
What I hope will be the 1st Annual Youth Art Show 
sponsored by the Carroll County Bird Club kicked off  
with an Awards Ceremony and reception on March 19th, 
beginning at 5:30pm at Bear Branch Nature Center. 

In all, there were 34 entries in four different categories 
(Kindergarten - 2nd Grade, 3rd - 5th Grade, Middle 
School, and High School).  Five judges, including mem-
bers Melinda Byrd, Susan Bollinger, and Bob Ringler, 
spent the afternoon of March 18th evaluating entries 
from all over the county.  Not just for accuracy, but for 
technique and artistic merit as well.   
 
Prizes were awarded to first, second, and third in each 
category.  Those earning first place in all but the K-2nd 
category received one of the backpacks supplied by the 
YMOS.  Each contained a pair of binoculars, field guides, 
etc.  Second prizes consisted of some nice bird feeders 
donated by Bowman’s Home and Garden in Westminster.  
Third prizes were gift certificates to a local art supply 
store.  There were also four special awards. 
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CCBC Youth Art Show a Big Success

There were lots of great things to eat at the reception.  
These were either donated, baked, or bought by CCBC 
members.   
 
Some of the artists agreed to make their works available 
for silent auction.  $222.00 was raised by this method.  It 
is being donated to Bear Branch Nature Center to help 
fund the excellent nature programs there.

The exhibit will be on display through April 16th. 

I want to thank all of those involved in this project.  My 
wife Mary, headed the committee that originally worked 
up the plan for the show.  CJ McCauliffe, Amy Hoffman, 
and Dave Hudgins all provided helpful ideas and sugges-
tions.  Mary and CJ later worked hard collecting the art-
work from the libraries around the county where it was 
dropped off by the artists.  CJ donated the prizes for the 
K - 2nd Grade category winners and much of the food 
served at the reception.  Special thanks to Mary Beth 
Francis and Amy for supplying additional food items.  
Amy also collected the money at the silent auction.  Many 
members who attended the reception bid heavily on the 
artwork.  This made all the difference.  Each young 
person’s artwork was purchased by someone.  
Thanks so much.

Marty’s BACK!See page 14.

More on page 18

Judges at Work
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Birding Southern Florida: Stalking the 
Elusive Snail Kite—Part I
by Craig Storti

Regular readers of The Whooosletter know that I 
become an active birder once a year, when my English 
friend John comes for a visit and we go off for a 7-10 
day trip to find John new (life) birds in North Ameri-
ca. When we take a trip John always has certain target 
birds, otherwise known as birds that would “make my 
trip worthwhile.” These birds aren’t necessarily hard to 
find; they are, rather, birds somewhat limited in their 
range and most reliably found in the area we’re headed 
to. For this trip to south Florida, there were three target 
birds: Swallow-tailed Kite, Red-cockaded Woodpecker, 
and Snail Kite. There were other birds John “needed” 
(for his life list), but they were either gimmes or birds 
that were certainly around but very hard to find. 

From the Ft. Lauderdale airport we headed straight to 
our first site, a place called Markham Park where two 
real finds had recently been seen: a Western Spinda-
lis that was apparently hanging out with a group of 
Spot-breasted Orioles. One of these birds would have 
been a coup; to get both was highly unlikely. As it hap-
pens, we dipped on both. But it was still a nice park and 
we did see a Purple Swamphen (not new for either of 
us), flushed an American Bittern, and got good views of 
lots of the usual suspects (Coots, Gallinules) plus a baby 
alligator (not usual, perhaps, but definitely suspect).

Next we headed for a nearby library beside which there 
was a small pond with a lovely boardwalk. This was sup-
posed to be a good spot for Least Bittern, but unfortu-
nately the gate to the boardwalk was locked. This might 
not have mattered except for a tantalizing view through 
the wooden boardwalk slats of a large white bird sitting 
on the walk itself with its head buried. Judging by size 
(there was a white ibis standing on the railing behind 
this bird and it was demonstrably smaller), I was sure 
this was a Wood Stork (new for John), but the slats just 
weren’t far enough apart to permit a conclusive view.
 
We then headed south to Homestead (south of Miami, 
very near the entrance to the Florida Keys), our base for 
the next two nights. That first evening, as suggested by 
the ABA Guide, we headed out for Frog Pond an hour 
or so before sunset, a good spot for Lesser Nighthawks. 
There we met a young couple who had several Western 
Kingbirds in their scope and we also saw Scissor-tailed 
Flycatchers. It was there also we had our first intelli-

gence on the Snail Kite which they had seen at a boat 
ramp just west of where the route we were planning to 
take across Florida ran into the Tamiami Trail (Rte. 40, 
one of the east-west highways through the Everglades). 
I took notes. We waited for the sunset but there were no 
Lesser Nighthawks; on the other hand, there were a num-
ber of Greater Mosquitoes. The day ended with no new 
birds—targets, gimmes, or otherwise.

The next day we hemmed and hawed and finally decided 
to drive an hour south to Long Key where a major twitch 
was under way at the State Park. A twitch is not a relax-
ing place; too many people have too much invested to 
be enjoying themselves. Some have driven many miles 
to be there; others have even flown in from much fur-
ther afield; for many the target is a life bird; for others, a 
first for that part of the country or even for the country 
itself. This bird was a Zenaida Dove, only seen four times 
in Florida in recent years. The actual twitch site was a 
30-foot long section of path in the park where the bird 
had first been seen and where for several days people had 
been putting out seeds. There was a small group at the 
near end of the section and another small group at the 
further end. 

The atmosphere was—shall we say—tense, made worse 
by a classic twitcher, a younger guy wearing the latest 
birding gear (probably costing more than our rental car), 
brandishing a telephoto the size of and same shape as a 
grenade launcher, and possessed of absolutely no sense 
of humor. This was a man on a mission. No one dared 
speak, and God forbid that anyone’s cell phone might go 
off. The guy seriously cramped my style as I had a small 
packet of six Oreos I was dying to break into, but I was 
sure the crackle of the packaging would drive the twitch-
er around the bend. Even then, it was in my pocket and 
whenever I moved, I could hear it. If I could hear it…

One poor guy at the far end of the site turned around 
once, saw a bird land on the trail behind him, and shout-
ed “There it is!” Everyone rushed forward (including us, 
I am ashamed to admit), but before we could get there 
the twitcher, completely disgusted, identified the bird as 
a Common Ground Dove and asked very loudly “Who 
could possibly mistake a Ground Dove for a Zenaida?” I 
almost raised my hand before I realized he wasn’t actually 
asking a question. The poor guy who made the wrong ID 
actually walked over to the twitcher a few minutes later 
and apologized.  This was too much; the twitcher should 
have apologized to him! I nearly opened my Oreos in 
protest.
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 My favorite moment of the twitch was when a young 
couple with their small daughter came walking along the 
trail, oblivious (because they were normal people) to the 
twitch and walked right through the hallowed section. 
The twitcher was almost beside himself (“That’s the 
trouble with public parks,” I heard him say, or maybe it 
was just “Well it is a public park” but I like to think it was 
the former). When the little girl walked by me, I heard 
her say to her mother: “What are they all waiting for?” 
Indeed. The Zenaida never showed.

