silver-eared Honeyeaters.
On the morrow we breakfasted in the dark
and were down to load ourselves into two
long diesel-powered dugouts, along with
food, flashlights, rain covers, binoculars. The
Papuan canoe-men guided the dugouts
upriver against the rushing current, dodging
wide swathes of floating water weed and

bend in the river we rounded. Here was
Nature pure and primordial, except for the
clonking of the diesel motors reverberating
in the sentient lushness of the wilderness.
Late that afternoon we had done with the
Sepik and were driving back to Wewak. Early
the next morning we went out around the
town and found a nesting colony of Metallic
Starlings; ajoli Manucode; the glistening little
Black Sunbird; and the startling white phase
of the Gray Goshawk. It is thought that this
evolved to mimic the white cockatoo and
thus enable an easier approach to prey. At
noon we packed, headed for the airport, said
so long to our Papuan driver, boarded the
plane, and we were back in Port Moresby in
45 minutes. The tour was officially ended
with a tally of well over 300 species. That
evening a farewell dinner and everyone
except Bruce and I were off to the airport.
I had yet another day to stay. So it was up
early in the morning and Bruce's friend with
whom he is co-authoring a new field guide
to the birds of Papua New Guinea, came over
and took me in his car to locales the group
had not covered. We got Black Bittern, Rufusbreasted Fantail, Black Butcher-bird, Wompoo Pigeon, Rufus Babbler, Golden Whistler,
King Parrot, Little Kingfisher, White-crowned
Koel, Beautiful Fruitdove, Bat Hawk, Rufus
Shrike-thrush, Pinon Imperial Pigeon, Tree
Martin, Northern Spine-tailed Swift, and the
breathtaking Common Paradise Kingfisher in
azure and turquoise trailing its long white tail
directly across in front of the jeep. August in
Papua New Guinea was finished. r%

Eagle Habitat The San Bernardino Audubon Society is engaged in a lawsuit against
their Board of Supervisors. The Board approved development that would endanger
rare plants and Bald Eagles at Baldwin Lake.
LAAudubon gave San Bernardino $1500.
Ballona Wetlands. The Friends of Ballona
Wetlands joined with the City Attorney of Los
Angeles in a suit against the Summa Corporation over their plans for massive development of the wetlands. Los Angeles Audubon,
Palos Verdes Audubon and others filed a
friend-of-the-court suit against Summa in this
case. Our expenses were $600. The State
Supreme Court ruled 4-2 against Summa on
the basis of the-, public trust doctrine. This
may be an important precedent for the Mono
Lake litigation.
Los Angeles Audubon has for years supported other organizations whose goals we
share, by maintaining annual memberships.
Among these have been the World Wildlife
Fund, the Planning and Conservation
League, the Environmental Defense Fund,
the Tree People, Californians Against Waste.
Including such mundane items as postage
and telephone bills the total amount of our
conservations expenditures for the last year
was over $24,000.
So there we are. All in all, not a bad boxscore for a bunch of birdwatchers. A personal
note. . . . Much to my astonishment, this column marks the close of three years of rambling, sometimes pedestrian, sometimes
feisty, occasionally (it is hoped) interesting
observations. The climate was right for an
outspoken approach to the world of conservation. Maty Lawrence Test was a most
encouraging editor and we are sorry to see
her step down. Too much praise cannot be
lavished on Jean Brandt. Her leadership and
support of our conservation efforts has made
LA Audubon a force to be reckoned with.
The three years of her presidency were some
of our finest hours. She led us through the
catastrophe of the fire at Audubon House
with great courage and she has seen to it that
we will continue in new quarters at Plummer
Park. All hail to the new board and the new
president. See you next year. ^Jl
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Birds of the Season
by Sbum Suffel
id-summer may not offer the excitement of spring or fall migration,
but it does have its moments. Seasoned birders will not soon forget the invasion of the Salton Sea by more than 100 Bluefooted Boobies in 1977, or the 50 Roseate
Spoonbills in 1973. Many will remember our
first reported Whip-poor-wills in 1968, and
our first identified Chimney Swifts the same
summer. Then, there were individual birds
— California's only live Red-headed Woodpecker in July and August of 1971, and our
second Wood Thrush in August 1968. If these
records sound like ancient history, consider
the shorebirds — Red-necked Stints in July
1981, and August 1974 and 1980; our only fall
White-rumped Sandpiper in August 1980; or
the only new-world record, south of Alaska,
of a Gray-tailed (Polynesian) Tattler in the
Antelope Valley last July.
Late spring saw the peak of migration
locally, climaxing with a late wave of western
warblers, mostly Hermits and Townsend's,
on 21 and 22 May. More important, it was the
start of the nesting season along our coastal
slope. An adult Little Blue Heron was seen
in the Cattle Egret colony below San Diego,
which give us hope that "Little Blues" will
nest there again this summer (Claude Edwards, 21 May). Least Bitterns were found
again at Whittier Narrows (see June 1982
TANAGER) and at Harbor Lake.
Although a single Swainson's Hawk was
seen near the previous nesting area in the
Antelope Valley on 2 May (Nancy Spear),
there was no further evidence of nesting
there this year. At least two Royal Terns are
nesting with the Elegant Terns in the south
San Diego Bay salt works (Elizabeth Copper); nearby there are between 50 and 100
Black Skimmers, some nesting. This population now exceeds that at the Salton Sea.
Short-tailed, immature Barn Swallows
were already flying with the long-tailed adults
at Pt. Loma on 31 May, but the fate of our
Purple Martins is gloomy, indeed, with singles at Nojuqui Falls State Park, Santa Barbara
Co., on 5 April (Greg Sater); at Pt. Dume,
Malibu on 29 May (Hank Brodkin and Kimball Garrett); and two near Upland, San
Bernardino Co., (Henry Childs). Now, a
report that their dead snag home in the San
Jacinto Mountains burned in the last fire
drives one more nail in their coffin. (EDITOR'S NOTE: See the communication from
Henry Childs elsewhere in this issue.)
Desparate measures are needed, such as perhaps eradication of starlings in nesting areas,
and erection of martin houses. Further
reports on their status would be welcome.
Peppy Van Essen reports a pair of Western
Bluebirds nesting about 18 inches below