It was now noon of Day Three of John’s 7-day trip to 
America and he had no new birds. The pressure was on 
as we headed back through the Keys (John mumbling 
something about it’s a long way across the Pond—and 
he didn’t mean any place local) and over to Everglades 
National Park. Here the spell was broken when we saw a 
Purple Gallinule at the first wetlands we pulled into. And 
further down the road we got the first target bird: a Swal-
low-tailed Kite seen from the car (and later seen closer 
up flying over a marsh—an elegant bird if ever there was 
one). I felt relieved, but later I did catch a subsequent 
brief reference to “single digits,” implying, I assumed, 
that never once on his trips to America did John get less 
than ten new birds, and usually many more, and he only 
had two thus far.

Day Four was the day we drove across Florida to the 
Gulf Coast, mainly along the Tamiami Trail. The ABA 
Guide lists several good spots along this 30-mile route 
for the Snail Kite, not surprising as the road cuts straight 
through the Everglades. We stopped at every one looking 
for the kite—and dipped in every place. Oddly enough, 
we could not find the place by the boat ramp that the 
couple at Frog Pond had told us about (which was to 
prove portentous). We stopped in half way across the Ev-
erglades at a place called Shark Valley and immediately 
got a new bird: Limpkin (a gimme but new nevertheless; 
now we had three).

There was a guided nature walk scheduled to begin soon, 
so John and I decided to tag along. There were two cou-
ples, plus the guide, a nice young man named Fernando. 
He started out by asking if we were experienced or be-
ginning birders. The two couples were novices and Fer-
nando was obviously relieved; he even said he was glad 
because he was just learning himself. I did not divulge 
my level. While John, as usual, was quite modest and 
said nothing. As we walked along I started noticing some 
birds and was pointing them out to one of the women, 
ID’ing them for her and basically helping Fernando out a 

little. Behind me John evidently had something stuck 
in his throat.

We carried on across the state after that and called in 
at a place called Tigertail Beach (on the Gulf) where 
there was a chance for Piping and Snowy Plover. The 
beach (hence the surf) was about a quarter of a mile 
from the parking lot, a long walk for John who has a 
bad ankle, and in addition there was a small channel 
between us and the beach, waist high in water. Bathers 
who were dressed for it were wading across, but we 
were not about to get dripping wet. We walked along 
the inner shore but did not find anything. On our way 
back to the car we passed an older couple looking 
for a way to the beach, and we informed them the 
only way was to wade across the channel. John then 
added, speaking to the wife “I’m like you, too old for 
that kind of business.” The woman obviously did not 
consider herself anything of the sort—her husband 
was unsuccessfully choking back a laugh in the back-
ground—but she recovered nicely and simply said: 
“Wearing long pants, you mean?”

Later, near Naples, we called in at a place called Eagle 
Pond where John got his fourth new bird: Wood 
Stork. Here we also heard for the second time about 
a very good spot for Snail Kite: a place called Harn’s 
Marsh.

Day Five started well at a place called Bunche Beach 
which the ABA Guide recommended for Piping 
Plover. We parked and walked out to the beach and 
immediately saw plovers on a little spit, but none were 
Piping. We walked along and met another birder who 
said he usually got Piping at that site but had not seen 
any that morning. He was the third person to tell us 
about Harn’s Marsh (which immediately became our 
next destination). As we took our leave of him and 
headed back to the parking lot, he suddenly said: “I’ve 
got some Plovers.” And so he did, on that same little 
spit, and three were Piping (bird #5). 

To be continued...
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Field Trip Report
Ocean City 2/20/16 - 2/21/16  

What would have been our Presidents’ Day Weekend 
Trip was postponed by one week due to unseasonably 
(even for February) cold and low wind-chill tempera-
tures.  There were only four of us going, so the change 
wasn’t met with any undue difficulties.  Also, since we 
were all staying at Bill Ellis’s townhouse, no reservations 
had to be changed either.

We could even have gone down in one car were it not 
for the fact that Bill planned on driving down on Friday 
night with his telescope and a car full of equipment.  
I met Debby Terry from the Baltimore County Chapter 
at Bob Ringler’s house and we proceeded from there.  
We left around 7:15 am and headed for the Bay Bridge.  
This being Saturday, the traffic was light.  Driving Bob’s 
car over the bridge, I was even able to slow down (just a 
bit) so we could gawk at the 100s (maybe even 1000s) of 
Double-crested Cormorants sitting on the underside of 
the second bridge opposite us.

Other birds seen later along the way included Bald 
Eagle, Turkey Vulture, Black Vulture, Tundra Swan, and 
Common Grackle.  The grackles were in a large flock.  
Shortly before reaching Bombay Hook National Wild-
life Refuge, which is the traditional first stop on this 
trip, we slowed down to watch a Mourning Dove sitting 
on a branch near the road.  Ordinarily, we would have 
made a note of the bird and quickly moved on.  This 
individual, however, was exhibiting some very unusual 
behavior.  It seemed to be having difficulty hanging on 
to its perch.  A drunken dove?  Who knows?  Eventual-
ly, it appeared to put itself right, much to our relief.

Other birds encountered as we approached the refuge 
were two Northern Harriers and some Horned Larks.  
The fields just outside the entrance were perfect habitat 
for these species.  Bill was waiting for us at the visitors 
center.  Unfortunately, it was closed.  We did make 
use of the facilities, however, and checked the list of 
bird sightings on the clipboard there.  Nothing spe-
cial caught our eyes.  Outside the building, we noted 
White-throated Sparrow, Northern Mockingbird, and 
House Sparrow.  Another Northern Harrier (or maybe 
one of the ones we had already seen) passed low over-
head.  

In the impoundments there were plenty of ducks to 
observe.  Our list included Northern Shoveler, Northern 

Pintail, Bufflehead, Black Duck, Gadwall, Hooded Mer-
ganser, Mallard, American Wigeon, and Green-winged 
Teal.  Bob pointed out the buffy patch on the tail of 
the latter.  Other species encountered were Canada 
Goose, Tundra Swan, Ring-billed Gull, Herring Gull, 
Great Black-backed Gull, Great Blue Heron, Bald Eagle, 
Turkey Vulture, Red-winged Blackbird, Carolina Wren, 
and Blue Jay.  At some point, a nice “V” of Snow Geese 
flew over.

Compared to what we had seen here on previous trips, 
there didn’t seem to be nearly as much in terms of either 
quantity or quality, so we decided to move on rather 
quickly.  Stopping again at the visitors center, we did 
add Carolina Chickadee, American Robin, and Tufted 
Titmouse.  Leaving the refuge, we had Horned Larks 
again and possibly an American Pipit.  

Driving into Little Creek, 
Delaware we were amazed 
to find a large flock of Snow 
Geese feeding in a field that 
was very close to the road.  It 
almost seemed like they were 
in someone’s front yard.  We 
pulled over to the side of the 
road so I could get some pho-
tos.  There were some Blue
Geese among them.  

The road to Port Mahon was closed.  What a disap-
pointment.  I enjoy the fact that you can get relatively 
close to the birds there without even getting out of your 
car.  Not that I’m lazy.  (Well, maybe just a little.)  It 
does make it easier to take photos though.

Heading south again, we watched a Northern Harrier 
as it put the U.S. Airforce to shame near Dover Airforce 
Base.  Fighter pilots should be able to maneuver that 
well!  An American Kestrel sat tight on a wire some-
where along Route 13.  At another spot, a sign made us 
all chuckle.  It said “The older I get, the better I was.”  
How true.

Before long, we arrived at the Indian River Inlet.  Bob 
had some information that a Razorbill had been seen 
here.  There were quite a number of cars in the parking 
lot, but not that many birders.  One fellow coming back 
from the jetty, told us that someone had spotted the 
bird in the surf a while ago.  We scanned every inch of 
the watery landscape, but found no Razorbill.  There 

“Blue” Snow Goose
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were other birds, however.  These included Long-tailed 
Duck, Common Loon, Red-throated Loon, Boat-tailed 
Grackle, Great Black-backed Gull, Bonaparte’s Gull, and 
Purple Sandpiper.  

All three species of 
Scoter (Black, White-
winged, and Surf) were 
also present.  The latter 
looked amazing in the 
scope.  Turning the 
scope on a cormorant 
sitting atop a pole, I 
could tell it was a Great 
Cormorant.  What was 
more exciting, however, 
was the fact that its eyes 

were green.  I had never been able to see one that close 
before.  (Or, had I just never noticed?)  To top things off 
here, we located an immature Common Eider bobbing 
up and down in the inlet.

Upon reaching Ocean City, we decided to stop off at Bill’s 
place before moving on to other birding spots in the area.  
Turning onto Jamestown Road, we spotted a Horned 
Grebe in the water behind the Green Turtle Restaurant.

Piling into one vehicle, we continued south toward the 
jetty at Ocean City Inlet.  A quick stop at Sunset Park 
turned up no birds at all.  Sometimes, this spot can be 
good for rarities.  The inlet itself rewarded us with some 
nice views, however.  We saw Surf Scoters, Long-tailed 
Ducks, Harlequin Ducks, Red-breasted Mergansers, 
Bonaparte’s Gulls, and Herring Gulls.  Out on the green 
buoy which was bobbing up and down in the waves sat 
at least twenty Purple Sandpipers.  They looked like they 
were on some carnival ride.

The WOC (West Ocean City) pond was next.  The light 
here wasn’t very god, but we managed to locate some 
Mallards, Northern Shovelers, Buffleheads, Northern 
Pintails, Gadwall, and Ring-necked Ducks.

We ended our birding day at the end of Selsey Road.  
Here, we saw or heard Bufflehead, Scaup, Red-breast-
ed Merganser, Song Sparrow, Northern Cardinal, Yel-
low-rumped Warbler, Northern Mockingbird, Carolina 
Chickadee, Eastern Bluebird, and Belted Kingfisher.  
There was also a hawk sitting off in a tree that we never 
could identify because the bird refused to give us a good 
look.

Dinner was at Dumser’s.  Afterwards, we all went back 
to Bill’s place and sat around drinking Sambuca.  Bill 
surprised us all with the amount of music he had on his 
computer and we spent the rest of the evening playing 
our own version of “Name that Tune.”  It was no surprise 
I suppose that the golden oldies came to mind more 
easily.

The Next Day

There was an American Robin in the Denny’s parking 
lot, singing on territory.  What a great place to raise a 
family.  We just went there for breakfast, after which we 
proceeded to where we could observe the 3rd- 4th Street 
flats.  Usually, we have to jockey with the fishermen who 
set up there.  Not today.  It wasn’t crowded at all and we 
had nice views.
 
Setting up the scopes, we were soon scanning for Amer-
ican Oystercatcher, Herring Gull, Great Black-backed 
Gull, Ring-billed Gull, Bonaparte’s Gull, and Ruddy 
Turnstone.  Locating a couple of Laughing Gulls in the 
mix was especially exciting for this time of year.  Out on 
the water, two Red-breasted Mergansers were engaged 
in some sort of mating behavior.  They would lift their 
heads up and stretch their necks until it seemed they 
would snap.  This was repeated a number of times.  We 
also spotted some Common Loons here and heard a Fish 
Crow and a Song Sparrow.

Then, it was back to the Ocean City Inlet.  By quietly 
approaching the jetty, we were able to surprise some 
Harlequin Ducks that were feeding close by.  They moved 
off a little once they noticed us, but did not seem particu-
larly concerned about our presence.  It wasn’t like any of 
us planned to strip down and jump in!  Watching these 
birds, I was amazed at the way they allowed themselves 
to be tossed around by the waves.  Sometimes, they even 
washed up onto the rocks and then back again.

Other species also put on a good show for us.  There were 
lots of male and female Long-Tailed Ducks.  Joining them 
in the water were Common Loons, Red-throated Loons, 
Bufflehead, Surf Scoters, and Bonaparte’s Gulls.  Some 
Purple Sandpipers were still hanging about the buoys as 
well.

Great Cormorant
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The light was better this time at the WOC ponds.  Our 
list there included Gadwall, Northern Pintail, Ring-
necked Duck, Northern Shoveler, Mallard, Canada 
Goose, Lesser Scaup, American Wigeon, Bufflehead, 
Coot, Green-winged Teal, Canvasback, Tundra Swan, 
Great Blue Heron, and Bonaparte’s Gull.  In the trees 
surrounding the pond, we had Yellow-rumped Warbler, 
Carolina Chickadee, and American Goldfinch.