M

the top of a vertical pipe. One wonders how
the adults, much less the nestlings, can climb
or fly their way up and out. The presence of a
male and two female Yellow-headed
Blackbirds at Lake Hemet on 22 May gives
promise of a mountain nesting record for
this species (Henry Childs).

lthough nesting is of primary
importance, far more attention is
given to migrants, and particularly
to vagrants, by ardent "listers", or as the British say, "tickers". The Tricolored (Louisiana) Heron stayed at the Tijuana River Estuary through May. Two early Wood Storks
were at the south end of the Salton Sea
(SESS) on 15 May (Richard Webster), and
more than 300 White-faced Ibis were near
Holtville, Imperial Co., on 30 April (Henry
Childs). A lone Snow Goose at Malibu
Lagoon (Greg Sater et al.) stayed well into
May. A Surfbird at the Lancaster sewage
ponds on 8 May was a first for the desert
(except at the Salton Sea) (Richard Webster).
At the NESS, Richard found several rare
shorebirds — 75 Ruddy Turnstones, a
Semipalmated Sandpiper on 8 May; on
the 15th, three Semipalmated Sandpipers, 33 Red Knots and two Golden
Plovers. There are many thousands of other
migrants that stop at the Sea on their way
north from the Gulf of California. One wonder where they stopped prior to 1910 when
there was no Salton Sea.

A

The most sought-after bird in May was an
elusive Sandwich Tern along the San Diego
coast (possibly the same one that appeared
briefly in 1980). It was discovered on 15 May
by three Arizona birders, at the mouth of the
San Diego River. While impatient birders
waited for it to return the next day, it was
found independently at San Eligo Lagoon
(some 20 miles north) by Terry Moore; it was
not seen again until the 24th when Elizabeth
Copper sighted it at the Tijuana River Estuary
(some 15 miles south of the original sighting). Again, it could not be refound until the
26th when Elizabeth saw it in the Elegant
Tern colony in the nearby south San Diego
Bay salt works, where it was seen the next
day, and then not again. Two Laughing
Gulls at the Lancaster sewage ponds on 13
May were a second record for this species on
the desert, away from the Sea (Nancy Spear).
A Little Gull stopped briefly at Goleta on 10
May (Paul Lehman). Sabine's Gulls were
one of the commonest birds on the LAAS