From here, we drove to what had been Pine Shore Golf 
Course.  It was soon to be a facility of the Maryland Cos-
tal Bays Program.  At the moment, however, it was just 
deserted.  Bob had found a Lazuli Bunting here while 
doing the most recent Christmas Count.  None of us 
really expected the bird to still be there, but…

Of course, we didn’t find the bird.  However, we saw or 
heard a lot of other interesting species.  These included 
Snow Goose, Pied-billed Grebe, Cedar Waxwing, Car-
olina Wren, Dark-eyed Junco, Field Sparrow, Northern 
Flicker, Red-winged Blackbird, Ruby-crowned Kinglet 
Blue Jay, American Robin, Turkey Vulture, Killdeer, 
Mallard, Savannah Sparrow, Northern Mockingbird, 
European Starling, Belted Kingfisher, White-throat-
ed Sparrow, Song Sparrow, Red-bellied Woodpecker, 
Brown-headed Nuthatch, and Coot.  

Our most exciting find here though disappeared quickly 
after being spotted.  It was a Common Gallinule.  Not 
a bird you see every day around here.  Bob and Debbie 
saw it first.  Bill and I never did get a good look at it.  
We poked around the reed bed where the bird had 
disappeared.  No luck.  It was obviously better at hiding 
than we were at seeking.

Walking back to the cars, we heard Spring Peepers 
calling.  The day had warmed up considerably and soon 

we were all taking off some of those layers we had piled 
on in the morning.  Bill left us here and headed home.  
Debbie, Bob, and I continued to Castaways.  This camp-
ground is usually our last stop before heading home.  
The flats there always produce some nice birds.  Today 
was no exception.  We saw Black-bellied Plover, Dunlin, 
and Sanderling.

We did make another stop though.  This was at the 
end of Oakley Street in Cambridge.  There were lots 
of ducks there.  Danny Poet was watching them when 
we pulled up.  Bob was glad to see him.  It had been a 
while.  Among the mixed flock of Canvasbacks, Lesser 
Scaup, and American Wigeon, Danny pointed out two 
Redheads, a Redhead X Canvasback hybrid, and a 
Canvasback with a leucistic aberration that made it 
look “white-fronted”.

Field Trip Report
Morgan Run 3/12/16

Last year’s field trip to Morgan Run was a big success.  
Some 20 to 30 American Woodcock were either heard 
or seen.  One or two even posed for us by flashlight in 
the middle of the trail.  The weather wasn’t much to 
brag about though.  It was cold and damp.  A steady 
mist was falling most of the time. 
 
So, I wondered if our luck would be as good this year.  
Had last year’s bad weather been the reason we saw 
so many of the birds?  Or, was it the amazing birding 
skills of our field trip leader, Bill “Woodcock” Ellis 
that made the difference.

Continued on page 7

Harlequin Ducks

Leucistic Canvasback
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This year, the weather was nice.  No rain fell and the 
temperatures were moderate for the season.  Bill was 
our leader again.  Evidently, word had gone out about 
last year’s success.  Twenty-four birders showed up!  
Some were club members, however, others came from 
as far as Oakland, Maryland for the experience.  (OK.  
They do have American Woodcock in Western Mary-
land.  And the woman was already visiting one of her 
friends in Carroll County.  But, it sounds good.)

While assembling in the parking lot, we listened for 
bird sounds.  Surprisingly, there wasn’t much about.  
The list included American Robin, American Gold-
finch, Eastern Towhee, Field Sparrow, White-throated 
Sparrow, Canada Goose, Fox Sparrow, and Northern 
Mockingbird.  Bob Ringler heard the Fox Sparrow.  I 
never would have recognized its call note.  I don’t think 
anyone else did either.

We walked a short way along the trail into the fields 
and stopped.  There, as the light faded, everyone 
listened for woodcock.  The birds are usually heard 
in the air first, either going up or coming down from 
their spiraling courtship flight.  Or, you may spot their 
silhouettes as they land again.  An American Robin 
fooled us for a moment, but soon, there were wood-
cock everywhere. 

“There goes one,” someone shouted.  “I’ve got one over 
hear,” another birder called.  From past experience, 
some of us knew to keep an eye on the trail.  Sure 
enough, one of the birds landed there.  Allan Mc-
Quarrie had brought along a high intensity spotlight 
and quickly turned it on the bird.  Instead of flying, it 
pretty much ignored us and while we watched (open 
mouthed, I might add) proceeded to go about its 
business.  This included the making of its characteristic 
“peent” call.  It’s one thing hearing it in the dark.  It is 
a totally different experience to be able to watch the 
bird’s bill open when it makes the call.

Not to be outdone by this “show-off ” another bird 
stepped into the spotlight on another portion of the 
trail.  Once everyone had great views of both birds we 
quickly turned off the lights and trooped back the short 
distance to our cars.

Bill had done it again!

Continued from page 

The Return of the Brit

Fulltime Englishman and sometime foreign correspon-
dent to The Whooosletter, John Boughey, was back 
again.  He and CCBC member Craig Storti spent a week 
birding in Florida.  (See article on Page 2.) Returning 
from the Sunshine State with a list of lifers, John was 
still hoping to pick up a few new “tics” here in Carroll 
County.  One of his nemesis birds had been the Rusty 
Blackbird (See this issue’s “Species Profile”.) 
So, on February 27th, John, Craig, Bob Ringler 
and I set off to find one.

As usual, Bob had done his research ahead of time.  
Rusty Blackbirds were seen recently at Hughes Hollow 
in Montgomery County.  The four of us had visited that 
sight when John was here previously.  Hughes Hollow 
is actually part of the McKee-Beshers Wildlife Man-
agement Area.  As we pulled up, I remembered that 
there was quite a bit of water there.  It was just the right 
habitat for Rusty Blackbirds.

Ours was the only car parked in the small lot.  Ameri-
can Robins seemed to be everywhere.  There was also a 
very tame Carolina Wren that was determined to hold 
its ground on a nearby branch no matter how closely we 
approached. It only moved when I got my camera out to 
take a photo.  (How do they know?)

Red-winged Blackbirds were calling.  We also heard or 
saw Common Grackle, Northern Cardinal, Song Spar-
row, Red-bellied Woodpecker, Blue Jay, White-throated 
Sparrow, Hairy Woodpecker, Downy Woodpecker, 
Carolina Chickadee, American Crow, Eastern Bluebird, 
Northern Flicker, White-breasted Nuthatch, and Tufted 
Titmouse.

On the water were Wood Ducks, Coot, Ring-necked 
Ducks, and Hooded Mergansers.  Bob listened closely 
for the sound of Rusty Blackbirds, but heard none.  He 
did produce some Green-winged Teal though.  And off 
in the distance, a Barred Owl started calling.  

Walking back to the car again, an Eastern Chipmunk 
scurried across the path in front of us.  I joked that it 
would have been FOS (First of Season) for that species.  
In a tree near the parking lot, we spotted a Yellow-
bellied Sapsucker.  It was a beautiful male.  John could 
not remember seeing such a fine representative of that 
species.
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Bob had not received any other tips as to where we might find a Rusty Blackbird nearby.  The C&O Canal is always 
a possibility, however, so we headed there.  After unsuccessfully trying one spot along the canal, we ended up at 
the Seneca Creek Aqueduct.  The parking lot there was filled almost to capacity.  Crowds of young (and extremely 
fit) joggers were clustered around the cars.  They must have been involved in some race earlier and were now relax-
ing.  I noticed some tasty-looking cupcakes on the hood of one car.

Walking up to the canal path, we had nice views of the Potomac River.  Out on the water were some Hooded Mer-
gansers and lots of Ring-billed Gulls.  The gulls fascinated me.  They would fly up river and then float back with 
the current again.  It was like some sort of avian tubbing.  Close to the shore, a Horned Grebe suddenly popped up.  
We all had nice views of that and were able to point it out to some other birders we met.

Checking the overgrown areas along the canal for Rusty Blackbirds, we turned up Red-bellied Woodpecker, Tufted 
Titmouse, Northern Cardinal, White-breasted Nuthatch, Carolina Wren, Ruby-crowned Kinglet, Brown Creeper, 
Downy Woodpecker, and Winter Wren.  Walking back to the car again, we heard a Belted Kingfisher calling.

Back on the road, Bob led us to the farm where a Lapland Longspur had been seen not that long ago in the compa-
ny of some Horned Larks.  There were still some larks about, but no longspur.  We did see some Killdeer though.

We ate lunch at a sub shop in Poolesville.  Then, we drove to Little Seneca Lake.  Here, we spotted Ring-necked 
Ducks and Coots.  There were also some Eastern Towhees calling from the bushes near the overlook.

On the other side of the lake, was Black Hills Regional Park.  There was a nice nature center here.  Birds in the 
vicinity included Dark-eyed Junco, Tufted Titmouse, Downy Woodpecker, Carolina Chickadee, White-breasted 
Nuthatch, and House Finch.  We did a short trip around the Lake and turned up Ruddy Duck, Coot, Ring-billed 
Gull, Hooded Merganser, Bufflehead, and Great-blue Heron.

Disappointingly, our list for the day did not include Rusty Blackbird.  We did enjoy some good birding, however, 
and had a lot of laughs.  And that’s what it is all about after all.  Hopefully, John will return again for that Rusty 
Blackbird. Everyone needs at least one nemesis bird!

 

Species Profile  
Rusty Blackbird  Euphugus carolinus In his book Birds and Marshes of the Chesapeake Bay 

Country, Brooke Meanley includes a chapter on the 
Rusty Blackbird.  The title is “Phantom of the Swampy 
Thickets”.  Phantom is right.  Anyone who sets about 
finding this species will soon agree.  This is one species 
that will probably find you before you find it.

I learned this all too well when my friend (and some-
time foreign correspondent to The Whooosletter), 
John Boughey, was visiting from England.  Euphagus 
carolinus has been on his target list over the course of 
numerous trips.  Bob Ringler wasn’t even able to turn 
one up for him.  But, that’s not Bob’s fault.   As Meanley 
said, “They slip into our territory quietly and then all of 
a sudden have gone on their way.”

Continued on page 9
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This blackbird is usually found in swampy woods and thickets.  It breeds in northern North America.  We usually 
see them here in winter.  Both sexes of Euphagus carolinus have yellow eyes.  This distinguishes them from most 
other blackbirds that may be hanging about that time of year.  Red-winged Blackbirds or Brown-headed Cowbirds 
have white eyes.  Common Grackles eye’s are yellow, but their bodies are larger and they have obviously longer 
tails.

The Rusty Blackbirds’ winter plumage is more distinctive and makes them stand out among the crowd.  Their body 
feathers are edged with rufous, rusty, or cinnamon, while the tertials are almost always rufous-fringed. 

Their song (if you are ever lucky enough to hear it) has been described as being a bit like that of the Red-winged 
Blackbird, only not as harsh and at a slightly higher frequency.  Their call is a soft “chuck”.

We here in Carroll County would be most likely to find Rusty Blackbirds wintering in small flocks.  They generally 
forage on the ground in wet areas.  When startled, they may fly up and perch in a nearby tree or shrub and begin 
calling.  More than any other North American blackbird species, the diet of the Rusty Blackbird is made up of a 
large proportion of insects.  This may explain why they do not overwinter farther north.

Rusty Blackbirds are monogamous.  Their breeding season begins in April and ends in July.  Most nest in Canada.  
They are generally solitary nesters, although in Newfoundland and Labrador, they have been noted to form small 
colonies.  Nests tend to be located in a conifer about ten feet up over water.  The female lays 4-5 eggs.  These are 
light blue-green with brown spots at one end.  The male brings food to the female while she broods.  Hatching 
comes around 14 days later.   Both parents feed the young who fledge in another 12 days.
  
The young birds form small flocks which wander about the breeding area in search of food.  They molt before 
migrating south in winter as far as Northern Florida.  Rusty Blackbirds are what are considered medium distance 
migrants.  They travel in small flocks during the day.  Fall migration usually begins in September and peaks in 
October.  Brook Meanley thought the winter plumage of the Rusty Blackbird was “very much in tune with our 
October foliage.”  Most of the birds will stay on their wintering grounds until February, when they will head north 
again, conveniently arriving back on their breeding grounds again just as the snow melts and the ground thaws.

If Rusty Blackbirds are caught out and unable to access either insect or plant material, they may resort to attacking 
other avian species.  Small songbirds and even Wilson’s Snipe have found their way onto the menu.  Interestingly, 
the blackbirds only eat the brains, leaving the rest of the bird untouched.  Food for thought?  Or would that be 
thought for food?

Banding records place the maximum longevity of the Rusty Blackbird at around seven or eight years.  Overall, 
however, the species is one of the most rapidly declining in the United States.  In the past 40 years, its numbers 
have dropped 85%-98%.  Scientists have not yet figured out why. 

So, if you don’t find a Rusty Blackbird, don’t feel bad.  It has nothing to do with your birding skills. (Probably not 
anyway) The “Phantom of the Swampy Thickets” can be just that.
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Book Review
The Urban Birder by David Lindo

I had already heard of David Lindo when I noticed this 
book on the shelf at the library.  He writes a regular col-
umn for the British magazine Bird Watching.  At first, I 
thought the book would be a step by step guide on how 
to bird in cities and towns.  In a way, I suppose it was.
However, the format was that of autobiography.  