pelagic trip on 23 May, but no Skuas were
encountered.
Two Black Swifts over Arcadia on 27 May
were visable because of the heavy cloud layer
(Ellen Strauss). They were probably birds
from the breeding pairs under the falls in
nearby Santa Anita Canyon. While there were
no large concentrations of Chimney Swifts,
such as the 50 that roosted in Burbank in
1978, a few were seen — two in Burbank
(David Koeppel, 25 May), and one at Pt.
Dume, Malibu (Hank Brodkin and Kimball
Garrett, 29 May). A male Scissor-tailed Flycatcher near the Hearst Castle, San Luis
Obispo Co. (Greg Smith, 10 May) was the
only recent report. As expected, Browncrested (Wied's) Flycatchers returned to
Morongo Valley about 1 May, with one pair in
Covington Park, and what was probably a
second pair in the Regional Park itself. A possible Eastern Wood Pewee was studied
both visually and aurally in the cemetary on
Pt. Loma from 18 to 25 May, but the identification is so difficult that no definite conclusions were drawn. A Steller's Jay at Pt.
Fermin, San Pedro, on 27 May (Jerry Johnson) was far from its beloved mountain
home. A Verdin at Indian Ranch (northern
Panamint Valley) on 29 and 30 May was far
north of recent records for this species
(Harold Ericcson).
Every spring there are reports of Veerys
from birders who knew the bird in the east.
This is an easy mistake to make as the field
guides fail to note that our Swainson's
Thrush was formerly known as the Russetbacked Thrush, not the Olive-backed Thrush
that the rest of the country knows. Jon
Dunn's identification article in the October
1977 TANAGER points out that the Rocky
Mountains/Great Basin race of the Veery is
less rusty on the upper parts, which, combined with the rustier backs of our Swainson's Thrush, makes the pattern of the
underparts the best identification of a Veery
in California (there are only three confirmed
records). Cedar Waxwings stayed on
through May, with four on Pt. Loma on the
31st (Hal Baxter).

T

hree rare vireos were present on
the same day, 19 May — a Whiteeyed Vireo was in Goleta, Santa
Barbara Co., from 18 to 24 May (Paul Lehman); a Red-eyed Vireo was on Pt. Loma
on 18 and 19 May (Elizabeth Copper and
Shum Suffel); and a Yellow-throated Vireo
was in the Turtle Rock Nature Center (Doug
Willick, etai). Ten days later a Philadelphia
Vireo was found on Pt. Loma by Bruce
Broadbooks, and on 17 May Dan Guthrie
found another Red-eyed Vireo at the Brock
Ranch, an oasis between Holtville and Yuma;
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The endemic California race of the Bell's
Vireo has declined drastically in recent years
because of loss of riparian habitat and presence of cowbirds, and so it is good to hear
that about 30 pairs are still extant in the relatively unspoiled habitat of the upper Santa
Margarita River above Camp Pendleton
(Brian Daniels).
Black and White Warblers were present
at Linda Mia Ranch in the Antelope Valley on
8 May, and on Pt. Loma on 21 and 25 May;
and one or more Tennessee Warbler(s)
were on the point between 15 and 31 May
(Elizabeth Copper, et al.), and a very few
Tennessees were reported by the Wilsons,
et al, during the first three weeks of May. The
fate of the Lucy's Warblers at Morongo is
puzzling. They were seen in early April, then
missed until the end of the month when the
mesquite leafed out, but there have been no
reports in May. Northern Parulas popped
up like mushrooms after a rain — two on Pt.
Loma from 10 to 17 May; one at Harbor Lake
on 27 May (Mitch Heindel); and three in the
Inyo/ Mono region at Scotty's Castle and
Oasis Ranch (Jeri Langham, 23 May), and
another at Oasis (Guy McCaskie, 24 May)
A male Cape May Warbler in Cabrillo
Beach Park was only the second report from
LA Co. (Mitch Heindel, 22 May). A Yellowthroated Warbler (the second this spring)
was at Clear Creek Camp in the San Gabriel
Mountains (Hilliard Penfold, 10 May). One of
the rarest warblers was a male Bay-breasted
at Harbor Lake (Jerry Johnson and John
Ivanov, 27 May). It did not receive the attention it deserved, as another, but much duller
Bay-breasted wintered at nearby Long Beach
Recreation Park, where it was widely seen.
Although Blackpoll Warblers are regular
here in fall, there are only 12 coastal spring
records, one of which was on Pt. Loma on 13
May. The only coastal report of an Ovenbird
was also on Pt. Loma (Richard Webster, 10
May). Northern Waterthrushes were at
the pond on the Yucca Valley Golf Course
(Jerry Johnson, 23 May), and at least two
were in the Inyo/Mono region. American
Redstart numbers were similar — one on Pt.
Loma 22 and 23 May, with four or more in
Inyo/Mono the same weekend (Richard
Webster).
Great-tailed Grackles are expanding
their range throughout the southwest, and a
female at Montana de Oro State Park, San Luis
Obispo Co., was probably a northern coastal
record (Betty Amon, 2 May). Male Summer
Tanagers were reported away from their
expected oases in the southeastern part of
the state — at Lajofla Canyon, Malibu (Greg
Sater and Jay Fuhrman, 8 May); at Yucca Valley, where they may nest (Jerry Johnson, 23
May); and three more spotted in Inyo/Mono
Cos. in late May. A stunning male Indigo
Bunting was in the same area of Morongo
Valley where they nested last year, but no
female was seen. Two Evening Grosbeaks