From the first page, David Lindo describes how he be-
came an urban birder himself.  “I was grabbing at what 
I must have thought was a pair of binoculars, only to 
find that it was the doctor’s stethoscope.”  This fanciful 
description of his birth on August 22, 1963 made me 
laugh.  The son of immigrants to the U.K. from Jamaica, 
the author admits that birds really entered his life some 
years later, in 1969, when his sister was born.  Sitting 
outside the hospital where his father had taken him to 
see the new addition to the family, he discovered a flock 
of House Sparrows and was so fascinated by them that 
he didn’t want to go inside.  What better species to start 
off with in the city!

Early library books like Observer’s Book of Birds fed 
his need and by his 8th birthday, he was able to talk 
his mother into buying him a pair of 10x50 binocu-
lars.   Another book, Birds of Britain and Europe with 
North Africa and the Middle East by Heinzel, Fitter, 
and Parslow, became his constant companion and he 
admits, somewhat apologetically, that that volume, 
once borrowed, never made it back to the library.

He hated Primary School, but there developed a friend-
ship with an Irish boy named Alan McMahon.  Alan 
would be his early birding buddy.   They called them-
selves Cornelius Ravenwing III and Thelonious Monk.  
In the early years of their association, they birded the 
local patches, but eventually spread out to other U.K. 
hotspots.  Some of their adventures, including a visit 
to Scotland, were in the company of the St. Michael‘s 
Youth Club.

In 1976, Lindo discovered the book Birds of Town and 
Suburb by Eric Simms.  He credits this book with hav-
ing a great effect on his life as it introduced him to the 
concept of local patch birding.  He goes on to mention 
other individuals who helped hone his observational 
skills along the way.

Working for a time as a media sales consultant, he 
eventually started his own company known as Lindo 
Marketing Services.  After a couple years, this folded 
and he ended up in the membership office of the Brit-
ish Trust for Ornithology (BTO).  The area around 
the BTO headquarters was good for birds.  Eventually, 
however, while going over some old birding records, 
he discovered a place called Wormwood Scrubs.  This 
was to become his patch, one which would become 
famous because of the species that turned up there.  
It was also the patch that would make him famous.

But, he still had to eat.  He left the BTO to work as 
a PA to the director of high-end commercials and 
music videos.  This took him all over the world and at 
least annually to Los Angeles where he birded other 
local patches.  

But due to his involvement with Wormwood Scrubs, 
one day he received an invitation from the BBC Natu-
ral History Unit in Bristol to begin filming a segment 
about that patch for the television show Springwatch.   
At some point during the course of his presentation, 
he referred to himself as The Urban Birder.  And that 
was that.  Capitalizing on this, he has become a TV 
personality.  He is a popular guest speaker at birding 
fairs and (as mentioned earlier in this review) has his 
own column in Bird Watching Magazine.

David Lindo does a fine job of describing how he 
became The Urban Birder and how the reader may 
become one too.  In the book, he emphasizes the fact 
that good birds can be found anywhere.  Use your 
imagination.   Buildings can become cliffs.  Try to see 
urban habitats as a bird would see them.  He talks 
about the importance of birding a regular patch over 
a number of years to understand what comes and 
goes.  He also encourages birders to take time observ-
ing a bird before (and after) identifying it.  Keeping 
good notes is also very important.

The book ends with this very good advice; “All of us, 
regardless of age, can enjoy nature.  You just need to 
do one simple thing: look up.”
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John James Audubon bought a hat in Baltimore.  
We know that for certain because he included 
mention of the fact in one of his letters.  

We also know where he stayed in town.  When not 
the guest of one of Baltimore’s prominent citizens 
(a “Mr. Anderson” for one), the artist booked a room 
at Eutaw House.  This hotel, on the northwest corner 
of Eutaw and Baltimore Streets, had been construct-
ed between 1832 and 1835 by William Hussey and 
covered over 19,000 square feet.  The establishment’s 
major competitor was Barnum’s City Hotel.  
Audubon mentioned this one too.  Relatives of his 
had stayed there.

Looking over the published letters of the famous 
artist, it becomes apparent that he spent quite a bit of 
time in ‘the Monumental City” as he (and others) re-
ferred to it.  This wasn’t just because of the excellent 
accommodations (or the hats).  Audubon needed 
to sell subscriptions to his book, Birds of America.   
This wasn’t so much the giant Elephant Folio edition 
as the later publication which was smaller and 
consequently much less expensive.

It would seem from his letters that Audubon loved 
Baltimore and Baltimore loved Audubon.  He was 
wined, dined, and celebrated by the locals.  Best of 
all though was the fact that they bought his book.  
In 1840, he was excitedly recording the fact that he 
had sold 171 subscriptions in Baltimore.  With more 
to come!

During the 1830s and 1840s, the artist travelled quite 
a bit up and down the East Coast.  Often, the entire 

journey would have been by boat.  Another early way 
of getting from Philadelphia to Baltimore would have 
been take the steam boat from Philadelphia to New 
Castle, continue by train to Frenchtown, and then fin-
ish the journey on another steam boat into Baltimore.   
Audubon actually mentions doing this.

Unfortunately, evidence for some of his other travels 
over land are less well documented.  There is a tradi-
tion, however, that the famous bird artist spent the 
night at one of Carroll County’s early stagecoach inns.  
This would have been in Union Mills, Maryland.  

Lying as it did, on a main stagecoach route between 
Maryland and Pennsylvania, the Homestead made the 
perfect stopover.  Brothers David and Andrew Shriver 
had purchased land there along Big Pipe Creek back 
in 1797 and set out to develop what for the time was a 
mini-industrial complex.  Two mills, one for grinding 
grain, another for sawing wood were soon construct-
ed, along with the main house that proudly stands 
today.

David married in 1803 and left the homestead to 
become Superintendent of the National Road.  
Andrew stayed on.  In the process of running the 
place, he had his hand in a number of different pies.  
As early as 1796, he held a tavern license.  With 
Andrew gone and the stagecoaches passing by, why 
not open an inn?  That is exactly what he did, setting 
aside part of the house for use as such.

Evidently, sometime in the 1830s or 1840s, John 
James Audubon stayed there.  First mention of this 
was made by John Thomas Scharf in his History of 
Western Maryland.  Originally published in 1882, 
Scharf spoke of a tradition that the artist was a guest 
at “The Mills”.  This was picked up later by Raphael 
Semmes Payne in his book entitled The Baltimore 
Oriole and A Biographical Sketch of Audubon.  
Payne went so far as to maintain that while there, the 
artist became “infatuated with the Baltimore Oriole, 
whose anatomy and traits had already interested 
him so keenly along the banks of the Mississippi and 
Ohio.”

It may have been that Audubon, while resting at the 
inn, was able to watch the behavior of the oriole more 

Carroll County Birding Hotspot - Union Mills Homestead
Audubon Slept Here…No, Really…Well Maybe. 
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Continued on page 13

closely, perhaps from the window of his room.  They did (and still do) nest in the area.  He may have been able to see 
a pair in the process of building a nest.  