(Mitch Heindel, 16 May) near Santa Rosa
Mountain, Riverside Co. (where the Zonetailed Hawks nested) were either very late
winterers or possibly summering birds
—there is a previous summer record (see
Garrett and Dunn).

T

he pre-Memorial Day weekend (21
to 24 May) in Inyo/Mono was very
productive for a small group of
impatient birders. Richard Webster reports
two Least Bitterns at Furnace Creek Ranch;
a Broad-winged Hawk at Oasis Ranch and
a Least Flycatcher at Scotty's Castle (both
Guy McCaskie); a Brown Thrasher at Furnace Creek Ranch (John Luther); two Black
and White and three Tennessee Warblers; two Hooded Warblers — one at
Oasis (J er i Langham) and one at Furnace
Creek Ranch (John Luther); three Bobolinks; four Rose-breasted Grosbeaks; an
I n d i g o Bunting; and a late Whitethroated Sparrow (Jerry Oldenettel).
That was the preview, but, unfortunately,
the full results of the Memorial Day weekend,
are not yet in. Rumor has it they included a
Mississippi Kite at Furnace Creek Ranch on
Friday and Saturday morning; a Kentucky
Warbler at Deep Springs on 27 May (Brian
Daniels and Jon Dunn only); and a Canada
Warbler at Oasis. Like the old radio serials,
"tune in nextTANAGER."
As Arnold Small said in this column exactly
20 years ago, "I wish you a good summer
filled with blue skies and bright birds."
Send any interesting bird sightings to Shum Suffel,
1105 No. HoUiston, Pasadena, California 91104.

The Sycamore
by Elizabeth Fleming Rhodes
Fawn skin flaking gray
like exfoliating granite,
not righteously upright
but defying gravity,
the sycamore leans and sprawls,
big carelessly snipped leaves
crackling to the ground
in shaggy, unkempt beauty.
The limb where the tax collector perched
is now occupied by mockingbirds.

The Snag Is Gone
I cried last night, mostly figuratively, but
some literally. The magnificent old snag was
gone, a victim of fire.
Over the last 15 years or more, any trip to
Mt. San Jacinto (generally via the Palms to
Pines Highway) had always had a high point
at the old snag, for here was the only Purple
Martin colony in Southern California, that I
knew of.
Martins were always there in late spring
and summer, nesting in the abandoned
Acorn Woodpecker holes and sharing the
snag with Pigmy Nuthatches and a pair of
Western Bluebirds. In the last few years, I
could always tell my bird class: "Two minutes
to the Martins." They were always there; you
could count on them. Now, no longer.
The snag was the victim of fire, cause
unknown, but I'll bet it was the fault of some
careless, unthinking human. In any event,
the snag formerly located on Route 74 a
quarter of a mile east of the junction with 243
is gone. The Martins were not there on 26
May. The world is a little less bearable for that
loss.
— Henry E. Childs, Jr.

Willow Flycatcher
Survey
The following request was received from
E.C. Fullerton, director, California Department of Fish and Game: "The California
Department of Fish and Game is undertaking a study of the Willow Flycatcher (Empidonax traillii) in California to document
distribution, abundance, habitat requirements, and reproductive success. Please
send any reports of recent sightings (within
the past decade) of breeding Willow Flycatchers to E.C. Fullerton, Director, California Department of Fish and Game, 1416
Ninth Street, Sacramento, CA 95814. Include your name, address, and phone number, along with the following: location of
sighting (if possible, provide legal description
of nest territory — township, range, section,
Vt section — ideally, a copy of topographic
map should be included), date of observation, behavioral notes, and any other relevant
information (e.g., evidence of nest parasitism
by Brown-headed Cowbirds (Molothrus ater)
or threats to habitat). This information will
assist state and federal agencies in developing habitat protection and species management plans for this bird species of special
concern."
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CALENDAR
Call the tape the Thursday before all scheduled
trips for changes or verification.