That is something we shall never know though.  We cannot even guess about the time of year he visited.  
Unfortunately, the Union Mills Homestead Foundation, Inc. which preserves the house and the grist mill, does not 
preserve a guestbook from the inn.  Not surprising.  Quite a number of years have passed since Audubon would have 
stayed there.

Another guest at “The Mills” was author Washington Irving.   Sharf mentions this too.  However, here we are on a 
little firmer ground since some documents actually exist to that effect.  But if it is true that Irving stayed there, why 
not Audubon?

That you will have to decide for yourself.  The Homestead is open to visitors.  Whoever ends up guiding you through 
will be sure to mention that Audubon slept there.  He or she will even show you his room.  All of the furniture is 
original, although some of it may have been moved about from room to room.  Still, there is probably something 
there with which the artist came into contact.

Best of all, however, is in the spring when the Baltimore Orioles nest nearby.  As Payne pointed out “It is 
natural to suppose that these same Orioles are “the lineal descendants” of those which so fascinated the illustrious 
Audubon.”  

You can learn more about the Union Mills Homestead on their website at www.unionmills.org.  A CCBC field trip is 
being planned to include the Homestead and some birding spots in the area.  If we time it right, we may even find an 
Oriole nest.

Audubon’s Room?  Why Not.
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Carroll County Bird Club 
Mid-Winter Count

On January 17th, 2016, nineteen members and friends 
of the Carroll County Bird Club participated in our 
annual Mid-Winter Count.  They covered over 400 
miles by car, foot, and bicycle.  16,238 individual birds 
belonging to 76 different species were reported.

The weather was relatively mild with some open water.  
This allowed us to add quite a number of waterfowl 
to our list, including Tundra Swan, Gadwall, 
American Wigeon, Black Duck, Canvasback, 
Bufflehead, Hooded Merganser, Common Merganser, 
Ruddy Duck, Green-winged Teal, American Coot, 
Common Loon, and Pied-billed Grebe.  

Owls were also well represented.  Counters reported 
four different species.  These were Eastern Screech, 
Great Horned, Barred, and Short-eared.  

We also had 35 Wild Turkeys which came close to our 
previous record of 39 in 2013.  Most of the birds this 
year were seen by Bill Ellis on Geeting Road when a 
posse maneuvered around and over his car.

All seven species of woodpecker common to Carroll 
County were represented in the totals, however, this is 
pretty much the case for past Mid-Winter Counts.

Two Gray Catbirds were also located.  This species had 
not been reported on one of our Mid-Winter Counts 
since 2007.  

Overall, our total species count was low.  Most years 
it runs in the high 70s to middle 80s.  2013 topped 
the charts with 90.

The top 20 species in term of numbers were as 
follows:

Common Grackle  4001
Canada Goose   2758
European Starling  2126
American Robin  1183
American Crow   1043
Dark-eyed Junco  500
White-throated Sparrow  485
Rock Pigeon   342
Mourning Dove   335
Turkey Vulture   311
Ring-necked Duck  244
Carolina Chickadee  219
House Sparrow   213
Northern Cardinal  206
Mallard    170
Ring-billed Gull   147
Eastern Bluebird  145
Tufted Titmouse  133
American Goldfinch  114
Carolina Wren   95

Marty and the Starling

Marty woke early.
The sun was just up.
He had a quick snack
And some dew in a cup.

Then off to the feeders 
He flew with a roar.
To see all his friends
And then eat some more.

But when he arrived
His friends were all glum
“There’s lots of food here,
But we can’t get some.”

“That starling’s to blame.
He eats like a pig.”
Chirped his friends all together
Huddled up on one twig.

“We always had plenty.
There was lots to go round.
Up there on the feeders
or down on the ground.”
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“But, since he turned up
There’s not enough there.
It’s harder and harder
to make a meal square.”

“Marty, that starling 
Is worse than the Jays.
We will all starve,
If around here he stays.”

“Don’t worry,” said Marty.
“I’ll go have a chat.
He can’t be allowed
To behave like that.”

When Marty appeared
The starling stopped eating
He looked at the titmouse
Like he needed a beating.

“Hey there, old man
Might I have a word?”
Marty said in some lines
that he had once heard.

“When you eat here,
You’re really our guest.
Take what you like,
but leave some for the rest.”

The starling looked up,
looked him right in the eyes
And mumbled some words
He could not recognize.

Marty flew back 
To his friends in a huff.
“I can’t understand him.
His English’s too rough.”

“One thing for sure though
I understand fully.
It won’t be so easy
Getting rid of this bully!”

“In England endangered 
the starling might be.
But he ain’t seen nothing
Till he’s messed with me.”

“We need to do something.
It just isn’t right.
I’ll climb in my hole
And think on it tonight.”

He thought and he thought
Till he came up with it.
“Let’s pack him up,
Send him home with the Brit!”

(Now the Brit came to visit
This time every year,
Ticking birds off his list
That he hadn’t seen here.)

When the birds heard his plan,
They gave Marty a cheer.
“If they need some starlings,
They can have the ones here.”

“They’re always complaining 
They don’t have enough.
We can send them this one.
But we’ll have to get tough.”

“This will take planning
Before we can start.
You should talk to owl.
We know he is smart.”

“Let’s hope he’s not hungry,”
Marty thought as he crept
To the dark evergreens
Where the Great Horned Owl slept.

“Who is that there,
In my tree.  Who’s that in it.”
“It’s just me,” Marty said.
“Do you have a minute?”

“I’m still half asleep.
Can’t you come back.
By then I’ll be hungry
and needing a snack.”

“This just cannot wait.”
Marty shook as he spoke.
“The birds need your help
This isn’t a joke!”



Marty told owl 
Everything that he knew
How the starling was selfish
And not very nice too.

The owl almost purred
and smiled like a cat.
“Why don’t I just eat him
and leave it at that.”

“Great idea,” Marty thought,
But it didn’t seem fair.
To take one bird out
When they needed them there.

Needed them in Old England
from where they were sent.
But now were red listed
Whatever that meant.

“I don’t want him dead.”
Marty said “Unlike some, 
I just want him gone,
Back where he came from.”

“I’m listening,” said owl.
“But how do you explain,
Just what you will do
To get him put on a plane.”

“We’ll use the Brit’s luggage.
In there he can hide.
No one will notice
if we put him inside.”

When Marty had finished
Owl laughed at his blunder.
“This titmouse is so stupid,
I’m starting to wonder.”

“Nice little plan,
But it’s not going to work
You won’t get him past
The TSA clerk.”

“TSA clerk? “  
Marty sneered with a flurry.
What about him?
Why should I worry?”