LAAS Pelagic Trips

If you would like to lead a field trip to your favorite
birding locale, call Ian Austin to make arrangements (879-9700 or 398-9390).

NOTICE: Starting 1 June 1982, the first class mailing rates for LAAS members wishing to receive the
TANAGER via first class mail will be raised to $5.00.

Santa Barbara
Error
ERRATA: Please make the following correction to the Santa Barbara area birding article
in the June 1982 TANAGER. No. 17 should
read: Upper Maria Ygnacio Creek. (Exit
Hwy. 101 at Patterson; continue north to
Cathedral Oaks Road; turn right on Rlbera
Drive, to Pintura, then left (east) on La
Ramada; follow it to its terminus at the creek.

Audubon Bird Reports:
Los Angeles
Santa Barbara

SATURDAY AND SUNDAY, AUG. 28-29
— Oxnard to Cortiz Ridge. Departure
and details the same as the 22-23 May trip.
Leaders: Herb and Olga Clarke. Among the
birds to be seen this time of year-. South
Polar Skua; Long tailed Jaeger; Shearwaters;
Red-billed Tropicbird; Least and Black
Storm-Petrals; Craveri's Murrelet. Cost: $49.
SUNDAY SEPTEMBER 19 — San Pedro
to San Clemente Island. 5:30 am to 6:30
pm. 44 spaces and 2 leaders: Phil Sayre and
Olga Clarke. Take the Vantuna (coffee and
tea available, no galley) approximately 30
miles out to sea along the southern coast.
Birds to be seen this time of year include:
Long-tailed Jaeger; Shearwaters; Least and
White-rumped Leach's Storm-Petrals; Redbilled Tropicbird; Craveri's Murrelet. Cost:
$25.
SUNDAY, NOVEMBER 21— San Pedro to
Santa Barbara Isl . 6 am to 5 pm. Take the
Vantuna approximately 45 miles along the
Coast. Leaders to be announced. Birds to
be expected include: Albatross, Blackvented Shearwater; Alcids. Price: $20.
All prices are tentative and subject to fuel
cost increases. Reserve spaces early. To take
part in these pelagic trips, send your reservations with the names and telephone
numbers of all members of your party along
with a self-addressed, stamped envelope
to:
Reservations c/o Ruth Lohr
Los Angeles Audubon Society
7377 Santa Monica Blvd.
Los Angeles, CA 90046
(213) 876-0202 (Tues-Sat, 10-3)

Los Angeles Audubon Society
7377 Santa Monica Blvd.
Los Angeles, CA 90046

(213) 874-1318
(805)964-8240

Los Angeles Audubon Headquarters, Li
brary, Bookstore and Nature Museum are
located at Audubon House, Plummer Park,
7377 Santa Monica Blvd., Los Angeles, CA
90046. Telephone: (213) 876-0202. Hours:
10 3, Tuesday through Saturday.

WESTERN TANAGER

Consult the tape weekly for possible additional
field trips in July and August.

SUNDAY, JULY 11 — Kimball Garrett will lead a
group around Big Bear and Baldwin Lakes.
Meet at 7 a.m. at the Big Bear dam (at the west end
of the lake). Plan to see Pinyon Jay, Williamson's
Sapsucker, Hepatic Tanager, Common Nighthawk,
and other forest and shore birds.

SUNDAY, J(ULY 18 — LAAS Annual Picnic.
Meet Fred Heath for a bird walk at 8 a.m. Bring
lunch and soft-drinks, baseball bats and frisbees.
Walk will meet at the south end of Upper Franklin
Reservoir; picnic in Franklin Canyon Park (off
Franklin Canyon Drive).
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SATURDAY, AUGUST 14 — Bob and Roberta
Shanman (545-2867, after 6) will begin their
monthly walks around Ballona Wetlands. They
will lead these morning trips every second Saturday of the month throughout the fall and winter.
Meet at 8 a.m. at the Pacific Ave. bridge. Take 90
West (Marina Fwy.) to its end at Culver Blvd. Continue west on Culver; turn north onto Pacific Ave.
and continue to bridge.
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