Owl chuckled again
“You should have a care.
They check all the luggage
for what shouldn’t be there.”

“Oh,” Marty said.
“Guess we’re out of luck”
Owl replied “Not so fast,
Where is your pluck”

“That’s why I’m here -
To get us out of this spot.
That’s why I’m the wise one.
And you certainly are not.

It won’t be so easy
Down at the airport.
We’ll need a distraction.
A diversion of some sort.

I have a cousin 
Who lives down that way
Perhaps he can help us.
What do you say?

He comes here each year
For his holidays.
I’ll ask his advice.
We’ll see what he says.

Not very smart.
Thinks it’s good as it gets
To fly back and forth
In front of the jets.

Your plan is audacious
Owl said again with a hoot.
Let’s hope that it works
And they don’t start to shoot.”

“Shoot?” Marty said.
“Do you think they can?”
“Stop worrying”, said owl.
“Let’s get on with the plan!”

And so on the day
The Brit was to go home,
Marty and company
Got the starling alone.
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They lured the black bird
into a tight place.
Making him vanish
Without any trace.

The tight place was a towel tube
In recycling it had been.
By sprinkling some seeds
They had lured the bird in.

Once he was in
He found he was stuck.
Marty chirped loudly,
“Now you’re out of luck!”

All the birds pulled together.
(They were not afraid.)
Flew it up the hill to
Where the Englishman stayed.

His suitcase was open.
They dropped the tube in.
Hoping the bird soon would be
Back with his kin.

The Brit didn’t notice 
the tube in his case.
He slammed the top shut
Locking all in its place.

The birds hung around still,
Enjoying the show.
Off to the airport.
Watching him go.

Marty felt great.
He had done his part.
But more was to come.
He knew in his heart.

Meanwhile, at the airport.
Owl’s cousin looked out.
“Where was this suitcase
They all talked about?”

On a belt, it passed by 
Later that day
Going to the machines
That would make an x-ray.

When the owl saw it,
He flew through the work space.
Causing confusion
All over the place.

“It’s that darned Snowy Owl!”
A man yelled at last,
But it was too late.
The suitcase had passed.

The Brit arrived home
His bag he undid.
A starling jumped out
And sat on the lid.

“How did you get here?
Where did you hide?
You’re probably hungry
There’s feeders outside.”

He opened the window
Let the bird go away.
His clothes were a mess though.
Needing washing that day.

Meanwhile, back home
Marty was quite the hero.
His stock had gone up.
He wasn’t a zero.

The starling was gone.
Victory was sweet.
All of the birds
Had plenty to eat.

He was basking in glory.
With his chest all a puff.
When suddenly appeared 
A small ball of fluff.

“I need your help,”
The Chickadee droned on.
“Please come with me quickly,
I want this House Sparrow gone!”
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Carroll County Bird Club 2016 Schedule

Saturday, April 30 - 8:00 am, half-day trip
Liberty Watershed off Bollinger Mill Road in Eldersburg – Great for early migrant warblers.  Moderate hiking 
which, depending on the weather could be a little muddy.  Meet in the small parking lot at the end of Bollinger 
Mill Road. Contact Maureen and Dave Harvey at 410-795-3117.

Wednesday, May 4 - 7:00 pm, speaker program
Birding Chile by Dave Harvey at Carroll Nonprofit Center in Westminster.  Contact Don Jewell at jewelldg@
gmail.com.

Saturday, May 14 - up to all day
Carroll County May Count - Parties of counters will set their own schedules in their pre-arranged areas 
to count resident and migrant bird species throughout the County.  Contact Don Jewell to verify your bird 
counting area (jewelldg@gmail.com or 410-259-4716).  The Tally Rally will be hosted by Susan Bollinger at her 
home.  If you will be attending the tally rally, please RSVP to Susan (410-848-2050) no later than Wednesday, 
May 11th.  Plan on bringing a food item or a cash donation ($5).

Saturday, May 28 – Monday May 30 – weekend foray
Memorial Day Weekend at Carey Run – Join us for some great birding at this MOS sanctuary in Garrett 
County.  We have the place reserved for our group and will be working out of the house there.  Meet at 8:00 am 
at the Park and Ride on Route 32 just south of Route 26 in Eldersburg to form carpools.  For more information, 
contact Don Jewell at 410-259-4716.

Saturday, June 4 - 8:00 am up to all day
Grassland Birds of Carroll County -  Join Bob Ringler as he leads us across the County in search of grassland 
birds and whatever else turns up.  Meet at the Park and Ride on Route 32 just south of Route 26 in Eldersburg.  
Contact Bob at 410-303-2792.

Thursday, June 16 - 10:00am - 3:00pm
Osprey Banding with Greg Kearns - Join Naturalist Greg Kearns on the quiet waters of the Patuxent River 
Park to get up close and personal with some Osprey nesting there.  The boat leaves at 1:00pm, however, our day 
will start before then.  Club members will assemble at 10:00am at the Park-and-Ride on Route 32, just south of 
Route 26 in Eldersburg.  From there, we will carpool to the park in enough time to do a little land birding and 
have a nice picnic lunch. Remember to bring your own food and $18.00 each for the boat ride. (That is what the 
park charges.)  Please contact Don Jewell at jewelldg@gmail.com to reserve your spot.

Saturday, June 25 - 1:00 pm - until ?
Summer Picnic and Planning Meeting at Amy’s House - Amy Hoffman will again be hosting our annual 
meeting.  Enjoy good food, good company and help decide what future birding trips we are going to take.  
Bring your bathing suit if you are so inclined.   Amy has a great pool.  
Contact her (410-549-3598) if you plan on attending and tell her 
what food item you will be bringing.



All meetings of the Carroll County Bird Club will be held at the Carroll Nonprofit Center at 
255 Clifton Boulevard in Westminster.  Directions to the Center may be found online 
at http://carrollnonprofitcenter.org/directions.html.  

Meetings begin at 7:00 pm with a brief period for socializing, followed by the guest lecturer.  
Afterwards, there will be a short business meeting.

The doors of the Carroll Nonprofit Center are set on a timer to automatically lock at 7:15 pm.  
CCBC members arriving after the doors lock may call Don Jewell at 410-259-4716 for entry. 
(An effort will also be made to check the doors from time to time for late arrivals.)
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Maddie Koenig, the naturalist at Bear Branch Nature 
Center, holds a check from the Carroll County Bird 
Club for $222.00.  While not specifically a fundrais-
ing event, some of the 34 artists currently showing 
their works at the Center donated them to be sold by 
silent auction.   
 
The Youth Art Show, sponsored by the CCBC, 
attracted artists from all over the county.  It will 
remain on display at Bear Branch until April 16th.


